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THE  excitement  aud  exhilaration  that  followed  Mr.  Irving'a 
arrival  in  his  native  city  did  not  soon  subside.  "  I  have 
been  topsy-turvy  ever  since,"  he  writes  to  Peter,  after  a 
hurried  and  laborious,  though  joyous,  round  of  visits  and 
congratulations  among  his  friends ;  friends,  at  his  departure, 
"  clustered  in  neighbouring  contiguity  in  a  moderate  com- 
munity, now  scattered  widely  asunder  over  a  splendid  me- 
tropolis." New  York  had  been  advancing  rapidly  in  wealth 
and  population  since  he  left,  and  at  this  date  numbered 
more  than  two  hundred  thousand  inhabitants.  "  I  have  re- 
peatedly wished,  since  my  return,  that  you  could  be  here 
with  me,"  he  writes  to  Peter,  whose  prolonged  exile  from 
his  native  land  now  threatened  to  be  final.  "  The  mode  of 
living,  the  sources  of  quiet  and  social  enjoyment,  and  the 
sphere  of  friendly  and  domestic  pleasures,  are  improved  and 
multiplied  to  a  degree  that  has  delightfully  surprised  me." 

The  brother  to  whom  this  extract  was  addressed,  now 
sixty  years  of  age,  had  made  no  resolution  to  spend  the  re- 
mainder of  his  days  in  Europe,  and  in  a  letter  to  his  friend 
Beasley,  the  American  consul  at  Havre,  lying  before  me, 
expresses  "  a  great  desire  to  return  home,"  but,  he  adds, 
"  at  my  time  of  life,  and  in  my  state  of  health,  and  with  my 
acquired  habits  and  my  aversion  to  a  sea  voyage,  in  which  I 
am  accustomed  to  suffer  so  much,  I  do  not  think  a  return 
probable."  He  was  now  living  in  Paris,  whither  he  had 
withdrawn  from  Havre  for  solitude  and  regimen. 

It  is  in  the  crowd  of  a  great  metropolis  (he  writes)  that  I  can  most 
successfully  seek  seclusion,  and  live  precisely  in  the  way  most  suit- 
YOL.  ill.  2  u 
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able  to  my  health.  *  *  *  I  do  not  know  any  city  so  desirable  as  a 
residence  as  Paris.  All  the  works  of  science  and  of  art,  of  curiosity 
and  amusement,  are  so  varied  and  abundant  and  accessible ;  and  at 
the  same  time  absolute  solitude  is  so  completely  within  our  reach, 
•without  becoming  an  object  of  remark  or  supervision.  To  prevent 
myself  from  becoming  lonely  and  hypochondrical,  while  the  state  of 
my  health  obliges  me  to  withhold  myself  from  society,  I  have  be- 
come abonne  at  one  of  the  theatres.  I  have  selected  the  Vaudeville, 
which  has  the  best  company,  and  exhibits  the  pleasantest  pieces,  both 
serious  and  comic.  They  have  generally  three  in  an  evening,  and 
sometimes  four,  but  I  never  stay  to  more  than  two. 

In  a  letter  to  Washington,  a  month  later  in  date  (August 
19),  he  gives  a  similar  sketch  of  his  life  in  the  great  metro- 
polis : 

I  live  so  retired  in  the  midst  of  this  great  city,  in  consideration  of 
my  health,  that  I  know  little  of  what  is  passing,  and  see  but  few  of 
our  many  countrymen  who  resort  to  it.  Society  is  a  vortex,  and  I 
am  obliged  to  keep  resolutely  without  the  margin,  or  I  should  in- 
evitably be  engulphed.  I  therefore  avoid  dinners  and  soirees,  and 
abstain  as  far  as  possible  even  from  visits.  By  pursuing  rigidly  this 
course,  I  escape  the  indisposition  to  which  I  seem  peculiarly  liable ; 
and  Paris  is  so  full  of  resource  for  a  literary  lounger,  in  its  libraries, 
its  galleries  of  painting  and  sculpture,  its  noble  institutions  in  every 
department  of  science,  its  palaces  and  gardens,  all  open  to  the 
stranger,  and  its  places  of  amusement  all  easy  of  access,  that  a  man 
may  lead  here  the  life  of  a  hermit,  and  at  the  same  time  a  life  of  luxu- 
rious enjoyment.  I  have  also  punctual  correspondents  and  supplies 
of  newspapers  in  the  reading-room  and  in  my  own  apartment,  through 
the  attention  of  our  friend  Beasley,  so  that  I  can  supervise  the  ope- 
rations of  the  great  world  as  I  would  overlook  a  game  of  chess.  We 
read  of  anchorites  who  retired  to  caves  and  cells,  amid  rocks  and 
deserts,  when  infirmities  or  other  causes  rendered  them  unsuitable 
to  mingle  in  society,  and  the  world  seems  to  have  sanctioned  and 
approved  their  taste.  I  feel  justified,  therefore  in  my  more  cheerful 
seclusion. 

The  passages  I  have  quoted  from  these  letters  of  Peter 
exhibit  the  character  of  the  invalid,  and  the  wise  and  beau- 
tiful spirit  of  philosophy  in  which,  in  the  midst  of  his  ail- 
ments, he  contrived  to  put  into  life  whatever  of  comfort  and 
enjoyment  it  could  be  made  to  yield. 

In  another  letter,  after  giving  Washington  a  picture  of 
his  heing  "  most  snugly  and  pleasantly  established  in  a 
little  apartment  in  the  Hdtel  Breteuil,"  he  adds :  "  You 
perceive,  therefore,  that  I  am  getting  along  very  cheerily, 
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the  indisposition  to  which  I  am  rather  predisposed  being 
kept  completely  at  arm's  length  by  quiet  and  moderate 
living;  and  when  you  recollect  how  principal  a  part  you 
have  performed  in  procuring  me  so  serene  and  agreeable  a 
sunset,  it  cannot  but  form  an  addition  by  reflection  to  your 
own  happiness." 

I  am  delighted  (writes  Washington  in  reply)  to  find  you  are 
passing  your  time  comfortably  and  pleasantly  at  Paris.  That  old 
hotel  is  the  very  place  for  you — a  kina  of  Castle  of  Indolence,  where 
you  seem  to  have  various  inmates  passing  in  review  from  time  to 
time  before  you.  Though  it  would  glad  my  heart  and  rejoice  your 
friends  to  have  you  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic,  and  though  there 
are  sources  of  enjoyment  here  of  which  you  have  no  idea  from  former 
experience,  yet  I  know  the  wisdom  of  being  content  with  good,  in- 
stead of  seeking  for  better,  and  think  you  are  acting  wisely  in  resting 
satisfied  with  plain,  simple  PARIS. 

In  the  first  letter  written  to  his  brother  Washington, 
after  hearing  of  the  safe  arrival  of  the  vessel  at  New  York, 
Peter  mentions  that  a  French  translation  of  the  Alhambra 
had  been  published  in  two  octavo  volumes,  and  the  work 
had  received  favourable  notices  in  several  of  the  Parisian 
journals,  from  which  he  extracts  some  paragraphs.  It  would 
appear  from  this  that  the  publication  of  the  Alhambra  in 
England,  and  possibly  its  translation  in  France,  preceded  its 
appearance  in  America,  where  it  was  issued  by  Messrs. 
Carey  and  Lea  on  the  9th  of  June,  three  weeks  after  the 
author's  arrival  in  his  own  country.  He  had  expected  that 
its  publication  would  precede  his  arrival,  and  it  is  not  easy 
to  see  why  it  did  not,  as  the  contract  of  his  agent,  Ebenezer 
Irving,  granting  to  Carey  and  Lea  "  a  right  to  print,  publish, 
and  vend  five  thousand  five  hundred  copies,"  bears  date  as 
early  as  the  17th  of  March.  The  time  required  for  disposing 
of  these  five  thousand  five  hundred  copies  was  not  to  exceed 
the  last  day  of  December  in  the  year  one  thousand  eight 
hundred  and  thirty-four.  After  the  printing,  if  the  work 
should  be  prepared  for  publication  from  stereotype  plates, 
ihe  author  was  to  have  the  privilege  of  taking  the  plates  at 
a  fair  value,  if  he  should  elect  to  do  so.  The  consideration 
was  three  thousand  dollars,  payable  in  three  equal  notes, 
bearing  date  on  the  day  of  publication,  in  six,  nine,  and 
twelve  months.  The  amount  paid  by  Colburn  and  Bentley 
for  the  absolute  copyright  of  the  work,  aa  has  been  before 
2fi2 
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stated,  was  one  thousand  guineas,  in  six,  nine,  and  twelve 
months. 

The  Albambra  was  published  in  Philadelphia  in  two  duo- 
decimo volumes.  I  give  two  extracts,  which  may  serve  as  a 
specimen  of  the  immediate  tone  of  criticism.  The  first  I 
take  from  a  Baltimore  paper  of  June  16,  seven  days  after 
the  publication : 

The  Alhambra  displays  the  characteristic  excellencies  of  Mr. 
Irving — the  easy,  natural  narrative,  the  smooth  and  elegant  diction, 
the  pithy  humour.  The  grace  and  polish  of  his  style  are  generally 
considered  Mr.  Irving's  chief  merit.  A  too  high  value  cannot, 
certainly,  he  put  upon  these  qualities  in  a  book :  the  want  of  them 
sinks  many  an  otherwise  good  one.  But  still,  they  are  secondary. 
It  may  even  be  said,  that  they  cannot  exist  without  the  presence  of 
more  substantial  qualities.  You  cannot  give  a  high  polish  to  a 
common  substance  :  an  intrinsic  fineness  of  grain  is  indispensable  to 
this ;  and  hence,  the  existence  of  a  high  degree  of  polish  on  the 
exterior  denotes  internal  excellence  of  material.  Gracefulness,  too,  is 
inseparably  connected  with  something  internal :  it  is  not  an  addition, 
but  rather  an  emanation. 

When,  therefore,  the  style  of  Mr.  Irving  is  made  the  object  of 
especial  commendation,  it  must  be  recollected  that  the  qualities  of 
style  are  dependent  upon  the  qualities  of  the  matter  they  set  forth. 
The  character  of  the  style  of  an  author  is  ultimately  determined  by 
that  of  his  thoughts  and  feelings.  It  is  not  merely  to  peculiar  culti- 
vation— to  the  study  of  good  models,  however  serviceable  as  auxiliary 
exercise — that  is  owing  the  charm  of  Mr.  Irving's  style ;  but  it  is  to 
the  soundness  of  his  intellect — the  correctness  of  his  feelings— to 
his  susceptibility  to  the  beautiful  and  the  touching — his  accuracy  of 
observation — to  the  harmony  of  his  mind  with  nature  and  with  itself 
— in  short,  to  those  capabilities  whose  combined  action  constitutes 
his  individuality  as  a  man,  and  his  superiority  as  a  writer. 

Under  the  light,  and  sometimes  fantastic  sketches  of  the  Alhambra, 
these  capabilities  are  all  manifested.  Like  the  slight  and  airy  fabric 
of  a  gothic  spire,  the  volumes  have  a  solid  basis  :  their  most  marvel- 
lous fictions  rest  on  a  shrewd  observation  of  real  life.  Beneath  the 
naif  narration  of  the  wildest  dreams  of  Oriental  imagination,  there 
flows  a  current  of  good  sense ;  behind  some  of  the  most  comic  and 
grotesque  scenes  there  lurks  a  latent  wisdom. 

The  next  extract  I  take  from  the  New  Tork  Mirror  of 
June  23,  a  weekly  periodical  edited  by  George  P.  Morris, 
Theodore  S.  Fay,  and  Nathaniel  P.  Willis — names  well 
known  in  the  literary  world.  After  speaking  of  the  serious 
disadvantage  a  popular  writer  has  to  contend  against  in 
the  unmeaning  and  vague  expectations  elicited  by  a  brilliant 
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fame,  and  alluding  to  the  Sketch  Book  and  Bracebridge 
Hall  as  the  greatest  enemies  his  future  productions  would 
ever  meet,  the  critic  proceeds  : 

Yet  the  Talcs  of  tbe  Alliambra  are  brilliant  and  striking,  told  with 
the  most  delightful  grace  of  language,  and  addressed  to  the  imagina- 
tion of  all  classes.  The  preliminary  sketches,  relating  the  author's 
ramblings  over  Spain,  his  approach  to  the  palace  from  which  the 
volumes  derive  their  title,  his  drawings  of  character,  his  minute 
household  observations,  his  moonlight  thoughts  on  that  interesting 
scene,  his  reveries  from  the  various  points  of  prospect,  are,  in  our 
estimation,  really  delicious.  Their  very  familiar  and  easy  simplicity 
makes  them  so.  They  are  impressed  in  every  page,  every  line,  every 
word,  with  the  reality  of  truth  and  the  glow  of  nature.  They  are 
evidently  no  inventions,  but  transcripts.  His  scenes  stretch  away 
before  you ;  his  people  move,  look,  and  walk  with  an  individuality 
and  a  force  only  to  be  produced  by  the  hand  of  a  master.  Indeed, 
these  opening  pages  are  full  of  those  delightfully  graphic  and  pleasing 
delineations  peculiar  to  this  author,  and  worthy  of  the  best  parts  of  the 
Sketch  Book. 

This  "  beautiful  Spanish  Sketch  Book,"  as  it  was  happily 
designated  by  Prescott,  the  historian,  was  also  very  favour- 
ably noticed  in  the  Westminster  Review  for  July,  in  an 
article  which,  after  singling  out  portions  as  of  great  felicity, 
concludes  thus  : 

The  whole  is  a  luxury,  but  of  an  extremely  refined  order.  As  a 
work  of  art,  it  has  few  rivals  among  modern  publications.  Were  a 
lecture  to  be  given  on  the  structure  of  the  true  poetical  prose,  no- 
where would  it  be  possible  to  find  more  luculent  examples.  Many 
paragraphs,  and  even  chapters,  want  but  the  voice  to  make  them  dis- 
course most  eloquent  music. 

The  North  American  Review  for  October,  which  contained, 
by  the  way,  a  review  of  Wheaton's  History  of  the  Northmen, 
from  the  pen  of  Mr.  Irving,  in  an  article  written  by  the  dis- 
tinguished Edward  Everett,  remarks  of  it :  "  The  subjects 
are  all  wrought  up  with  great  felicity,"  "  and  are  among  the 
most  finished  and  elegant  specimens  of  style  to  be  found  in 
the  language."  I  know  not  whether  it  was  before  or  after 
the  publication  of  the  Alhambra  that  the  poet  Campbell 
remarked  to  an  American  gentleman,  from  whose  brother  I 
have  the  anecdote  :  "  "Washington  Irving  has  added  clarity 
to  the  English  tongue." 

The  Alhambra  was  dedicated  to  David  "Wilkie,  the  painter, 
his  companion  as  we  have  seen,  in  many  Spanish  scenes, 
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though  he  did  not  accompany  him  to  Granada.  "When  it 
appeared,  the  author  was  at  Washington,  to  which  city  he 
had  repaired  a  few  days  after  the  public  dinner  which  had 
welcomed  his  return,  to  make  hia  bow  to  the  head  of  the 
Government,  and  settle  his  accounts  as  charge.  He  wished 
also  to  pass  a  little  time  with  the  McLanes,  from  whom  he 
had  received  the  most  pressing  letters  of  invitation,  and  who 
had  already  prepared  a  room  for  him.  Mr.  McLane  was,  at 
this  period  of  great  political  discord  and  discontent,  Secre- 
tary of  the  Treasury  under  Andrew  Jackson,  who  was  soon 
to  launch  his  memorable  veto  at  the  bill  for  the  renewal  of 
the  charter  of  the  Bank  of  the  United  States,  while  glanc- 
ing ominously  at  the  imperial  State  of  South  Carolina,  pre- 
paring to  pass  her  ordinance  of  nullification,  accompanied 
with  threats  of  secession,  and  armed  hostility  and  defiance  to 
the  Government. 

My  journey  (he  writes  to  Peter,  from  Washington,  June  16)  was 
rapid  but  delightful,  being  for  the  greater  part  of  the  way  in  splendid 
steam-boats,  and  at  one  place  for  some  distance  on  a  railroad.  I 
slept  in  Philadelphia,  and  arrived  at  Washington  in  the  evening  of 
the  second  day.  Here  I  was  received  with  acclamation  by  the 
McLanes,  large  and  small,  and  have  now  spent  nearly  a  fortnight 
with  them  in  the  most  delightful  manner.  *  *  * 

McLane  stands  the  fatigue  and  annoyance  of  his  station  much 
better  than  I  had  anticipated,  and  seems  generally  in  better  tone  of 
spirits  than  he  was  at  London. 

I  have  been  most  kindly  received  by  the  old  general,  with  whom  I 
am  much  pleased  as  well  as  amused.  As  his  admirers  say,  he  is 
truly  an  old  Roman — to  which  I  would  add.  with  a  little  dash  of  the 
Greek  ;  for  I  suspect  he  is  as  knowing,  as  I  believe  he  is  honest.  I 
took  care  to  put  myself  promptly  on  a  fair  and  independent  footing 
with  him  ;  for,  in  expressing  warmly  and  sincerely  how  much  I  had 
been  gratified  by  the  unsought,  but  most  seasonable  mark  of  confidence 
he  had  shown  me,  when  he  hinted  something  about  a  disposition  to 
place  me  elsewhere,  I  let  him  know  emphatically  that  I  wished  for 
nothing  more — that  my  whole  desire  was  to  live  among  my  country- 
men, and  to  follow  my  usual  pursuits.  In  fact,  I  am  persuaded  that 
my  true  course  is  to  be  master  of  myself  and  of  my  time.  Official 
station  cannot  add  to  my  happiness  or  respectability,  and  certainly 
would  stand  in  the  way  of  my  literary  career. 

The  opinion  you  express  in  regard  to  your  future  career  (writes 
Peter  in  reply)  accords  very  much  with  my  own.  It  is  difficult  to 
accept  of  office  without  being  supposed  to  attach  yourself  to  a  party, 
and  it  is  then  in  the  nature  of  things  that  the  opposing  factions 
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should  presently  regard  you  as  an  enemy.  The  great  object  of 
ambition  is  that  popularity  which  constitutes  renown.  You  have 
fortunately  obtained  it  without  any  charlatanism,  by  the  quiet  opera- 
tion of  your  qualities  and  exertion  of  your  talents.  A  perseverance 
in  the  same  course  seems  to  hold  out  prosperity,  respectability,  and 
happiness. 

The  letter  of  "Waahington,  from  which  I  broke  off  to  give 
this  paasage  of  Peter's  reply,  continues  : 

I  have  renewed  my  acquaintance  with  Clay,  who  looks  much 
better  than  I  had  expected  to  find  him,  and  very  much  like  his 
former  self.  He  tells  me  he  has  improved  greatly  in  health  since  he 
was  dismissed  from  office,  and  finds  that  it  is  good  for  man  as  well  as 
beast  to  be  turned  out  occasionally  to  grass.  Certainly  official  life  ill 
Washington  must  be  harassing  and  dismal  in  the  extreme.* 

I  have  been  offered  public  dinners  at  Philadelphia  and  Baltimore, 
but  have  declined  them,  as  I  shall  all  further  ceremonials  of  the 
kind;  but  the  general  manifestation  of  cordial  kindness  and  good 
will  I  have  met  in  all  places  and  at  all  hands,  since  my  arrival,  is 
deeply  gratifying. 

The  following  is  the  reply  of  Mr.  Irving  to  the  letter  of 
C.  C.  Biddle,  Esq.,  and  numerous  other  gentlemen,  inviting 
him  to  a  public  dinner  in  Philadelphia : 

Washington,  June  9,  1832. 

GEXTLEMEN, — I  cannot  feel  otherwise  than  deeply  sensible  of  the 
distinguished  honour  you  propose  to  confer  on  me,  in  giving  me  a 
public  dinner  on  my  return  to  Philadelphia.  Associated  as  your  city 
is  with  some  of  the  most  agreeable  recollections  of  my  early  life,  and 
endeared  as  it  is  to  me  by  many  cherished  friendships,  I  know  of  no 
city  but  that  of  my  birth  where  the  proffered  testimonial  of  esteem 
and  kindness  would  be  more  acceptable.  I  have,  however,  so  strong 
and  unfeigned  a  repugnance  to  being  the  object  of  public  distinction 
of  the  kind,  that,  with  the  exception  of  the  first  welcome  to  my 
native  place,  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  decline  all  invitations  but 
those  of  a  private  nature. 

Trusting  that  you  will  properly  appreciate  these  reasons,  and  will 
feel  assured  of  my  heartfelt  gratitude  and  perfect  respect,  I  have  tlie 
honour  to  be,  gentlemen,  your  very  obliged  friend  and  servant, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

In  the  following  letter  to  his  brother  Peter,  we  have  an 

*  Henry  Clay  had  been  Secretary  of  State  under  the  Presidency  of 
John  Quincy  Adams.  The  latter,  a  veteran  statesman,  retired  from  the 
chair  of  state,  was  now  sen-ing  his  country  as  a  member  of  the  House  of 
Representatives.  Clay  was  in  the  Senate. 
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account  of  his  first  meeting  with  his  old  theatrical  friend, 
Thomas  A.  Cooper,  and  Mary  Fairlie,  his  wife,  the  "  Sophy- 
Sparkle,"  as  before  noted,  of  Salmagundi : 

Philadelphia,  June  21st. — I  have  only  time  to  write  a  few  hurried 
lines  at  long  intervals,  my  time  and  mind  are  so  much  engrossed  in 
my  present  hurried  existence.  I  left  Washington  a  few  days  since, 
and  stopped  a  couple  of  days  at  Baltimore,  where  I  was  so  much 
pleased  that  I  have  determined  to  pay  it  a  visit  of  some  space  in  the 
autumn. 

This  morning  I  was  seated  at  breakfast  at  the  public  table  of 
the  Mansion  House,  when  Cooper  entered  to  take  his  repast.  I 
recognised  him  instantly ;  indeed,  he  retains  much  of  his  shape  and 
look,  though  the  former  is  a  little  squarer  and  heavier.  I  imme- 
diately accosted  him.  He  took  his  seat  beside  me,  and  we  had  an 
interesting  dish  of  chat.  He  was  on  the  point  of  starting  for  his 
home  at  Bristol,  and  invited  me  to  pay  his  wife  and  family  a  visit, 
and  return  in  the  afternoon  steam-boat.  So  said,  so  done.  I  took 
my  seat  beside  him  in  a  light,  open  carriage,  with  a  tall  stripling  in 
the  uniform  of  a  cadet  of  West  Point,  whom  he  introduced  as  his 
eldest  son,  and  who  had  much  of  his  mother's  countenance.  I  found 
Mary  Fairlie  in  a  pretty  cottage  in  the  pretty  town  of  Bristol,  on  the 
banks  of  the  Delaware.  She  was  pale,  and  thinner  than  I  had  ex- 
pected to  find  her,  yet  still  retaining  much  of  her  former  self.  I 
passed  a  very  agreeable  and  interesting  day  there.  *  *  * 

Mary  talked  much  about  you,  and,  like  all  your  old  friends,  ex- 
pressed the  most  longing  desire  to  see  you  in  this  country.  After 
dining  with  them,  I  got  on  board  a  steam-boat  that  was  passing  at 
five  o'clock,  and  was  whisked  up  to  this  city  in  an  hour  and  a  half. 

New  York,  June  28^. — Since  writing  the  foregoing,  I  saw  Cooper 
act  a  few  scenes  of  Macbeth,  before  a  very  thin  Philadelphia  au- 
dience. He  acted  much  as  formerly,  excepting  rather  more  slowly 
and  heavily.  His  form  is  still  fine  on  the  stage,  but  his  countenance 
is  muzzy  and  indistinct.  I  was  engaged  for  the  evening,  and  could 
only  stay  to  the  end  of  his  dagger  and  murder  scene.  I  should  think 
his  Macbeth  equal  to  any  they  have  at  present  in  England,  though 
this  is  not  saying  much.  It  did  not  relish  with  me,  however,  as  in 
the  olden  time ;  but  a  thin  and  cold-hearted  audience  is  enough  to 
dampen  the  spirit  of  a  performer,  and  to  chill  the  feelings  of  a 
spectator. 

Charles  Joseph  Latrobe  and  the  Count  de  Pourtales,  the 
travelling  companions  mentioned  in  the  following  letter, 
made  the  acquaintance  of  Mr.  Irving  at  Havre  previous  to 
his  embarcation,  and  were  his  fellow-passengers  across  the 
Atlantic.  They  also  accompanied  him,  as  will  be  seen  here- 
after, in  his  roving  expedition  to  the  prairies  of  the  Far  West. 
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Latrobe  afterward  wrote  a  work,  entitled  "  The  Eambler  in 
North  America,"  which  was  published  in  London  in  1835, 
and  inscribed  to  Washington  Irvitig,  "in  token  of  affec- 
tionate esteem  and  remembrance." 

To  PETER  IB.VIXG,  at  Paris. 

New  T  rk,  July  9,  1832. 

MY  DEAR  BROTHER, — I  received,  last  evening,  your  letter  from 
Paris,  dated  May  18th,  and  am  sorry  to  find  that  your  headaches 
continue  so  bad  as  to  oblige  you  to  fly  from  Havre.  I  trust,  how- 
ever, that  a  respite  from  the  hospitable  oppression  of  friend  Beasley 
Las  before  this  restored  you  to  your  usual  health. 

I  wrote  to  you  some  days  since,  giving  an  account  of  my  excursion 
to  Washington.  Since  then  I  have  been  for  a  few  days  up  the 
Hudson.  1  set  off  in  company  with  James  Paulding,  Mr.  Latrobe, 
and  the  Count  de  Pourtales,  whom  I  have  found  most  agreeable 
travelling  companions.  We  left  New  York  about  seven  o'clock,  in 
one  of  those  great  steam-boats  that  arc  like  floating  hotels,  and  we 
arrived  at  West  Point  in  about  four  hours.  Gouverneur  Kemble's 
barge,  with  an  awning,  was  waiting  for  us,  and  conveyed  us  across 
the  river  into  a  deep  cove  to  his  cottage,  which  is  buried  among 
beautiful  forest  trees.  Here  we  passed  three  or  four  hot  days  most 
luxuriously,  lolling  on  the  grass  under  the  trees,  and  occasionally 
bathing  in  the  river.  You  would  be  charmed  with  Gouverneur's 
little  retreat ;  it  is  quite  a  bachelor's  Elysium.  *  *  *  From  thence 
we  took  steam-boat,  and  in  a  few  hours  were  landed  at  Catskill,  where 
a  stage  coach  was  in  waiting,  and  whirled  us  twelve  miles  up  among 
the  mountains  to  a  fine  hotel  built  on  the  very  brow  of  a  precipice, 
and  commanding  one  of  the  finest  prospects  in  the  world.  We 
remained  here  until  the  next  day,  visiting  the  waterfall,  glen,  &c., 
thut  are  pointed  out  as  the  veritable  haunts  of  Rip  Van  Winkle. 

This  was  the  author's  first  visit  to  the  scene  of  his  re- 
nowned story,  published  twelve  years  before.  "  I  have  little 
doubt,"  writes  Peter  in  reply,  "  but  some  curious  travellers 
will  yet  find  some  of  the  bones  of  his  dog,  if  they  can  but 
hit  upon  the  veritable  spot  of  his  long  sleep."  The  letter 
proceeds : 

The  wild  scenery  of  these  mountains  outdoes  all  my  conception  of 
it.  Leaving  the  "hotel  at  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  we  took 
steam-boat  the  same  evening,  and  landed  in  New  York  at  six  o'clock 
the  next  morning,  after  enjoying  a  comfortable  night's  sleep.  In 
fact,  one  appears  to  be  wafted  from  place  to  place  in  this  country  as 
if  by  magic. 


564  LIFE  AND  LETTERS  [1832. 

It  will  be  borne  in  mind  that  Peter  had  left  the  country  in 
the  beginning  of  1809,  just  after  the  invention  of  steam-boats, 
and  that  it  was  altogether  natural  in  Washington,  in  writing 
to  him,  to  refer  constantly  to  the  changes  and  improvements 
that  had  taken  place  in  the  country  during  the  lapse  of 
twenty-three  years  in  which  he  had  been  away.  At  the 
close  of  the  letter  which  I  have  quoted  in  part,  he  mentions 
an  intended  excursion  to  the  White  Mountains  in  New 
Hampshire,  which,  says  Peter  in  reply,  "are  altogether 
strangers  to  me." 

Three  weeks  later,  when  he  had  just  returned  to  Tarrytown 
from  a  visit  to  Boston  and  a  tour  to  the  White  Mountains, 
he  writes  to  Peter  (August  3)  : 

At  Boston  I  passed  five  days,  a  great  part  of  which  was  in  com- 
pany with  Newton  and  his  friends.  *  *  *  Here  I  met  with  Mr. 
Latrobe  and  Count  Pourtales,  and  we  proceeded  on  our  tour  to 
the  White  Mountains.  The  journey  through  the  centre  of  New 
Hampshire  \vas  delightful — the  roads  good,  the  inns  good,  and  the 
country  beautiful  beyond  expectation.  A  fine  medley  of  lakes  and 
forests,  and  bright,  pure  running  streams.  At  an  inn  at  the  head 
of  a  fine  lake*  we  paused  for  a  part  of  two  days.  On  my  return  to 
the  inn  after  a  ramble,  I  observed  a  pleasant  face  smiling  at  me  from 
the  parlour  window.  I  entered,  and  who  should  it  be  but  Mrs. 

L ,  who,  with  our  worthy  Paris  friend  of  apple-pie  memory,  and 

their  children,  was  making  the  same  tour  with  myself.  I  was 
delighted,  as  you  may  suppose,  at  the  rencontre.  We  kept  together 
through  the  mountains,  when  Latrobe  and  Pourtales  left  me,  and 

made  a  tour  through  Vermont,  and  I  took  a  seat  in  L 's  carriage, 

and  proceeded  with  him  down  the  valley  of  the  Connecticut.  We 
followed  the  course  of  that  lovely  river  to  Springfield,  through  a 
continued  succession  of  enchanting  scenes ;  when  I  parted  from 
them  and  made  the  best  of  my  way  to  New  York.  After  passing  a 
day  in  the  city,  which  is  desolate  and  deserted  on  account  of  the 
cholera,  I  came  off  with  the  Bramin  to  this  place,  where  a  great  part 
of  the  family  forces  is  collected.  Here  I  am  in  a  little  cottage,  in 
which  is  Mr.  Paris's  family,  and  a  number  of  the  Bramin's  young 
fry,  among  which  are  his  two  oldest  daughters,  whom  I  have  now 
seen  for  the  first  time. 

"  The  Bramin "  was  his  brother  Ebenezer,  whom,  by 
some  whimsical  fancy,  he  now  styles  by  this  designation,  the 
first  written  trace  of  it  which  I  meet.  "  Brom  "  and  "  Cap- 
tain Greatheart"  were  the  familiar  titles  by  which,  in  earlier 
days,  he  passed  among  his  brothers. 

*  Lake  Winnepisaugee,  or  Winnipisiogee. 
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At  Tarrytown — "old  Tarrytcnvn,"  as  he  calls  it  in  one  of 
his  letters,  from  its  association  with  his  early  days — he  was 
withia  two  miles  of  Sunnyside,  and  he  seems  even  at  this 
time  to  have  had  some  notion  of  purchasing  it.  Perhaps  his 
visit  to  the  "  bachelor's  Elysium  "  of  his  friend  Kemble, 
farther  up  the  Hudson,  from  which  he  had  lately  returned, 
may  have  set  him  revolving  the  purpose  of  a  similar  "  nest." 
At  all  events,  he  writes  to  his  sister,  Mrs.  Paris,  when  on 
his  rambles  in  November : 

I  am  more  and  more  in  the  notion  of  having  that  little  cottage 
below  Oscar's*  house,  and  wish  you  to  tell  him  to  endeavour  to  get 
it  for  me.  I  am  willing  to  pay  a  little  unreasonably  for  it,  and  should 
like  to  have  it  in  time  to  make  any  alterations  that  may  be  advisable 
as  early  as  possible  in  the  spring. 

Before  the  purchase  was  effected,  however,  or  even 
attempted,  he  was  informed  of  a  serious  pecuniary  loss, 
which  suspended  for  the  time  his  project  of  securing  the 
little  retreat. 

On  the  -ith  of  August  he  left  Tarrytown  for  Saratoga 
Springs,  where  he  was  joined  by  Latrobe  and  Pourtales,  who 
were  to  accompany  him  in  a  tour  he  was  then  meditating 
through  the  western  part  of  the  state  of  New  York,  but 
which  was  destined  to  extend  to  the  remote  West.  Among 
the  visitors  to  the  Springs  he  found  many  old  friends,  with 
whom  he  resumed  acquaintance.  "  It  quite  delights  me," 
he  writes  to  Peter,  "  to  find  how  soon  I  fall  into  the  current 
of  old  intimacies,  and  forget  the  lapse  of  years." 

From  the  Springs  he  proceeded  to  Trenton  Falls,  from 
whence  he  writes  to  Peter,  August  15  : 

This  place  has  risen  into  notice  since  your  departure  from  America. 
The  Falls  are  uncommonly  beautiful,  and  are  on  West  Canada  Creek, 
the  main  branch  of  the  Mohawk,  within  sixteen  miles  of  Utica. 

My  tour  thus  far  has  been  through  a  continued  succession  of 
beautiful  scenes ;  indeed,  the  natural  beauties  of  the  United  States 
strike  me  infinitely  more  than  they  did  before  my  residence  in 
Europe.  The  accommodations  for  travellers  also  have  improved  in  a 
wonderful  degree.  In  no  country  out  of  England  have  I  found 
such  excellent  hotels,  and  such  good  fare,  in  places  remote  from 
cities.  I  am  now  in  a  clean,  airy,  well-furnished  hotel,  ou  a  hill 
with  a  broad,  beautiful  prospect  in  front,  and  forests  on  all  the  other 

Oscar  Irving,  the  third  son  of  his  brother  William,  who  owned  and 
occupied  the  adjoining  acres. 


566  LIFE  AND  LETTEBS  [1S32. 

sides.  My  travelling  companions  and  myself  Lave  the  house  to  our- 
selves. Our  table  is  excellent,  and  we  are  enjoying  as  pure  and 
delightful  breezes  as  I  did  in  the  Alhambra.  The  murmur  of  the 
neighbouring  Falls  lulls  me  to  a  delicious  summer  nap,  and  in  the 
morning  and  evening  I  have  glorious  bathing  in  the  clear  waters  of 
the  little  river.  In  fact,  I  return  to  all  the  simple  enjoyments  of 
old  times  with  the  renovated  feelings  of  a  schoolboy,  and  have  had 
more  hearty,  home-bred  delights  of  the  kind  since  my  return  to  the 
United  States,  than  I  have  ever  had  in  the  same  space  of  time  in 
the  whole  course  of  my  life. 

The  cholera — that  Asiatic  scourge  which,  had  crossed  the 
Atlantic,  in  June,  to  Quebec — was  at  this  time  extending 
about  the  country,  and  spreading  great  alarm,  so  that  the 
•whole  course  of  business,  as  well  as  pleasure,  was  inter- 
rupted. Many  of  the  towns  through  which  he  would  have 
to  pass  would  be  in  the  first  stage  of  panic  and  outbreak. 
This  was  then  the  case  with  TJtica,  about  sixteen  miles  from 
Trenton  Falls,  where  his  letter  is  dated.  "  I  shall  leave  that 
place  out  of  my  route,"  he  writes,  "though  hitherto  I  have 
never  avoided  the  malady,  nor  shall  I  do  so  in  the  course  of 
my  tour ;  simply  observing  such  general  diet  and  habits  of 
living  as  experience  has  taught  me  are  best  calculated  to 
keep  my  system  in  healthful  tone." 
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Mr.  Irving  set  out  on  his  journey,  he  was  medi- 
tatiug  a  tour  in  the  western  part  of  the  State  of  New  York, 
and  in  Ohio,  Kentucky,  and  Tennessee.  In  the  following 
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letter  we  find  him  changing  his  purpose,  and  embarking  in 
an  extensive  expedition  into  the  Far  West,  beyond  the  bounds 
of  civilisation,  in  company  with  one  of  the  three  commis- 
sioners appointed  by  the  government  to  treat  with  deputa- 
tions of  different  tribes  of  the  Indians.  The  commissioners 
were  to  rendezvous  at  Fort  Gibson,  seven  hundred  miles  up 
the  Arkansas.  It  was  an  opportunity  to  see  the  aborigines 
of  America  in  their  own  wild  territory,  too  tempting  to  be 
resisted : 

To  MRS.  PARIS,  at  New  York. 

Cincinnati,  Sept.  2,  1832. 

MY  DEAR  SISTER, — You  have  no  doubt  heard  from  our  brother 
E.  I.  of  the  alteration,  or  rather  extension  of  my  travelling  plans,  in 
consequence  of  which  I  shall  accompany  the  commissioners  on  their 
expedition  into  the  territories  west  of  the  Mississippi,  to  visit  and 
hold  conferences  with  the  emigrating  Indian  tribes.  The  commis- 
sioner, Mr.  Ellsworth,  who  invited  me  to  this  journey,  and  whom  I 
accidentally  met  on  board  of  a  steam-boat  on  Lake  Erie,  is  a  very 
gentlemanly  and  amiable  person,  and  an  excellent  travelling  com- 
panion. I  have  also  my  old  fellow-travellers,  Mr.  Latrobe  and  the 
young  Count  Pourtales,  who  are  delighted  with  the  idea  of  travelling 
on  horseback  through  the  forests  and  prairies,  camping  in  tents  at 
nights,  and  hunting  deer,  buffaloes,  and  wild  turkeys.  We  have  made 
a  very  interesting  tour  through  Ohio.  We  landed  at  Ashtabula,  a 
small  place  on  the  shore  of  Lake  Erie.  From  thence  we  proceeded 
along  the  ridge  road  parallel  to  the  lake  to  Cleveland,  and  thence 
through  the  centre  01  the  state  to  this  city,  where  we  arrived  last 
evening.  I  have  been  greatly  delighted  with  the  magnificent  wood- 
land scenery  of  Ohio,  and  with  the  exuberant  fertility  of  the  soil, 
which  will  eventually  render  this  state  a  perfect  garden  spot.  When 
the  forests  are  cleared  away,  however,  the  country  will  be  a  vast 
plain,  diversified  here  and  there  by  a  tract  of  rolling  hills ;  and 
nothing  will  compensate  for  the  loss  of  those  glorious  trees  which 
now  present  the  sublime  of  vegetation. 

In  the  course  of  our  journey  we  diverged  from  the  direct  route,  to 
visit  one  of  those  stupendous  and  mysterious  Indian  antiquities 
which  are  among  the  wonders  of  the  land.  Immense  ramparts  and 
mounds  of  earth  extending  for  miles,  that  must  have  required  the 
united  labours  of  a  vast  multitude,  and  have  been  intended  to  protect 
some  important  city  or  some  populous  region.  These  works  are  now 
in  the  depths  of  thick  forests,  overgrown  with  trees  that  are  evidently 
the  growth  of  centuries.  Nothing  relative  to  them  remains  in  Indian 
tradition,  nor  is  the  construction  of  such  vast  works  in  any  way  com- 
patible with  the  habits  and  customs  of  any  of  our  aboriginal  tribes. 
You  may  imagine  what  a  subject  for  speculation  and  reverie  the  sight 
of  such  monuments  presents  in  the  silent  bosom  of  the  wilderness. 
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We  shall  leave  Cincinnati  very  probably  the  day  after  to-morrow. 
Indeed,  I  remain  as  brief  a  time  as  possible  in  towns  and  cities,  for 
the  attentions  I  meet  with  are  often  rather  irksome  arid  embarrassing 
than  otherwise.  I  went  into  the  theatre,  last  evening,  to  see  the 
acting  of  Mrs.  Drake,  with  which  I  was  wonderfully  delighted,  when, 
to  my  astonishment  and  dismay,  the  manager  came  out  between  the 
acts,  and  announced  that  I  was  in  the  house.  As  you  partake  of  the 
nervous  sensibility  of  the  family,  you  may  conceive  how  I  felt  on 
finding  all  eyes  thus  suddenly  turned  upon  me.  I  have  since  had  a 
note  from  the  manager,  requesting  me  to  visit  the  theatre  on  Tuesday 
evening,  and  to  permit  him  to  announce  it.  I  have  declined  it,  of 
course,  and  have  induced  my  companions  to  hasten  our  departure, 
that  I  may  escape  from  all  further  importunities  of  the  kind. 

I  hope  my  countrymen  may  not  think  I  slight  their  proffers  of 
kindness  and  distinction  ;  no  one  can  value  their  good  opinion  more 
highly  ;  but  I  have  a  shrinking  aversion  from  being  made  an  object 
of  personal  notoriety,  that  I  cannot  conquer.  *  *  * 

I  hope  you  will  take  care  of  my  little  man  John  during  my  absence. 
See  that  he  is  well  clad,  well  schooled,  and  well  drilled.  Keep  him 
with  you,  if  he  is  useful  to  you,  and  let  brother  E.  I.  charge  to  my 
account  all  expenses  for  his  maintenance,  clothing,  &c. 

The  "  little  man"  alluded  to  was  a  German  lad  of  about 
eleven  years  of  years,  who  crossed  the  water  with  Mr. 
Irving.  The  latter  conceived  a  liking  for  him  on  shipboard, 
and  took  him  in  his  employ.  He  remained  with  him  for 
three  years,  when  he  went  with  his  father  to  try  his  fortunes 
in  Illinois,  where,  with  a  loan  from  Mr.  Irving  of  one  hun- 
dred dollars,  he  entered  eighty  acres  of  land.  Some  years 
afterward  he  made  a  visit  to  Sunnyside,  the  father  of  sundry 
children,  and  with  the  hundred  dollars  advanced  to  him  by 
Mr.  Irving  transmuted,  by  "Western  alchemy,  into  seventy 
thousand. 

To  MKS.  PARIS. 

St.  Louis,  Mo,  Sept.  13, 1832. 

MY  DEAB  SISTER, — I  wrote  to  you  from  Cincinnati,  which  place  I 
left  in  a  steam-boat  on  the  3rd  inst.,  and  arrived  the  next  day  at 
Louisville,  Ky.  There  we  embarked  in  another  steam-boat,  and  con- 
tinued down  the  Ohio  to  its  confluence  with  the  Mississippi,  when 
we  ascended  the  latter  river  to  this  place,  where  we  arrived  late  last 
night.  Our  voyage  was  prolonged  by  our  repeatedly  running  aground 
in  the  Ohio  from  the  lowness  of  the  water.  Twice  we  remained 
aground  for  the  greater  part  of  twenty-four  hours.  The  last  evening 
of  our  voyage  we  were  nearly  run  down  and  sent  to  the  bottom  by  a 
huge  steam-boat,  the  Yellow  Stone,  which  came  surging  down  the  river 
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under  the  impetus  of  "high  pressure"  and  a  rapid  current.  Fortu- 
nately our  pilot  managed  the  helm  so  as  to  receive  the  blow  obliquely, 
which  tore  away  a  part  of  a  wheel,  and  staved  in  all  the  upper  works 
of  one  side  of  our  boat.  We  made  shift  to  limp  through  the  re- 
mainder of  our  voyage,  which  was  but  about  twelve  miles.  I  have 
been  charmed  with  the  grand  scenery  of  these  two  mighty  rivers. 
We  have  had  splendid  weather  to  see  them  in — golden  sunshiny  days, 
and  serene  moonlight  nights.  The  magnificence  of  the  Western 
forests  is  quite  beyond  my  anticipations ;  such  gigantic  trees,  rising 
like  stupendous  columns — and  then  the  abundance  of  flowers  and 
flowering  shrubs. 

I  am  writing  late  at  night,  and  with  difficulty,  for  I  have  unluckily 
strained  the  fingers  of  my  right  hand  a  few  days  since,  so  that  I  can 
scarcely  hold  a  pen.  Good  night. 

Sept.  167/4 — Since  writing  the  foregoing,  I  have  been  to  Fort 
Jefferson,  about  nine  miles  from  this,  to  see  the  famous  Black  Hawk, 
and  his  fellow  chiefs,  taken  in  the  recent  Indian  war.  This  re- 
doubtable Black  Hawk,  who  makes  such  a  figure  in  our  newspapers, 
is  an  old  man,  upward  of  seventy,  emaciated  and  enfeebled  by  the 
suilcrings  he  has  experienced,  and  by  a  touch  of  cholera.  He  has  a 
small,  well-formed  head,  with  an  aquiline  nose,  a  good  expression  of 
eye  ;  and  a  physician  present,  who  is  given  to  craniology,  perceived 
the  organ  of  benevolence  strongly  developed,  though  I  believe  the 
old  chieftain  stands  accused  of  many  cruelties.  His  brother-in-law, 
the  prophet,  is  a  strong,  stout  man,  and  much  younger.  He  is  con- 
sidered the  most  culpable  agent  in  fomenting  the  late  disturbance  ; 
though  I  find  it  extremely  difficult,  even  when  so  near  the  seat  of 
action,  to  get  at  the  right  story  of  these  feuds  between  the  white  and 
the  red  men,  and  my  sympathies  go  strongly  with  the  latter. 

To  MRS.  PARIS. 

Independence,  Mo.,  Sept.  26,  1832. 

MY  DEAR  SISTER, — We  arrived  at  this  place  the  day  before  yes- 
terday, after  nine  days'  travelling  on  horseback  from  St.  Louis.  Our 
journey  has  been  a  very  interesting  one,  leading  us  across  fine  prairies 
and  through  noble  forests,  dotted  here  and  there  by  farms  and  log- 
houses,  at  which  we  found  rough  but  wholesome  and  abundant  fare, 
and  very  civil  treatment.  Many  parts  of  these  prairies  of  the  Mis- 
souri are  extremely  beautiful,  resembling  cultivated  countries,  em- 
bellished with  parks  and  groves,  rather  than  the  savage  rudeness  of 
the  wilderness. 

Yesterday  I  was  out  on  a  deer  hunt  in  the  vicinity  of  this  place, 
which  led  me  through  some  scenery  that  only  wanted  a  castle,  or  a 
gentleman's  seat  here  and  there  interspersed,  to  have  equalled  some 
of  the  most  celebrated  park  scenery  of  England. 

The  fertility  of  all  this  Western  country  is  truly  astonishing.  The 
soil  is  like  that  of  a  garden,  and  the  luxuriance  and  beauty  of  the 
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forests  exceed  any  that  I  have  seen.  We  have  gradually  been 
advancing,  however,  toward  rougher  and  rougher  life,  and  are  now 
at  a  little  straggling  frontier  village,  that  has  only  been  five  years  in 
existence.  From  hence,  in  the  course  of  a  day  or  two,  we  take  our 
departure  southwardly,  and  shall  soon  bid  adieu  to  civilisation,  and 
encamp  at  night  in  our  tents.  My  health  is  good,  though  I  have  been 
much  affected  by  the  change  of  climate,  diet,  and  water  since  my 
arrival  in  the  West.  Horse  exercise,  however,  always  agrees  with 
me.  I  enjoy  my  journey  exceedingly,  and  look  for  still  greater  grati- 
fication in  the  part  which  is  now  before  me,  which  will  present  much 
greater  wildness  and  novelty.  The  climax  will  be  our  expedition 
with  the  Osages  to  their  hunting  grounds,  and  the  sight  of  a  buffalo 
hunt. 

To  MRS.  PARIS. 

Fort  Gibson,  Ark.,  Oct.  9,  1832. 

MY  DEAR  SISTER, — I  arrived  here  yesterday  afternoon  in  excellent 
health,  after  ten  or  eleven  days'  travel  from  Independence,  from 
whence  I  last  wrote  to  you.  Our  journey  has  laid  almost  entirely 
through  the  vast  prairies  or  open  grassy  plains  which  extend  over  aft 
these  frontiers,  diversified  occasionally  by  beautiful  groves,  and  deep 
fertile  bottoms  along  the  streams  of  water.  We  have  encamped 
almost  every  night,  excepting  when  we  stopped  at  the  Missionary 
establishments  scattered  here  and  there  in  this  vast  wilderness.  The 
weather  has  been  beautiful.  We  have  encountered  but  one  rainy 
night  and  one  thunder-storm.  I  have  found  sleeping  in  a  tent  a  very 
sweet  and  healthy  kind  of  repose,  and  have  been  in  fine  condition 
ever  since  I  left  Independence.  It  is  now  upward  of  three  weeks 
since  I  left  St.  Louis  and  took  to  travelling  on  horseback,  and  it  has 
agreed  with  me  admirably.  On  arriving  at  this  post,  I  found  that  a 
mounted  body  of  rangers,  nearly  a  hundred,  had  set  off  two  days 
before  to  make  a  wide  tour  to  the  West  and  South,  through  the  wild 
hunting  countries,  by  way  of  protecting  the  friendly  Indians  who  have 
gone  to  the  buffalo  hunting,  and  to  overawe  the  Pawnee  Indians,  who 
are  the  wandering  Arabs  of  the  West,  and  continually  on  the  maraud. 
Colonel  Ellsworth  and  myself  have  determined  to  set  off  to-morrow 
morning  in  the  track  of  this  party.  We  shall  be  escorted  by  a  dozen 
or  fourteen  horsemen,  so  that  we  shall  have  nothing  to  apprehend 
from  any  straggling  gang  of  Pawnees ;  and  we  shall  have  three  or 
four  Indians  with  us  as  guides  and  interpreters,  besides  the  servants 
that  have  accompanied  us  hitherto.  A  couple  of  Creek  Indians  have 
been  despatched  by  the  commander  of  this  fort  to  overtake  the  party 
of  rangers,  and  order  them  to  await  our  coming  up  with  them,  which 
we  expect  to  effect  in  the  course  of  three  days,  and  to  find  them  in 
the  buffalo  range  on  the  Little  Red  River.  *  *  *  I  am  in  hopes  that 
we  may  be  able  to  fall  in  with  some  wandering  band  of  Pawnees,  in 
a  friendly  manner,  as  I  have  a  great  desire  to  see  some  of  that  warlike 
and  vagrant  race.  We  shall  have  a  Pawnee  captive  woman  with  us 
as  an  interpreter. 
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You  sec,  I  am  completely  launched  in  savage  life,  and  am  likely  to 
continue  in  it  for  some  weeks  to  come.  I  am  extremely  excited  and 
interested  by  this  wild  country,  and  the  wild  scenes  and  people  by 
which  I  am  surrounded. 

I  am  uncertain  whether  Mr.  Latrobe  and  Pourtales  will  accompany 
me  on  this  further  tour.  I  left  them  about  forty  miles  behind,  at  one 
of  the  agencies,  and  they  have  not  yet  arrived  here,  though  they  pro- 
bably will  in  the  course  of  the  day.  I  am  writing  in  great  haste, 
having  all  my  preparations  to  make. 

Take  care  that  my  little  man  John  is  warmly  clad  for  the  winter, 
and  that  he  has  a  comfortable  great-coat. 

To  MRS.  PARIS. 

Greenpoint,  near  the  Red  Fork  of  the  Arkansas, 
Oct.  18,  1832. 

MY  DEAR  SISTER, — I  wrote  to  you  when  about  to  start  from  Fort 
Gibson,  under  an  escort,  to  join  the  exploring  party  of  rangers.  We 
came  up  with  them,  in  the  course  of  three  or  four  days,  on  the  banks 
of  the  Arkansas.  The  whole  troop  crossed  that  river  the  day  before 
yesterday,  some  on  rafts,  some  fording.  Our  own  immediate  party 
have  a  couple  of  half-breed  Indians  as  servants,  who  understand  the 
Indian  customs.  They  constructed  a  kind  of  boat  or  raft  out  of  a 
buffalo  skin,  on  which  Mr.  Ellsworth  and  myself  crossed  at  several 
times,  on  the  top  of  about  a  hundred-weight  of  luggage— an  odd  way 
of  crossing  a  river  a  quarter  of  a  mile  wide. 

We  are  now  on  the  borders  of  the  Pawnee  country,  a  region  un- 
traversed  by  white  men,  except  by  solitary  trappers.  We  are  leading 
a  wild  life,  depending  upon  game,  such  as  deer,  elk,  bear,  for  food, 
encamping  on  the  borders  of  brooks,  and  sleeping  in  the  open  air 
under  trees,  with  outposts  stationed  to  guard  us  against  any  surprise 
by  the  Indians. 

We  shall  probably  be  three  weeks  longer  on  this  tour.  Two  or 
three  days  bring  us  into  the  buffalo  range,  where  we  shall  have  grand 
sport  hunting.  We  shall  also  be  in  the  range  of  wild  horses. 

I  send  this  letter  by  a  party  of  the  men  who  have  to  return  to 
escort  two  or  three  sick  men,  who  have  the  measles  and  fevers.  The 
rest  of  the  camp  is  well,  and  our  own  party  in  high  spirits.  I  was 
never  in  finer  health,  or  enjoyed  myself  more,  and  the  idea  of 
exploring  a  wild  country  of  this  magnificent  character  is  very 
exciting. 

I  write  at  the  moment  of  marching.  The  horses  arc  all  saddled, 
and  the  bugle  sounds  for  mounting.  God  bless  you.  I  shall  not 
have  another  opportunity  of  writing  until  I  return  to  the  garrison  of 
Fort  Gibson.  We  are  far  beyond  any  civilised  habitation,  or  even  an 
Indian  village. 

Love  to  all.    Your  brother, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

VOL.  in.  2  s 
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To  MRS.  PARIS. 

Montgomery's  Point.  Mouth  of  the  Arkansas, 
Mississippi  River,  Xov.  16,  1832. 

MY  DEAB,  SISTER, — I  arrived  safe  and  sound  at  Tort  Gibson  about 
a  week  since,  after  thirty-one  days'  tour  in  the  wilderness  west  of  the 
Territory.  Our  tour  was  a  very  rough  but  a  very  interesting  and 
gratifying  one,  part  of  the  time  through  an  unexplored  country.  We 
led  a  complete  hunter's  life,  subsisting  upon  the  produce  of  the  chase, 
camping  by  streams  or  pools,  and  sleeping  on  skins  and  blankets  in 
the  open  air ;  but  we  were  all  in  high  health ;  and,  indeed,  nothing  is 
equal  to  such  a  campaign  to  put  a'  man  in  full  health  and  spirits. 
*  *  *  We  got  out  of  flour,  salt,  sugar,  &c.,  and  had  to  eat  our  meat 
without  bread  or  seasoning,  and  drink  our  coffee  without  sweetening. 
Our  horses  were  tired  down  by  the  pasturage  being  withered,  and  by 
their  having  been  coursed  after  buffaloes  and  wild  horses.  Some  of 
them  had  to  be  left  behind ;  and  those  of  us  who  brought  back  our 
horses  to  the  fort,  had  to  walk,  and  lead  them  for  the  greater  part  of 
the  three  or  four  last  days.*  The  very  evening  of  my  arrival  at  Fort 
Gibson  a  steam-boat  came  up  the  river,  and  was  to  return  down  it  the 
next  day.  I  took  advantage  of  it  and  embarked,  and  have  just  put 
my  foot  on  shore  at  this  place  this  morning.  The  steam-boat  proceeds 
down  the  Mississippi,  in  the  course  of  an  hour  or  two,  for  New 
Orleans,  and  I  think  of  continuing  on  in  her ;  to  be  governed  in  my 
future  movements  by  the  reports  1  shall  receive  of  the  health  of  New 
Orleans,  and  the  facilities  of  proceeding  from  that  place  on  my  route 
homeward,  where  I  am  now  very  anxious  to  arrive.  *  *  * 

He  continued  down  the  Mississippi  in  the  steam-boat  in 
which  he  had  descended  the  Arkansas  to  New  Orleans, 
where,  he  writes  to  Peter  from  Washington  : 

I  passed  a  few  days  very  pleasantly.  It  is  one  of  the  most  motley 
and  amusing  places  in  the  United  States — a  mixture  of  America  and 
Europe.  The  French  part  of  the  city  is  a  counterpart  of  some  pro- 
vincial French  town ;  and  the  levee,  or  esplanade  along  the  river, 
presents  the  most  whimsical  groups  of  people  of  all  nations,  castes, 
and  colours — French,  Spanish,  half-breeds,  Creoles,  mulattoes,  Ken- 

tuckians,  &c.  &c.     I  passed  a  couple  of  days  with  Judge  M , 

Mrs.  McLane's  brother,  on  his  sugar  plantation,  just  at  the  time  they 
were  making  sugar. 

*  In  a  letter  to  Peter,  he  mentions  that  though  they  had  an  occasional 
alarm,  they  passed  through  the  country  without  seeing  a  single  Pawnee. 
"  I  brought  off,  however,"  he  adds,  "  the  tongue  of  a  buffalo,  of  my  own 
shooting,  as  a  trophy  of  my  hunting,  and  am  determined  to  rest  my  renown 
as  a  hunter  upon  that  exploit,  and  never  to  descend  to  meaner  game."  The 
particulars  of  this  feat  will  be  found  in  his  "  Tour  on  the  Prairits,"  pub- 
lished in  1835. 
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From  New  Orleans  I  set  off  in  the  mail  stage,  through  Mobile,  and 
proceeded  through  Alabama,  Georgia,  South  and  North  Carolina,  and 
Virginia,  to  this  place — a  long  and  rather  dreary  journey,  travelling 
frequently  day  and  night,  and  much  of  the  road  through  pine  forests, 
in  the  winter  season.  At  Columbia,  the  capital  of  South  Carolina, 
I  sought  our  friend  Preston,  who  resides  in  that  place,  is  a  member 
of  the  legislature,  and  one  of  the  leaders  of  the  nullifiers.  *  *  *  I 
passed  a  day  most  cordially  with  him,  talking  and  laughing  over  old 
times,  and  recalling  the  scenes  and  personages  of  our  rambles. 

[This  was  William  C.  Preston,  the  brilliant  orator,  formerly 
travelling  companion  of  himself  and  Peter  in  Scotland  and  Eng- 
land.] 

Preston  spoke  of  you  with  the  most  lively  regard,  and  called  to 
mind  a  host  of  your  pleasantries.  I  dined  with  him  at  Governor 
Hamilton's,  the  nullifying  governor,  whom  I  had  known  when  a 
young  man  at  New  York,  arid  who  is  a  perfect  gentleman,  but  a 
Hotspur  in  politics.  It  is  really  lamentable  to  see  such  a  fine 
set  of  gallant  fellows  as  these  leading  nullifiers  are,  so  madly  in  the 
wrong. 

Governor  Hamilton  had  just  then  transmitted  to  the 
legislature  of  South  Carolina  his  message,  enclosing  the 
nullifying  edict  of  the  convention  of  its  people,  and  invoking 
the  co-operation  of  the  two  branches  to  carry  into  effect 
this  measure  of  peaceable  redress,  for  he  claimed  it  to  be 
essentially  of  a  pacific  character.  When  Mr.  Irving  took 
leave,  the  governor  gave  him  a  warm  invitation  to  "  come 
soon"  and  see  him  again.  <:  Oh,  yes !"  was  the  playful  but 
suggestive  reply ;  "  I'll  come  with  the  first  troops" 

Mr.  Irving  arrived  in  Washington  just  before  the  Presi- 
dent issued  his  proclamation  of  December  10,  generally 
understood  to  be  the  production  of  his  distinguished  Secre- 
tary of  State,  Edward  Livingston,  containing  an  able  ex- 
position of  the  nullifying  question,  and  of  the  constitution 
of  the  country,  and  furnishing  to  South  Carolina  a  signifi- 
cant intimation  of  the  fallacy  of  any  hopes  of  auulling 
peaceably  within  her  limits  a  law  of  the  general  government. 
He  was  hastening  back  from  his  prolonged  tour  to  pass  a 
Christmas  among  his  family  and  friends,  and  had  intended 
to  stop  but  two  or  three  days  in  Washington  ;  yet  he  found 
it  such  "an  interesting  place  to  see  public  characters,"  and 
the  "  crisis"  so  "  interesting,"  that  he  was  induced  to  linger 
here,  with  the  exception  of  a  brief  excursion  to  Baltimore, 
during  the  remaining  term  of  Congress,  a  period  of  three 

2  92 
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months.  "  I  am  very  pleasantly  situated,"  he  writes.  "  I 
have  a  very  snug,  cheery,  cozy  room  in  the  immediate 
neighbourhood  of  McLane's,  and  take  my  meals  at  his  house, 
and,  in  fact,  make  it  my  home.  I  have  thus  the  advantage 
of  a  family  circle  (and  that  a  delightful  one),  and  the  pre- 
cious comfort  of  a  little  bachelor  retreat  and  sanctum  sanc- 
torum, where  I  can  be  as  lonely  and  independent  as  I 
please." 

I  give  some  letters  and  passages  of  letters  written  during 
this  interval : 

To  PETEK  IRVING. 

McLane  is  bard  worked  by  his  office,  but  it  is  a  kind  of  work  that 
agrees  with  him,  and  he  is  generally  in  better  health,  looks,  and 
spirits  than  he  was  at  London. 

I  found  Gouverneur  Kemble  here,  to  my  great  surprise.  He  had 
business  at  the  War  Department,  being  a  great  contractor  for  found- 
ing cannon,  &c.  He  has  been  consulted,  also,  by  the  Committee  of 
Ways  and  Means,  of  which  Gulian  C.  Verplanck  is  chairman,  in  the 
formation  of  a  bill  for  the  reduction  of  the  tariff.  I  hope  such  a  bill 
may  be  devised  and  carried  as  will  satisfy  the  moderate  part  of  the 
nullifiers ;  but  I  confess  I  see  so  many  elements  of  sectional  preju- 
dice, hostility,  and  selfishness  stirring  and  increasing  in  activity  and 
acrimony  in  this  country,  that  I  begin  to  doubt  strongly  of  the  long 
existence  of  the  general  Union. 

The  following  is  addressed  to  his  old  friend  and  early 
literary  associate,  James  K.  Paulding,  then  Navy  Agent  at 
Xew  York,  whom  some  were  seeking  to  displace,  from  his 
want  of  due  subserviency  to  th*e  behests  of  party  : 

Washington,  Jan.  3,  1833. 

MY  DEAII  PAULDIXG, — I  have  just  returned  from  an  interview 
with  the  President  on  the  subject  of  the  rumour  of  your  removal 
from  office.  He  assured  me  it  was  the  first  word  he  had  heard  on 
the  subject ;  and  had  you  heard  the  terms  in  which  he  spoke  of  your 
official  conduct,  you  would  feel  not  merely  secure  of  your  office,  but 
proud  of  holding  it,  guaranteed  by  such  sentiments.  The  more  I  see 
of  this  old  cock  of  the  woods,  the  more  I  relish  his  game  qualities. 

As  to  rumours,  they  are  as  numerous  as  they  are  absurd.  Gou- 
verneur's  particular  friend,  Bankhead,  the  British  c/ia/ye  d'affaires, 
has  just  returned  from  New  York,  very  gravely  charged  with  one 

concerning  myself ;  viz.  that  T  was  to  marry  Miss ,  and  receive 

the  appointment  of  Postmaster  of  New  York  I !  Now  either  the  lady 
or  the  office  would  be  a  sufficient  blessing  for  a  marrying  or  an  office- 
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craving  man ;  but  God  help  me  !  I  should  be  as  much  bothered  with 
the  one  as  with  the  other.  *  *  * 

With  affectionate  regards  to  Gertrude  and  the  family, 
I  am,  my  dear  James,  yours  ever, 

WASHINGTON  IRVIXO. 

The  following  is  in  reply  to  a  letter  of  Kemble,  invoking 
his  aid  in  inducing  Leslie  to  accept  the  offer  of  the  Profes- 
sorship of  Design  at  the  Military  Academy  at  West  Point : 

To  GOUVERNEUR  KEMBLE. 

Washington,  Jan.  18,  1833. 

MY  DEAR  KEMBLE, —  *  *  *  I  will  write  to  Leslie,  and  state  to 
him  what  advantages  he  will  have  in  fixing  himself  at  West  Point ; 
though  I  shall  cautiously  refrain  from  giving  any  advice  or  using  any 
persuasion  in  the  matter.  It  is  a  delicate  and  responsible  thing  to 
influence  a  man  in  a  measure  that  is  to  change  his  whole  situation 
and  course  of  life.  I  think  it  doubtful  whether  he  will  accept.  For 
my  own  part,  few  things  would  give  me  equal  pleasure  to  having  him 
on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic,  and  in  my  neighbourhood.*  *  *  * 

Charles  Kemble  and  his  talented  daughter  are  here,  turning  the 
heads  of  young  and  old.  I  find  they  became  very  sociable  with  you, 
and  speak  of  you  with  great  regard. 

God  bless  you,  my  dear  Kemble.  I  hope  to  be  with  you  before 
long.  Yours  ever, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

A  week  later  he  writes  to  the  same  correspondent,  from 
"Washington : 

My  DEAR  KEMBLE, —  *  *  *  An  attempt  is  making  to  bring  the 
subject  of  the  tariff  to  a  close  in  the  House  this  week,  by  night 
sessions.  I  feel  extremely  doubtful,  however,  of  the  bill  being 
carried.  The  braggadocio  speeches  and  proceedings  of  South  Caro- 
lina have  raised  a  spirit  of  indignation  among  many  who  would  other- 
wise be  inclined  to  redress  the  grievances  complained  of,  and  this 
feeling  is  taken  advantage  of  by  those  interested  for  the  manufac- 
turers. 

I  understand  that  Governor  Hayne  is  making  every  preparation 
for  warlike  measures.  I  hope  and  trust  that  this  will  all  turn  out  a 
game  of  brag ;  at  any  rate,  the  measures  taken  by  the  General  Go- 
vernment are  such  as  to  entangle  the  nullifiers  in  all  kinds  of  financial 
and  fiscal  difficulties,  and  to  make  any  act  of  hostility  plainly  proceed 
from  themselves. 

*  Leslie  did  accept  the  position,  but  only  to  retain  it  for  the  brief  period 
of  six  months,  when  he  returned  to  England. 
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I  think  I  shall  remain  here  a  few  days  longer,  to  hear  the  outbreak- 
ing which  will  take  place  on  Monday  next,  and  which  must  call  all 
the  champions  of  the  different  creeds  into  the  field,  and  elevate  the 
standards  of  the  new  parties  that  are  to  spring  out  of  this  great 
conflict. 

I  am,  my  dear  Kemble,  yours  ever, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

The  "  outbreaking"  was  to  take  place  on  a  discussion  of 
certain  resolutions  offered  by  John  C.  Calhoun,  of  South 
Carolina,  declaratory  of  the  powers  of  the  government  and 
the  states,  and  involving  the  question  whether  a  single  state 
had  power  to  annul  the  laws  enacted  by  a  whole  nation. 
How  deeply  it  interested  him,  we  find  from  the  following 
letter  to  his  brother  Peter,  written  after  his  return  to  his 
native  city,  from  which  he  had  been  absent  more  than  seven 
months,  seeing,  during  that  period,  more  of  his  own  country 
and  its  prominent  characters,  than  most  persons  would  see 
in  a  lifetime : 

To  PETER  IRVING. 

New  York,  AprU  1,  1833. 

MY  DEAK  BROTHER, — I  am  shocked,  when  I  look  back  upon  the 
long  time  I  have  suffered  to  elapse  without  writing  to  you ;  but, 
indeed,  indeed  I  could  not  help  it.  I  have  been  so  completely  be- 
wildered by  the  variety  of  scenes,  circumstances,  and  persons  crowd- 
ing upon  my  attention,  that  for  months  past  I  have  lost  all  command 
of  my  time  or  my  thoughts.  The  period  that  has  passed  since  my 
arrival  in  this  country  has  been  one  of  the  greatest  and  most  delight- 
ful excitement  I  have  ever  experienced,  and  the  excitement  still  con- 
tinues, and  unfits  me  for  any  calm  application.  Wherever  I  go,  too, 
I  am  received  with  a  cordiality,  I  may  say  an  affection,  that  keeps 
my  heart  full  and  running  over. 

My  sojourn  in  Washington  prolonged  itself  through  the  whole 
session.  I  became  so  deeply  interested  in  the  debates  of  Congress, 
that  I  almost  lived  in  the  Capitol.  The  grand  debate  in  the  Senate 
occupied  my  mind  as  intensely  for  three  weeks,  as  did  ever  a  dramatic 
representation.  I  heard  almost  every  speech,  good  and  bad,  and  did 
not  lose  a  word  of  any  of  the  best.  I  think  my  close  attendance  on 
the  legislative  halls  has  given  me  an  acquaintance  with  the  nature  and 
operation  of  our  institutions,  and  the  character  and  concerns  of  the 
various  parts  of  the  Union,  that  I  could  not  have  learned  from  books 
for  years. 

After  leaving  Washington,  I  got  detained  most  delightfully  at 
Baltimore  for  three  weeks  by  the  extreme  hospitality  of  the  inhabi- 
tants. 
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It  was  during  this  visit  to  Baltimore  that  he  made  the 
acquaintance  of  John  B.  Kennedy,  who  had  lately  ri>eu  into 
fame  as  the  author  of  "  Swallow  Barn,"  and  with  whom  his 
acquaintance  soon  ripened  into  lasting  intimacy. 

On  the  15th  of  April,  two  or  three  weeks  after  hia  return 
to  New  York,  he  writes  to  Peter : 

Since  my  return,  1  have  been  going  the  rounds  of  dinners,  Ac., 
until  I  am  as  jaded  as  I  was  in  London.  *  *  *  Time  and  mind  are 
cut  up  with  me  like  chopped  hay,  and  I  am  good  for  nothing,  and 
shall  DC  good  for  nothing  for  some  time  to  come,  so  much  am  I 
harassed  by  the  claims  of  society. 

Soon  after  the  date  of  this  extract  he  set  off  on  an  excur- 
sion to  the  South,  to  visit  the  upper  part  of  Virginia,  accom- 
panied by  his  nephew,  John  T.  Irving,  jun.  At  Washington 
they  heard  of  the  assault  of  Lieutenant  Kandoiph  upon  the 
nation's  chief  magistrate — an  indignity  perpetrated  on  board 
of  the  steam-boat  as  she  stopped  at  Alexandria  on  her  way  to 
Fredericksburg,  where  the  President  was  proceeding  to  lay 
the  corner  stone  of  a  monument  about  to  be  erected  to  the 
mother  of  Washington.  Mr.  Irving  arrived  at  Fredericks- 
burg  in  the  afternoon,  after  the  ceremony  of  laying  the 
corner  stone  had  been  concluded. 

I  saw  a  good  deal  of  the  President  that  evening,  and  the  next 
morning  (he  writes  to  Peter,  from  Baltimore,  May  17).  The  old 
gentleman  was  still  highly  exasperated  at  the  recent  outrage  offered 
him  by  Lieutenant  Randolph,  of  which,  ere  this  reaches  you,  you  will 
have  heard  and  read,  usque  ad  nauseam. 

It  is  a  brutal  transaction,  which  I  cannot  think  of  without  indig- 
nation, mingled  with  a  feeling  of  almost  despair,  that  our  national 
character  should  receive  such  crippling  wounds  from  the  hands  of  our 
own  citizens. 

From  Fredericksburg  he  proceeded  to  Charlottesville, 
where  he  visited  the  Jefferson  University,  and  had  to  fight 
off  from  an  invitation  to  a  public  dinner  on  the  part  of  the 
students.  Pursuing  his  journey,  he  crossed  the  Blue  Ridge, 
but  unfortunately,  at  this  interesting  point  of  his  tour,  the 
weather  changed,  and  he  traversed  the  mountain  in  a  heavy 
rain,  that  shut  up  the  whole  prospect,  and  harassed  him  with 
small  intermission  during  his  continuance  in  the  valley.  He 
returned  to  New  York  in  time  to  be  present  on  the  arrival 
of  President  Jackson  on  his  Northern  tour. 
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The  reception  of  the  President,  yesterday  (he  writes  to  Peter  from 
New  York,  June  13),  was  one  of  the  finest  spectacles  I  ever  wit- 
nessed. I  accompanied  the  corporation,  and  a  large  body  of  the 
citizens,  in  a  superb  steam-boat  to  Brunswick,  to  meet  him.  The 
ceremonials  you  will  see  in  the  papers ;  but  you  can  hardly  form  an 
idea  of  the  increased  splendour  given  to  spectacles  of  the  kind  by  our 
steam-boats,  and  the  increased  population  and  beauty  of  our  city. 

On  the  31st  of  July  lie  is  about  leaving  his  "  quarters  at 
Oscar's  very  pretty  country  box,  about  two  miles  below 
Tarrytown,"  to  go  to  Saratoga  Springs  for  a  few  days  to  take 
the  waters,  being  still  a  little  out  of  order  from  a  late  acci- 
dent, in  being  thrown  from  his  gig.  After  a  fortnight's  visit 
to  the  Springs,  where  he  met  with  many  old  friends,  and 
formed  several  very  agreeable  acquaintances,  he  made  an 
excursion  to  Schaghticoke,  and  visited  Herman  Knicker- 
bocker, whom  he  had  known  at  "Washington  about  twenty 
years  before,  when  he  was  Congressman,  and  with  whom  the 
name  still  formed  a  bond  of  fellowship.  "  I  found  him  with 
a  houseful  of  children,"  he  writes  to  Peter,  "living  hospi- 
tably, and  filling  various  stations — a  judge,  a  farmer,  a 
miller,  a  manufacturer,  a  politician,  &c.  &c.  He  received 
me  with  open  arms,  and  I  only  escaped  from  his  hospitality 
by  promising  to  come  another  time,  and  spend  a  day  or  two 
with  him." 

He  afterwards  proceeded  down  the  river  to  Kingston, 
where  he  passed  a  day  in  looking  about  the  neighbourhood, 
and  visiting  the  old  Dutch  villages  on  the  skirts  of  the  Cats- 
kill  Mountains — scenes  in  his  story  of  Kip  Van  Winkle  now 
explored  for  the  first  time. 

It  is  an  amusing  fact  in  this  connexion,  that  not  long 
before  his  death,  Mr.  Irving  received  a  letter  of  inquiry  from 
a  young  lad  at  Catskill,  informing  him  that  he  had  "  lately 
been  engaged  in  arguing  with  a  very  old  gentleman"  whether, 
in  his  "  beautiful  tale  of  Rip  Van  Winkle,"  he  referred  "to 
the  village  of  Catskill  or  Kingston,"  and  appealing  to  him. 
as  the  only  adequate  authority  to  settle  the  disputed  question. 
"He  little  dreamt,"  said  Mr.  Irving,  in  exhibiting  the  letter, 
"  when  I  wrote  the  story,  I  had  never  been  on  the  Catskills." 
I  think  the  reader  will  enjoy  the  concealed  humour  of  his 
reply,  though  I  fear  it  must  have  been  somewhat  perplexing 
to  the  ingenuous  lad,  whose  "  desire  for  knowledge"  had 
prompted  the  inquiry : 
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Sunnyside,  Feb.  5,  1858. 

DEAR  SIB, — I  can  give  you  no  other  information  concerning  the 
localities  of  the  story  of  Rip  Van  Winkle  than  is  to  be  gathered 
from  the  manuscript  of  Mr.  Knickerbocker,  published  in  the  Sketch 
Book.  Perhaps  he  left  them  purposely  in  doubt.  I  would  advise 
you  to  defer  to  the  opinion  of  the  "  very  old  gentleman"  with  whom 
you  say  you  had  an  argument  on  the  subject.  I  think  it  probable  he 
is  as  accurately  informed  as  any  one  on  the  matter. 

Respectfully,  your  obedient  servant, 

WASHINGTON  IRVIXG. 

Mr.  Irving  had  been  so  much  in.  motion  since  his  return 
to  his  native  country,  that  he  had  little  opportunity  to 
resume  his  long-interrupted  literary  occupations.  It  might 
seem,  from  the  tone  of  the  following  reply,  that  his  brother 
Ebenezer  was  becoming  a  little  anxious  that  he  should  get 
to  work  again  with  his  pen,  made  the  more  necessary,  no 
doubt,  in  his  view,  that  he  had  recently  suffered  to  a  serious 
extent  from  pecuniary  losses.  His  brother  felt  increased 
anxiety,  also,  that  the  legislature  of  New  Tork  had  recently 
recommended  his  Abridgment  of  Columbus  as  a  class-book 
for  the  common  schools — a  measure  which  he  thought  likely 
to  produce  him  an  ample  revenue  out  of  that  single  work,  if 
proper  arrangements  were  made  to  have  the  recommendation 
acted  upon. 

The  reply  is  dated  from  Washington,  whither  he  had  gone 
to  combat  a  disposition  of  his  friend,  McLane,  to  resign  his 
seat  in  the  cabinet. 

To  EBENEZER  IRVING. 

Washington,  Oct.  7,  1833. 

MY  DEAR  BROTHER, —  *  *  *  I  want  to  get  to  work  as  much  as 
you  cau  wish  me  to  do  so,  but  God  knows  my  mind  and  time  are  so 
cut  up  and  engrossed,  that  I  am  almost  in  despair  of  ever  getting 
quiet  again.  I  hope  the  Abridgment  may  turn  out  in  any  degree  pro- 
fitable ;  but  it  has  to  work  its  way,  I  apprehend,  through  a  world  of 
trickery  and  counter  management. 

I  am  sorry,  but  not  surprised,  to  hear  of  brother  John's  ill  health. 
I  have  said  everything  that  I  could  say  to  him  on  the  subject  of  his 
wilful  slavery.  He  will  keep  on  until  he  gets  some  stroke  of  ill  health 
that  will  shatter  his  constitution  completely,  and  then  he  will  gather 
together  the  fragments,  and  employ  the  residue  of  his  life  in  nursing 
them.  It  is  useless  to  talk  any  further  with  him  on  the  topic.  He 
might  make  his  office  a  source  of  rational  and  interesting  employment, 
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by  no  means  incompatible  with  either  health  or  happiness ;  but  he  has 
a  propensity  to  overwork  himself. 

John,  the  brother  here  alluded  to,  held  the  position  of 
First  Judge  of  the  Court  of  Common  Pleas  for  the  city  and 
county  of  New  York,  and  was  applying  himself  to  its  duties 
with  a  conscientious  devotion  that  was  undermining  his 
health.  He  had  acquired  an  independent  fortune  by  the 
practice  of  his  profession,  and  "Washington  would  have  pre- 
ferred his  withdrawing  to  a  life  of  more  leisure  and  ease, 
knowing  that  the  law  was  never  a  congenial  employment. 

The  following  is  written  to  Peter,  after  his  mind  had  been 
disturbed  by  a  knowledge  of  "Washington's  losses,  which  the 
latter  had  carefully  refrained  from  mentioning  in  his  corre- 
spondence. The  first  part  glances  at  another  Knickerbocker 
excursion  with  Mr.  Van  Buren  : 

To  PETER  IRVING. 

New  York,  Oct.  28,  1833. 

MY  DEAR  BROTHER, — I  have  received  several  letters  from  you  of 
late,  which,  in  consequence  of  my  interrupted  and  irregular  life,  have 
not  been  punctually  answered.  I  have  been  moving  about  almost 
incessantly  during  the  summer  and  autumn,  visiting  old  scenes  about 
the  Hudson.  I  made  a  delightful  journey  with  Mr.  Van  Buren  in  an 
open  carriage  from  Kinderhook  to  Poughkeepsie,  then  crossing  the 
river  to  the  country  about  the  foot  of  the  Catskill  Mountains,  and  so 
from  Esopus,  by  Goshen,  Haverstraw,  Tappan,  Hackensack,  to  Com- 
munipaw — an  expedition  which  took  two  weeks  to  complete,  in  the 
course  of  which  we  visited  curious  old  Dutch  places  and  Dutch 
families.  I  then  made  a  rapid  move  to  Washington,  to  be  with  Mr. 
McLane  during  a  crisis  of  the  cabinet,  when  he  was  much  disposed 
to  resign— a  measure  which  would  have  been  very  injurious  to  his 
interests  and  happiness.  *  *  * 

The  losses  that  have  fallen  upon  me  will  be  soon  filled  up  by  the 
regular  produce  of  my  copyright  property ;  but  I  shall,  before  long, 
be  in  the  way  of  adding  largely  to  my  capital.  I  am,  as  you  know, 
dammed  up  by  the  necessity  (or  fancied  necessity)  of  producing  a 
work  upon  American  subjects,  before  I  can  give  vent  to  the  other 
materials  that  have  been  accumulating  upon  me.  I  am  now  getting 
at  home  upon  American  themes,  and  the  scenes  and  characters  I 
have  noticed  since  my  return  begin  to  assume  a  proper  tone  and 
form  and  grouping  in  my  mind,  and  to  take  a  tinge  from  my 
imagination. 

Ten  days  later,  November  8,  he  writes  to  the  same 
brother : 
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*  *  *  I  told  you,  in  my  last,  that  you  must  not  pester  your 
mind  about  the  loss  I  have  lately  sustained.  It  is  not  material  as 
to  comfort  or  enjoyment.  I  have  abundant  means  remaining,  if  I 
should  never  make  another  farthing ;  but  my  prospects  of  further 
gain  are  excellent.  I  am  busy  with  my  pen,  and  feel  that  I  shall 
work  a  great  deal,  and  produce  much  new  matter,  besides  setting 
loose  much  manuscript  that  has  lain  for  some  time  by  me,  in  a  manner 
bound  up. 

When  I  get  all  my  copyrights  in  my  hands  again,  which  will  be 
in  about  a  year,  they  will  oe  a  new  source  of  profit.  Independent  of 
all  this,  I  now  begin  to  feel  conQdence  that  my  Abridgment  is  going 
to  be,  of  itself,  a  steady  and  handsome  revenue. 

These  sanguine  anticipations  of  profit  from  the  Abridg- 
ment of  Columbus  were  not  destined  to  be  realised.  The 
Carvills,  in  consideration  of  four  hundred  dollars,  had,  in  the 
previous  April,  released  his  agent,  Ebenezer  Irving,  from  the 
conditions  of  their  agreement  for  the  unexpired  time,  \vhich 
extended  to  June  30,  1834 ;  but  the  difficulties  of  getting  it 
into  complete  circulation,  from  the  rivalships  of  other  school- 
books,  made  the  recommendation  of  the  legislature  to  some 
extent  a  nullity. 

November  24th,  he  writes  to  Peter : 

I  am  in  a  course  of  regular  literary  occupation,  and  am  getting  on 
very  satisfactorily.  I  am  pleasantly  situated  at  Ebenezer^s,  where, 
with  the  addition  of  sister  Catherine  and  her  family,  we  have  a  large 
and  delightful  domestic  circle,  and  I  manage  to  keep  clear  of  all 
evening  engagements,  and  to  go  out  but  sparingly  to  dinner  parties ; 
so  that  I  shall  be  able  to  turn  this  winter  to  great  advantage  in  a 
literary  point  of  view.  *  *  * 

We  iiad  a  benefit  here,  lately,  for  Cooper  and  his  family,  which 
netted  nearly  four  thousand  dollars.  He  made  two  thousand  dollars 
by  a  benefit  at  Philadelphia,  and  will  have  very  productive  benefits  at 
Boston  and  New  Orleans,  so  that  there  is  every  prospect  of  a  fund 
being  accumulated  sufficient,  with  proper  economy,  to  keep  the  wolf 
from  the  door.  *  *  * 

The  city  overflows  with  strangers,  more  than  any  city  of  the  same 
size  in  the  world.  The  theatre  is  constantly  crowded,  and  is  a  perfect 
gold  mine. 

The  Italian  Opera  House  has  opened  here  very  brilliantly.  It  is 
altogether  one  of  the  prettiest  and  politest-looking  theatres  I  have 
ever  seen.  The  troupe  is  very  fair.  We  have  aprima  donna  (Fanti) 
thai  would  just  suit  you — young,  pleasing  in  countenance  and  person, 
amiable  in  her  manner,  expressive,  graceful,  and  afi'ecting  in  lier 
acting,  and  with  a  pure,  sweet,  touching  voice.  She  will  become  quite 
a  pet  here. 
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CHAPTER  LVII. 

The  Author's  first  Notion  of  Astoria  —  Letters  on  the  Subject  to  Pierre 
Munro  Irving  —  A  Nomination  to  Congress  offered  and  declined  —  His 
Distaste  for  Politics  —  The  Crayon  Miscellanies  —  Publication  and  Recep- 
tion of  the  Tour  on  the  Prairies  —  American  and  English  Preface  —  Farms 
out  his  prior  Works  to  Carey,  Lea,  and  Co.  for  a  Term  of  Seven  Years  — 
No.  II.  of  the  Crayon  Miscellany  —  Abbotsford  and  Newstead  —  Purchase 
of  Ten  Acres  —  Sunnyside  in  Embryo  —  No.  III.  of  the  Crayon  Miscellany 
—  The  Legends  of  the  Conquest  of  Spain  —  Its  Publication  —  Quartered  at 
Hellgate  with  Mr.  Astor,  and  at  Work  on  his  great  Enterprise  —  The 
"Workmen  busy  upon  his  Cottage  —  The  Plan  extending  as  he  built  —  The 
Great  Fire  in  New  York. 

I  PASS  over  the  first  portion  of  this  year,  which  was  spent 
in  the  bosom  of  the  domestic  circle  at  No.  3,  Bridge-street, 
the  residence  of  his  brother  Ebenezer,  with  the  exception  of 
a  flying  visit  to  Philadelphia  in  June,  in  the  course  of  which 
he  picked  up  his  material  for  Ralph  Ringwood,  and  a  few 
summer  excursions,  and  come  at  once  to  the  following  letters 
to  myself,  in  which  he  broaches  the  subject  of  Astoria  —  the 
work  which  he  gave  to  the  public  in  1836,  and  which  was  to 
link  his  name  with  the  region  beyond  the  Rocky  Mountains, 
"  where  rolls  the  Oregon." 

These  letters  were  addressed  to  me  at  Jacksonville,  111.,  to 
which  place  I  had  gone  from  my  native  city,  JSTew  York,  the 
preceding  year.  At  the  date  of  the  first  I  had  been  medi- 
tating a  visit  to  New  York,  though  not  with  the  intention  of 
remaining,  aa  the  letter  supposes. 


To  PIEKKE  MUNRO 

New  York,  Sept.  15,  1834. 

MY  DEAR  PIERRE,  —  *  *  *  John  Jacob  Astor  is  extremely  de- 
sirous of  having  a  work  written  on  the  subject  of  his  settlement  of 
Astoria,  at  the  mouth  of  Columbia  River;  something  that  might 
take  with  the  reading  world,  and  secure  to  him  the  reputation  of 
having  originated  the  enterprise  and  founded  the  colony  that  are 
likely  to  have  such  important  results  in  the  history  of  commerce  and 
colonisation. 

The  old  gentleman  has  applied  to  me  repeatedly  in  the  matter, 
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offering  to  furnish  abundance  of  materials  in  letters,  journals,  and 
verbal  narratives,  and  to  pay  liberally  for  time  and  trouble.  I  have 
felt  aware  that  a  work  might  be  written  on  the  subject,  full  of  curious 
and  entertaining  matter,  comprising  adventurous  expeditions  by  sea 
and  land,  scenes  beyond  the  Kocky  Mountains,  incidents  and  scenes 
illustrative  of  Indian  character,  and  of  that  singular  and  but  little 
known  class,  the  traders  and  voyageurs  of  the  Fur  Companies.  Still 
I  am  so  much  engrossed  with  other  plans,  that  I  have  not  time  for 
the  examination  of  papers,  the  digesting  of  various  materials,  &c., 
and  have  stood  aloof  from  the  undertaking,  though  still  keeping  the 
matter  open. 

Since  I  have  heard  of  your  inclination  to  return  to  New  York, 
however,  it  has  occurred  to  me  that  you  might  be  disposed  to  take 
this  subject  in  hand ;  to  collate  the  various  documents,  collect 
verbal  information,  and  reduce  the  whole  to  such  form  that  I  might 
be  able  to  dress  it  up  advantageously,  and  with  little  labour,  for  the 
press. 

In  an  interview  which  I  had  with  Mr.  Astor,  a  day  or  two  since, 
in  which  he  laid  before  me  a  variety  of  documents,  I  accordingly 
stated  to  him  my  inability  at  present  to  give  the  subject  the  labour 
that  would  be  requisite,  but  the  possibility  that  you  mi^ht  aid  me  in 
the  way  I  have  mentioned ;  in  which  case  I  should  have  no  objection 
to  putting  the  finishing  hand  to  the  work.  The  old  gentleman  caught 
at  the  idea,  and  begged  me  to  write  to  you  immediately.  He  said  he 
•would  be  willing  to  pay  you  whatever  might  be  deemed  proper  for 
your  services,  and  that,  if  any  profit  resulted  from  the  sale  of  the 
work,  it  would  belong,  of  course,  to  the  authors. 

I  lay  this  matter  before  you,  to  be  considered  in  contrast  or  con- 
nexion with  your  other  plans.  If  you  take  it  in  hand,  it  will  furnish 
you  with  employment  for  at  least  a  year,  and  I  shall  take  care  to 
secure  your  being  well  paid  for  your  current  time  and  labour ;  the 
ultimate  profits  of  the  work  may  be  a  matter  of  after  arrangement 
between  us. 

Mr.  Astor  is  a  strong-minded  man,  and  one  from  whose  conversa- 
tion much  curious  information  is  to  be  derived.  He  feels  the  want 
of  occupation  and  amusement,  and  thinks  he  may  find  something  of 
both  in  the  progress  of  this  work.  You  would  find  him  very  kindly 
disposed,  for  he  was  an  early  friend  of  your  father,  for  whose  memory 
he  entertains  great  regard  ;  and  he  has  always  been  on  terms  of  inti- 
macy with  your  uncle  Peter  and  myself,  besides  knowing  more  or  less 
of  others  of  our  family.  Halleck,  the  poet,  resides  a  great  deal  with 
him  at  present,  having  a  handsome  salary  for  conducting  his  affairs. 

When  you  have  thought  over  this  matter,  and  made  up  your  mind, 
let  me  hear  from  you.  If  you  determine  in  favour  of  it,  the  sooner 
you  come  on  the  better.  1  have  entertained  the  matter  thus  far  for 
your  sake,  having  no  care  about  it  for  myself;  decide,  therefore,  as 
you  think  fit,  or  as  your  inclination  prompts.  *  *  * 
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To  this  letter  I  replied,  that  I  should  think  favourably  of 
the  enterprise,  if  my  share  of  the  work  could  be  performed 
in  the  period  specified,  and  I  could  be  assured  of  two  thou- 
sand dollars  for  my  co-operation,  rejecting  all  idea  of  advan- 
tage or  remuneration  from  the  sale  of  the  work  itself. 

To  this  Mr.  Irving  responded  as  follows  : 

New  York,  Oct.  29,  1834. 

MY  DEAU  PJEB.EE, — I  received,  a  few  days  since,  your  letter  of 
Oct.  5th,  which  gives  me  to  suppose  that  you  would  undertake  the 
task  proposed  to  you,  provided  you  could  be  sure  of  a  compensation 
of  two  thousand  dollars.  I  have  since  had  a  definite  conversation 
with  Mr.  Astor,  and  fixed  your  compensation  at  three  thowand 
dollars. 

Now  for  the  nature  of  the  work,  and  the  aid  that  will  be  required 
of  you.  My  present  idea  is  to  call  the  work  by  the  general  name  of 
Astoria — the  name  of  the  settlement  made  by  Mr.  Astor  at  the 
mouth  of  Columbia  River  :  under  this  head  to  give  not  merely  a  his- 
tory of  his  great  colonial  and  commercial  enterprise,  and  of  the  for- 
tunes of  his  colony,  but  a  body  of  information  concerning  the  whole 
region  beyond  the  Rocky  Mountains,  on  the  borders  of  Columbia 
River,  comprising  the  adventures,  by  sea  and  land,  of  traders,  trappers, 
Indian  warriors,  hunters,  &c. ;  their  habits,  characters,  persons,  cos- 
tumes, &c. ;  descriptions  of  natural  scenery,  animals,  plants,  &c. 
&c.  I  think,  hi  this  way,  a  rich  and  varied  work  may  be  formed, 
both  entertaining  and  instructive,  and  laying  open  scenes  in  the  wild 
life  of  that  adventurous  region  which  would  possess  the  charm  of 
freshness  and  novelty.  You  would  be  required  to  look  over  the 
various  papers,  letters,  and  journals  in  the  possession  of  Mr.  Astor, 
written  by  various  persons  who  have  been  in  his  employ,  to  draw 
anecdotes  and  descriptions  from  him,  and  from  North-West  traders 
who  occasionally  visit  him  ;  to  forage  among  various  works  in  French 
and  English  that  have  been  pubb'shed  relative  to  these  regions,  and 
thus  to  draw  together  and  arrange  into  some  kind  of  form  a  great  body 
of  facts.  In  all  this  I  may  be  able  to  render  you  much  assistance. 
When  the  work  is  thus  crudely  prepared,  I  will  take  it  in  hand,  and 
prepare  it  for  the  press,  as  it  is  a  sine  qua  non  with  Mr.  Astor  that 
my  name  should  be  to  the  work.  You  now  have  a  general  idea  of 
what  will  be  your  task.  I  think  you  may  find  it  a  very  interesting 
and  agreeable  one,  and  may  accomplish  it  within  the  space  of  a  year. 

Should  you  determine  to  undertake  the  work,  you  must  come  on 
immediately.  Mr.  Astor  has  his  mind  set  upon  the  matter,  and,  in 
fact,  looks  forward  to  it  as  a  source  of  pleasant  occupation  for  the 
winter.  He  has  taken  a  house  in  town  lor  his  winter  residence,  and, 
if  you  undertake  the  task,  would  wish  you  to  reside  with  him,  as  long 
as  you  may  find  it  agreeable,  and  has  likewise  invited  Halleck  (the 
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poet)  to  be  liis  guest.     The  latter  you  wili  find  a  very  pleasant  com- 
panion. 

Mr.  Astor  has  his  papers  all  arranged,  so  that  you  would  be  able 
to  get  to  work  immediately.  Let  me  hear  from  you  on  the  receipt  of 
Ihis.  If  you  determine  to  come,  you  had  better  put  your  portmanteau 
in  the  first  stage-coach,  and  come  on  as  promptly  as  possible. 

Your  affectionate  uncle,  W.  I. 

I  arrived  iu  New  York,  to  perform  my  share  of  this  lite- 
rary undertaking,  not  long  after  a  closely  contested  election, 
which  had  been  conducted  with  great  bitterness,  and  in 
which  the  Jackson  party  had  wished  to  hold  Mr.  Irving  up 
for  Congress.  He  had  declined,  however,  mingling  in  any 
way  in  the  feuds  of  party,  not  even  giving  a  vote.  A  short 
time  previous  he  had  written  to  Peter : 

You  are  right  in  your  conjectures  that  I  keep  myself  aloof  from 
politics.  The  more  t  see  of  political  life  here,  the  more  I  am  dis- 
gusted with  it.  *  *  *  There  is  such  coarseness  and  vulgarity  and 
dirty  trick  mingled  with  the  rough-and-tumble  contest.  I  want  no 
part  or  parcel  in  such  warfare. 

He  had  at  this  time  completed  his  "  Tour  on  the  Prairies," 
as  will  be  seen  from  the  following  extract  of  a  letter  to  his 
brother  Peter,  dated  Nov.  24,  1834  : 

For  my  own  literary  occupations  I  cannot  speak  so  confidently  as 
you  would  wish.  I  have  written  a  little  narrative  of  my  tour  from 
Fort  Gibson  on  the  Pawnee  hunting-grounds.  It  makes  about  three 
hundred  and  fifty  pages  of  my  usual  writing  ;  but  1  feel  reluctant  to 
let  it  go  before' the  public.  So  much  has  been  said  in  the  papers 
about  my  tour  to  the  West,  and  the  work  I  was  preparing  on  the 
subject,  that  I  dread  the  expectations  formed,  especially  as  what  I 
have  written  is  extremely  simple,  and  by  no  means  striking  in  its 
details. 

In  the  letters  which  follow,  we  have  some  further  glimpse 
of  his  literary  plans  and  purposes—"  literary  babblings,"  as 
he  terms  them : 

To  PETER  IRVING. 

New  York,  Jan.  8,  1835. 

MY  DEA.R  BROTHER, —  *  *  *  I  have  at  length  resolved  to  break 
the  ice,  and  begin  to  publish.  I  have  been  delayed  in  this  by  the 
expectation  manifested  that  I  would  publish  something  about  this 
country,  and  the  difficulty  I  found  in  preparing  anything,  under  whip 
and  spur,  that  would  sniffy  myself.  I  have  now  resolved  to  come 
out  in  a  series  of  volumes,  published  from  time  to  time,  under  the 
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general  title  of  "  Miscellanies,"  by  the  author  of  the  Sketch  Book, 
No.  I.,  II.,  &c.,  with  a  second  title  giving  the  particular  contents  of 
the  volume.  In  this  way  I  mean  to  clear  off  all  the  manuscripts  I 
have  on  hand,  and  to  throw  off  casual  lucubrations  concerning  home 
scenes,  &c.  I  have  sent  off  the  MS.  for  the  first  volume  to  Colonel 
Aspinwall.  The  title  of  the  volume  will  be,  "  A  Tour  on  the  Prairies," 
by  the  author  of  the  Sketch  Book,  and  will  comprise  merely  my  ex- 
pedition with  the  rangers  from  Fort  Gibson  to  the  Pawnee  hunting- 
grounds.  The  volume  will  be  about  the  size  of  a  volume  of  the 
Sketch  Book.  *  *  * 

In  the  course  of  the  volumes  I  will  include  my  writings  relative 
to  Spain,  &c.,  so  that  the  series  will  form  a  kind  of  gallery  of  varied 
works.  This  plan  enables  me  to  throw  off  single  volumes  which 
would  not  be  of  sufficient  importance  to  stand  oy  themselves,  and 
which  would  otherwise  lie  dormant  in  my  trunk,  as  they  have  already 
done.  When  once  launched,  I  shall  keep  going. 

Three  months  later  (April  11),  he  writes  to  the  same  cor- 
respondent : 

My  "  Tour  on  the  Prairies"  has  just  been  published  here,  though  it 
has  been  out  for  upwards  of  a  month  in  London.  The  second  volume 
of  my  Miscellany  is  nearly  stereotyped,  and  will  be  ready  for  pub- 
lication in  a  month  or  six  weeks.  I  am  glad  to  be  once  more  in 
dealings  with  Murray,  and  am  well  satisfied  with  the  terms  of  sale 
of  my  volume  about  the  prairies — 400/.,  in  a  bill  at  four  months. 
The  price  is  not  so  high  as  I  used  to  get,  but  there  has  been  a  great 
change  in  the  bookselling  trade  of  late  years.  The  inundation  of 
cheap  publications,  penny  magazines,  &c.,  has  brought  down  the 
market.  The  market  here,  in  the  mean  time,  has  immensely  extended, 
so  that,  between  the  two,  I  fancy  I  shall  be  as  well  off  as  before.  At 
any  rate,  I  am  content,  and  feel  no  further  solicitude  in  money  matters, 
excepting  to  acquire  the  means  of  benefiting  others. 

The  "  Tour  on  the  Prairies"  received  a  highly  com- 
mendatory notice  in  the  North  American  Review,  in  which 
the  accomplished  critic,  Edward  Everett,  after  dwelling  on 
the  peculiar  merits  of  Mr.  Irving's  style,  and  the  wide  range 
of  his  topics — "  the  humours  of  contemporary  politics  and 
every-day  life  in  America — the  traditionary  peculiarities  of 
the  Dutch  founders  of  New  York — the  nicest  shades  of  the 
school  of  English  manners  of  the  last  century — the  chivalry 
of  the  Middle  Ages  in  Spain — the  glittering  visions  of 
Moorish  romance — and,  lastly,  the  whole  unhackneyed  fresh- 
ness of  the  West — life  beyond  the  border — a  camp  outside 
the  frontier — a  hunt  on  buffalo  ground" — proceeds : 
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To  what  class  of  compositions  the  present  work  belongs,  we  are 
hardly  able  to  say.  It  can  scarcely  be  called  a  book  of  travels,  for 
there  is  too  much  painting  of  manners  and  scenery,  and  too  little 
statistics; — it  is  not  a  novel,  for  there  is  no  story;  and  it  is  not  a 
romance,  for  it  is  all  true.  It  is  a  sort  of  sentimental  journey,  a 
romantic  excursion,  in  which  nearly  all  the  elements  of  several  dif- 
ferent kinds  of  writing  are  beautifully  and  gaily  blended  into  a  pro- 
duction almost  sui  generis.  *  *  *  We  are  proud  of  Mr.  Irving's 
sketches  of  English  life,  proud  of  the  gorgeous  canvas  upon  which 
lie  has  gathered  in  so  much  of  the  glowing  imagery  of  Moorish  times. 
Wr  behold  with  delight  his  easy  and  triumphant  march  over  these 
beaten  fields ;  but  we  glow  with  rapture  as  we  see  him  coming  back, 
laden  with  the  poetical  treasures  of  the  primitive  wilderness,  ricli 
with  spoil  from  the  uninhabited  desert.  We  thank  him  for  turning 
these  poor  barbarous  steppes  into  classical  land,  and  joining  his  in- 
spiration to  that  of  Cooper  in  breathing  life  and  fire  into  a  circle  of 
imagery,  which  was  not  known  before  to  exist,  for  the  purposes  of 
the  imagination. 

For  the  right  of  publishing  and  vending  five  thousand 
copies  of  the  "Tour  on  the  Prairies,"  from  the  stereotype 
plates  furnished  by  the  author,  Messrs.  Carey,  Lea,  and 
Blunchard,  of  Philadelphia,  gave  fifteen  hundred  dollars,  in 
three  equal  notes,  dated  April  14,  at  six,  nine,  and  twelve 
months,  and  three  hundred  dollars  for  every  additional 
thousand.  I  find  that  on  the  10th  November,  1835,  they 
i^ave  their  note  at  nine  mouths  (three  hundred  dollars)  for 
the  eighth  thousand. 

The  American  edition  of  the  "  Tour  on  the  Prairies,"  pub- 
lished more  than  a  month  after  the  English,  contained  an 
Introduction,  not  retained  in  subsequent  editions.  Only 
that  part  of  the  Preface  which  had  relation  to  the  volume  was 
given  in  the  English  edition,  or  will  now  be  found  in  the 
collective  edition  of  the  author's  works,  published  by 'Mr. 
George  P.  Putnam.  This  portion  of  the  Introduction  was 
so  purely  personal,  temporary,  and  local  in  its  interest,  that 
any  intelligent  reader  will  readily  understand  why  it  was 
neither  embraced  in  the  English  copy  nor  retained  in  later 
American  editions.  It  will  be  seen,  however,  in  a  future 
chapter,  that  this  difference  between  the  English  and 
A  merican  Preface  received  a  harsh  and  illiberal  construction, 
and  was  sought  to  be  turned  to  the  author's  prejudice. 

I  give  some  further  extracts  from  his  letters  to  his  brother 
Peter,  which  furnish,  at  this  period,  a  sort  of  connected 
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biography  of  him.  Peter  had  now  removed  from  Paris  to 
Havre,  where  he  was  comfortably  situated  in  the  mansion  of 
his  friend  Beasley,  the  American  consul,  vainly  hoping  to 
get  the  better  of  a  malady  with  which  he  had  recently  been 
attacked,  and  which,  he  feared,  would  throw  increased  diffi- 
culty in  the  way  of  his  return  to  America. 

To  PETER  IRVING. 

April  \lth. — The  first  volume  of  the  Crayon  Miscellany  is  doing 
well,  both  in  England  and  the  United  States.  The  second  volume 
will  go  to  press  here  within  a  fortnight.  1  have  farmed  out  all  my 
back  works  (excepting  the  Abridgment  of  Columbus)  to  Carey  and 
Lea,  for  another  term  of  seven  years,  at  a  yearly  allowance  (eleven 
hundred  and  fifty  dollars).  The  Abridgment  goes  on  steadily  in- 
creasing in  circulation.  The  funds  invested  in  stock  produce  hand- 
somely ;  so  that  I  look  forward  to  have  easy  times  in  pecuniary 
matters  for  the  rest  of  my  life. 

Theodore's  work*  is  in  the  press  at  Philadelphia,  and  will  soon  be 
published,  when  I  will  forward  you  a  copy.  Murray  has  agreed  to 
publish  it  in  London.  Treat's  "  Indian  Sketches"!  will  soon  be  put 
to  press,  so  that  the  family  will  figure  in  print  this  year. 

Pierre  Munro  is  busily  engaged  gathering  together  materials  for 
the  work  about  old  Mr.  Aster's  grand  commercial,  or  rather  colonial, 
enterprise.  I  have  not  taken  hold  of  the  subject  yet,  but  have  no 
doubt  I  shall  be  able  to  make  it  a  rich  piece  of  music.  *  *  * 

To  the  Same. 

Hay  16M. —  *  *  *  Brevoort  arrived  a  few  days  since.  *  *  * 
From  what  he  says  of  your  inclinations,  and  from  passages  in  your 
letters,  I  indulge  the  hope  that  we  shall  yet  have  you  among  us. 
"When  your  health  is  better  established,  it  may  be  worth  the  ordeal  of 
a  sea  voyage,  and  I  would  come  out  to  accompany  you.  Indeed,  I 
should  come  out  to  you  at  once,  were  I  not  mixed  up,  just  now,  with 
so  many  matters  that  concern  the  interests  of  others,  as  well  as  of 
myself.  These  I  shall,  in  the  course  of  a  little  while,  be  able  to  ar- 
range so  as  to  leave  me  more  at  liberty.  Among  other  tilings,  I  have 
lately  become  a  bank  director !  This  was  for  the  sake  and  at  the 
solicitation  of  Mr.  McLane,  who  has  taken  the  presidency  of  the 
Morris  Canal  and  Banking  Company,  with  a  salary  of  six  thousand 
dollars. 

*  *  *  My  second  number  of  the  Crayon  Miscellany,  containing 

*  De  Soto's  Conquest  of  Florida,  by  Theodore  Irving,  iu  2  vols.  12mo. 
(Republished  in  1851,  in  one  volume.) 

f  Indian  Sketches,  taken  during  an  Expedition  to  the  Pawnee  Tribes, 
by  John  T.  Irving,  j  uu. 
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Abbotsford  and  Newstead  Abbey,  will  be  out  in  a  few  days.  My  next 
number,  I  think,  will  be  the  Conquest  of  Spain,  which  is  fairly  copied 
out,  and  has  becu  so  for  a  long  time.  I  am  now  engaged  in  the  work 
on  the  subject  of  Mr.  Astor's  great  enterprise  ;  and  I  ain  much  mis- 
taken if  I  do  not  make  it  a  very  rich,  curious,  and  unique  work. 
Pierre  Munro  makes  an  admirable  pioneer. 

To  PETER  IRVING. 

New  York,  May  25,  1835. 

MY  DEAR  BROTHER, — I  have  just  received  a  letter  from  Colonel 
Aspinwall,  dated  London,  April  14,  stating  the  terms  he  has  made 
with  Murray  for  the  second  volume  of  my  Miscellany.*  It  is  a  li?ht 
volume,  not  quite  as  full  as  a  volume  of  the  Sketch  Book.  The  fol- 
lowing is  an  extract  from  the  Colonel's  letter : 

"I  have  agreed  with  him  for  600/.,  payable  in  the  following  man- 
ner, viz. :  400/.  at  six  and  nine  months  after  the  day  of  publication, 
and  200/.  at  six  and  nine  months  after  the  day  of  publication  of  a 
second  edition — the  first  edition  to  consist  of  three  thousand  copies. 
These  were  the  best  terms  that  I  could  obtain,  and  I  feel  a  strong 
persuasion  that  the  popular  character  of  the  work  will  make  them 
more  profitable  than  the  five  hundred  guineas  named  by  you  as  your 
price." 

I  am  highly  satisfied  witli  the  Colonel's  arrangement ;  indeed,  con- 
sidering the  times  in  England,  where  the  political  crisis  absorbs  all 
thought,  and  leaves  polite  literature  nearly  stagnant,  and  considering 
the  quantities  of  cheap  publications  that  inundate  the  reading  world, 
tlic  prices  obtained  for  my  two  light  volumes  have  been  very  liberal. 
I  shall  be  well  content  to  go  on  at  such  a  rate  ;  and,  indeed,  my  pecu- 
niary circumstances  are  now  in  such  an  easy  and  regular  train,  that  I 
110  longer  feel  solicitous  about  making  keen  bargains  for  any  particu- 
lar work. 

*  *  *  I  talk  thus  much  about  myself  and  my  concerns,  from 
having  no  other  subject  just  now  to  talk  about,  and  because  I  know 
you  take  an  interest  in  my  literary  prospects  and  pursuits. 

Brevoort  is  regaining  his  good  looks  and  good  condition  rapidly. 

We  are  all  well  at  home.  With  affectionate  regards  to  friend 
Bcasley, 

Yours  ever,  my  dear  brother,  W.  I. 

The  price  obtained  from  the  American  publishers,  Carey, 
Lea,  and  Blanchard,  was  the  same  as  for  No.  I.  of  the 
Crayon  Miscellany — fifteen  hundred  dollars  for  an  edition 
of  five  thousand,  payable  iu  three  equal  notes,  dated  June  1, 
at  six,  nine,  and  twelve  months.  No.  II.  was  published 
May  1,  in  London,  and  May  30,  in  America. 

*  Abbotsford  and  Newstead  Abbey, 
o  T  2 
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Aspinwall  writes :  "  Murray  says  Abbotsford  delights 
everybody,  especially  the  Lockharts." 

To  PETER  IRVING,  Havre. 

New  York,  June  10,  1835. 

MY  DEAR  BROTHER, — T  have  yours  of  the  24th  April,  and  regret 
to  find  that  your  distressing  malady  still  continues.  I  had  hoped, 
from  the  representations  of  Captain  Funck,  that  you  were  gradually 
recovering  from  every  inconvenience.  He  seems  to  think  you  are 
much  inclined  to  venture  upon  a  sea  voyage,  and  return  to  New  York. 
I  shall  look  with  some  solicitude  to  hear  from  you  in  reply  to  what  I 
have  already  written  on  this  subject,  and  if  I  find  you  think  of  return- 
ing soon,  I  will  come  out  at  once  to  convoy  you  home.  At  any  rate, 
I  shall  push  to  put  all  my  literary  and  other  affairs  here  in  such  train 
as  to  permit  me  to  rejoin  you.  At  present  I  am  so  committed  in 
various  matters,  that  I  cannot  leave  here  without  a  sacrifice,  not 
merely  of  my  own  interests,  but  of  those  of  others.  I  want  to  get  the 
Astor  work  into  the  rough.  Pierre  M.  has  acted  as  an  excellent 
pioneer,  and,  in  the  course  of  two  or  three  months,  will  have  gathered 
together  all  the  materials.  I  have  commenced,  and  have  rough-cast 
several  of  the  chapters,  and  have  no  doubt  I  shall  make  a  rich  and 
taking  work  of  it.  *  *  * 

I  am  just  now  putting  the  finishing  touches  to  the  Legends  of  the 
Conquest  of  Spain,  which  will  make  the  next  volume  of  my  Miscel- 
lany. I  shall  send  you,  by  this  ship,  the  second  number  of  the  Mis- 
cellany, containing  "  Abbotsford  and  Newstead  Abbey."  It  takes 
with  the  public ;  indeed,  the  two  numbers  of  the  Miscellany  are 
doing  admirably,  and  give  promise  that  the  plan  of  a  series  of  similar 
light  volumes  will  be  very  popular  and  profitable. 

The  Hive  has  sent  forth  its  swarms  for  the  summer. 

*  *  *  Our  nephew  Treat's  work  (Indian  Sketches)  is  nearly 
printed.  He  sets  off  for  Europe  about  the  beginning  of  next  month ; 
and  I  think  it  very  probable  brother  John  T.  will  set  off  at  the  same 
time,  to  be  absent  eight  months  or  a  year,  intending  to  visit  England, 
France,  Italy,  &c.  He  can  well  do  it,  having  an  assistant  judge  in 
his  court,  wiio  will  take  the  whole  business  in  his  hands  during  his 
absence — and  being  opulent  in  circumstances.  *  *  * 

In  the  following  letter  to  Peter  Irving,  at  Havre,  we  have 
the  first  mention  of  his  purchase  of  Sunnyside,  which  had 
taken  place  as  early  as  April,  though  the  deed  bears  date  on 
the  7th  of  June: 

New  York,  July  8,  1835. 

MY  DEAR  BROTHER, —  *  *  *  The  valiant  little  Funck  has  de- 
parted, with  the  full  persuasion  that  he  will  be  able  to  induce  you  to 
come  out  with  him  in  the  Erie,  on  her  return  voyage.  I  am  not  so 
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sanguine  on  the  subject,  or  I  should  have  broken  through  every  plan 
and  occupation,  to  come  out  and  take  charge  of  you. 

It  is  a  matter  on  which  I  never  wish  to  press  or  persuade  you; 
but  should  you  feel  at  any  time  strong  enough  in  health,  and  inclined 
to  attempt  the  voyage,  I  will  ensure  you  pleasant  and  comfortable 
quarters  here,  both  in  town  and  country.  It  is,  at  any  rate,  my  in- 
tention to  come  out  to  you  as  soon  as  I  can  get  all  the  materials  ia 
order  for  my  work  on  the  subject  of  Columbia  River :  this,  however, 
will  probably  take  me  some  few  months,  as  I  have  been  interrupted 
by  tlie  publication  of  my  Miscellany,  and  I  shall  require,  after  I  have 
worked  upon  the  materials  collected  for  me  by  Pierre  M.  Irving,  and 
possessed  myself  generally  with  the  subject,  to  have  conversations 
with  various  individuals  who  have  been  engaged  in  the  enterprises  by 
sea  and  land  connected  with  the  settlement. 

I  have  nearly  stereotyped  the  third  volume  of  my  Miscellany,  and 
shall  send  proof  sheets  to  London  for  publication ;  but  shall  not  pub- 
lish the  work  here  until  September  or  October,  so  as  to  give  the 
London  publishers  full  time.  The  title,  I  think,  will  be,  "  Legends 
of  the  Conquest  of  Spain."  It  will  contain  "  The  Legend  of  Don 
Roderick,"  "  The  Legend  of  the  Subjugation  of  Spain,"  "  The  Legend 
of  Pclayo,"*  and  "  The  Legend  of  the  Family  of  Count  Julian."  I 
have  preferred  giving  these  writings  in  this  form,  rather  than  giving 
them  the  more  pretending  name  of  History  or  Chronicle.  It  enables 
me  to  indulge  with  less  reserve  or  disquiet  in  those  apocryphal  details 
which  are  so  improbable,  yet  so  picturesque  and  romantic.  Did  I 
claim  for  these  wild  medleys  of  truth  and  fiction  the  dignity  and 
credence  of  history,  I  should  throw  a  discredit  upon  my  regular 
historical  works.  It  is  this  scruple  that  has  lain  in  the  way  of  the 
publication  of  these  writings,  while  I  contemplated  publishing  them 
under  a  more  imposing  form. 

The  two  preceding  volumes  of  my  Miscellany  have  succeeded  far 
beyond  my  expectations,  on  both  sides  of  the  water;  and  I  look 
forward  now  with  confidence,  of  being  able  to  keep  up  the  series 
from  time  to  time,  with  ease  to  myself,  and  with  much  advantage  in 
every  respect. 

*  *  *  You  have  been  told,  no  doubt,  of  a  purchase  I  have  made 
of  ten  acres,  lying  at  the  foot  of  Oscar's  farm,  on  the  river  bank.  It 
is  a  beautiful  spot,  capable  of  being  made  a  little  paradise.  There 
is  a  small  stone  Dutch  cottage  on  it,  built  about  a  century  since,  and 
inhabited  by  one  of  the  Van  Tassels.  I  have  had  an  architect  up 
there,  and  shall  build  upon  the  old  mansion  this  summer.  My  idea 
is  to  make  a  little  nookery  somewhat  in  the  Dutch  style,  quaint,  but 
unpretending.  It  will  be  of  stone.  The  cost  will  not  be  much.  I 
do  not  intend  to  set  up  anv  establishment  there,  but  to  put  some 
simple  furniture  in  it,  and  keep  it  as  a  nest,  to  which  I  can  resort 

*  It  did  not  contain  the  Legend  of  Pelayo,  which  he  withheld. 
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•when  iii  the  mood.  In  fact,  it  is  more  -with  a  view  of  furnishing  the 
worthy  little  Bramin  a  retreat  for  himself  and  his  girls,  where  they  can 
go  to  ruralise  during  the  pleasant  season  of  the  year.  The  little  man 
has  a  great  love  for  the  country,  and  is  never  so  happy  as  when  he 
can  get  away  for  a  few  days  from  his  multifarious  concerns,  and  re- 
fresh himself  in  the  green  fields ;  and  since  I  have  purchased  this 
little  retreat,  the  verv  idea  of  it  has  haunted  his  mind  with  dreams  of 
"  rural  felicity." 

*  *  *  As  soon  as  I  have  stereotyped  my  present  volume,  which 
will  be  in  the  course  of  a  week,  I  shall  abandon  the  town  altogether, 
and  go  to  work  diligently  with  my  pen  in  the  quiet  of  the  country. 

To  the  same  brother  he  writes,  eight  days  later : 

I  wrote  to  you  by  the  last  packet,  since  when  I  have  been  to  Wil- 
mington, Del.,  to  visit  the  McLane  family,  who  are  waiting  until 
McLane  can  find  a  good  house  for  their  residence  in  New  York.  *  *  * 

I  stopped  at  Carey  and  Lea's,  at  Philadelphia,  and  had  prosperous 
accounts  of  the  success  of  the  two  numbers  of  the  Miscellany,  which 
have  a  great  circulation.  I  send  by  the  packet  Hibernia,  for  Liver- 
pool this  day,  proof  sheets  of  the  third  number,  containing  Legends 
of  the  Conquest  of  Spain.  It  is  all  stereotyped,  but  I  shall  not 
publish  it  here  until  in  September,  to  give  time  for  the  London 
publisher. 

The  proof  sheets  of  the  Legends  of  the  Conquest  of  Spain, 
being  No.  III.  of  the  Crayon  Miscellany,  were  sent  to  Murray, 
July  16,  who,  it  appears  by  a  letter  to  Peter,  Feb.  16,  1836, 
declined  publishing  them  at  the  price  asked  by  Mr.  Irving, 
but  put  an  edition  to  press  on  the  author's  account,  which 
resulted  in  a  payment  of  100Z.  It  was  published  by  Messrs. 
Carey  and  Lea,  of  Philadelphia,  in  October,  they  giving 
fifteen  hundred  dollars  for  five  thousand  copies,  in  their 
note?,  dated  October  10,  at  six,  nine,  and  twelve  months. 
The  volume  contained  the  Legend  of  Don  Roderick,  the 
Legend  of  the  Subjugation  of  Spain,  and  the  Legend  of 
Count  Julian  and  his  Family,  all  of  which  had  been  partially 
finished  in  the  Alhambra — the  first  entirely  so. 

This  volume  was  not  afterward  included  in  the  collective 
edition  of  his  works,  published  by  Mr.  Putnam  in  1848, 
having  been  kept  back,  I  judge,  to  accompany  an  intended 
publication  of  the  Legend  of  Don  Pelayo,  and  other  Spanish 
and  Moorish  themes,  at  which  I  have  previously  glanced.  It 
may  be  proper,  also,  to  state  that,  in  consequence  of  an  un- 
lucky hiatus  in  forwarding  the  proof  sheets  to  London,  the 


JET.  52.]  OF  WASHINGTON  IttYINO.  593 

work  was  not  published  in  that  city  until  the  middle  of  De- 
cember, two  months  after  its  appearauce  on  this  side  of  the 
water — a  circumstance  which,  with  the  condition  of  the 
times,  no  doubt  had  its  effect  on  its  English  circulation. 

In  the  following  extracts  we  get  some  further  "  literary 
babblings,"  and  a  glimpse  at  the  progress  he  was  making  in 
reconstructing  the  little  Dutch  cottage  he  had  so  lately 
bought : 

To  PETER  IRVING. 

New  York,  August  l^th. —  *  *  *  I  am  working  away  at  the  Astor 
enterprise,  and  hope  to  get  the  narrative  in  frame  in  the  course  of 
the  autumn ;  after  which  I  shall  have  nothing  to  do  but  enrich  it. 
The  workmen  are  busy  upon  my  cottage,  which  I  think  will  be  a  snug 
little  Dutch  nookery  when  liuislied.  It  will  be  of  stone,  so  as  to  be 
cool  in  summer  and  warm  in  winter.  The  expense  will  be  but  mode- 
rate, as  I  have  it  built  in  the  simplest  manner,  depending  upon  its 
quaintness  rather  than  its  costliness. 

"While  incurring  this  moderate  expense,  however,  he  was 
locking  up  several  thousand  dollars  in  distant  landed  invest- 
ments, into  which,  like  the  rest  of  the  world,  he  was  seduced 
by  the  prospect  of  a  great  and  rapid  advance  in  the  value  of 
such  property. 

To  PETER  IRVING. 

New  York,  Sept.  26,  1835. —  *  *  *  For  upward  of  a  month  past 
I  have  been  quartered  at  Hellgate,  with  Mr.  Astor,  and  I  have  not 
had  so  quiet  and  delightful  a  nest  since  I  have  been  in  America.  He 
has  a  spacious  and  well-built  house,  witli  a  lawn  in  front  of  it,  and  a 
garden  in  rear.  The  lawn  sweeps  down  to  the  water  edge,  and 
full  in  the  front  of  the  house  is  the  little  strait  of  Hellgate,  which 
forms  a  constantly  moving  picture.  Here  the  old  gentleman  keeps  a 
kind  of  bachelor  hall.  Halleck,  the  poet,  lives  with  him,  but  goes  to 
town  every  morning,  and  comes  out  to  dinner.  The  only  other 
member  of  his  family  is  one  of  his  grandchildren,  a  very  fine  boy  of 
fourteen  years  of  age.*  Pierre  Munro  Irving  has  been  a  truest  for 
several  weeks  past,  but  has  recently  returned  to  New  York.  I 
cannot  tell  you  how  sweet  and  delightful  I  have  found  this  retreat  ; 
pure  air,  agreeable  scenery,  a  spacious  house,  profound  quiet,  and 
perfect  command  of  my  time  ana  self.  The  consequence  is,  that  I 
have  written  more  since  I  have  been  here  than  I  have  ever  done  in 
the  same  space  of  time.  Within  the  last  month  I  have  written  more 
than  a  volume,  and  have  got  within  half  a  dozen  chapters  of  the  end 
of  my  work — an  achievement  which  I  did  not  expect  to  do  for  mouths. 

*  Charles  Astor  Bristed. 
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Of  course  there  will  be  much  to  be  done  afterward  in  extending  some 
parts,  touching  up  others,  enriching  and  embellishing.  It  will  make 
two  good  volumes — probably  octavo ;  and  Pierre  Munro  thinks  it 
will  be  more  liked  than  anything  I  have  lately  written. 

Two  weeks  later  (Oct.  8),  he  writes  to  the  same  brother: 

I  finished  my  first  draught  of  the  Astor  work  about  a  week  since, 
very  much  to  my  own  surprise,  not  having  anticipated  such  a  long 
and  successful  fit  of  writing.  I  have  yet  much  to  do  to  it,  but  it 
will  be  merely  in  the  way  of  enriching  it  by  personal  anecdotes,  &c., 
to  be  gathered  from  individuals,  actors  in  the  scenes  narrated.  I 
feel  sanguine  as  to  the  work  proving  interesting  to  the  general 
reader.  I  have  promised  old  Mr.  Astor  to  return  to  his  rural  retreat 
at  Hellgate,  and  shall  go  out  there  to-day. 

I  have  just  returned  from  a  visit  of  two  or  three  days  to  Tarry- 
town,  to  take  a  look  at  my  cottage,  which  is  in  a  considerable  state 
of  forwardness,  and  will  soon  be  under  cover.  It  has  risen  from  the 
foundation  since  my  previous  visit  (about  six  weeks  since),  and  pro- 
mises to  be  a  quaint,  picturesque  little  pile.  I  intend  to  write  a 
legend  or  two  about  it  and  its  vicinity,  by  way  of  making  it  pay  for 
itself. 

To  EBENEZER  IRVING,  New  York. 

Tarrytown,  Oct.  16,  1835. 

MY  DEAR  BROTHER, — The  porch  is  carried  up,  and  the  workmen 
are  in  want  of  the  inscription  stone,  previous  to  removing  the  scaffold. 
I  wish  you  would  try  to  send  it  up  by  the  Friday  sloop  or  Saturday 
morning  steam-boat. 

The  Dutch  for  architect  is  Boumeester.  I  presume  it  may  be 
abbreviated  Boumr,  or  engraved  in  smaller  letters  (Geo.  Harvey, 
Boumeester),  whichever  will  be  most  convenient. 

Your  affectionate  brother,  W.  I. 

George  Harvey,  the  architect  mentioned  in  the  foregoing 
letter,  was  an  English  artist,  living  a  few  miles  south  of  the 
cottage,  who  had  interested  himself  very  much  in  its  con- 
struction, and  whom  Mr.  Irving  frequently  consulted  for 
designs  and  drafts.  The  inscription  stone  of  the  porch  still 
bears  his  name,  with  the  adjunct  of  Boumr. 

To  PETER  IRVING,  Havre. 

New  York,  Nov.  24,  1835. 

MY  DEAR  BROTHER, —  *  *  *  I  am  just  from  Tarrytown,  where  I 
have  been  endeavouring  to  hasten  the  building  of  my  cottage ;  but 
though  the  weather  has  been  uncommonly  fine  and  mild  for  the 
season,  and  there  has  been  no  obstruction  to  the  progress  of  the 
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work,  yet  a  snow-storm  has  come  upon  us  before  the  house  was  com- 
pletely enclosed.  The  weather  is  again  bright  and  mild,  and  I  hope 
yet  to  complete  all  the  external  work  before  the  rigours  of  winter. 
The  interior  can  be  finished  during  the  winter,  being  warmed  by 
stoves,  and  I  hope  to  have  the  mansion  complete  by  the  time  the 
spring  is  sufficiently  advanced  to  render  a  country  residence  agreeable. 
Like  all  meddlings  with  stone  and  mortar,  the  plan  has  extended  as 
I  built,  until  it  has  ended  in  a  complete,  though  moderate-sized 
family  residence.  It  is  solidly  built  of  stone,  so  that  it  will  last  for 
generations  ;  and  I  think,  when  finished,  it  will  be  both  picturesque 
and  convenient.  It  is  a  tenement  in  which  a  man  of  very  moderate 
means  may  live,  and  which  yet  may  form  an  elegant  little  snuggery 
for  a  rich  man.  It  is  quite  a  hobby  of  the  Bramin,  and  I  really  think 
will  contribute  greatly  to  his  enjoyment  for  the  rest  of  his  life. 

I  have  lately  resumed  the  Astor  MS.,  and  hope  to  complete  it  in 
the  course  of  a  few  weeks. 

He  had  suspended  his  labours,  in  expectation  of  the 
arrival  of  a  person  who  had  been  a  principal  actor  in  the  en- 
terprise of  Astoria,  and  from  whom  he  was  to  get  many  per- 
sonal anecdotes  for  the  enriching  of  his  work. 

The  letter  to  Peter  I  now  give  touches  upon  the  great  fire 
in  New  York,  and  is  written  soon  after  his  brother  John  bad 
returned  from  a  tour  in  Europe,  in  which  he  had  visited  his 
long-absent  brother,  whose  residence  abroad  had  now  ex- 
tended to  upward  of  twenty-six  years  : 

New  York,  Dec.  25,  1835. 

MY  DEAR  BROTHER, — In  consequence  of  being  out  at  Mr.  Astor's, 
at  Hellgate,  I  miss  the  run  of  the  packets,  and  have  suffered  two  to 
go  off  without  writing  a  line ;  and  this,  too,  at  a  juncture  when  you 
may  be  suffering  uneasiness  of  mind  from  receiving  news  of  our  late 
calamitous  fire.  I  find,  however,  that  brother  E.  I.  has  written  to 
you  punctually,  and  given  you  particulars.  It  was  fortunate  for  the 
Bramin  that  he  removed  last  spring,  by  which  means  he  escaped 
being  burnt  out.  The  fire,  however,  has  singed  almost  everybody. 
Those  who  had  no  houses  or  goods  burnt,  suffered  through  the 
insurance  companies,  in  which  the  funds  of  so  many  were  invested. 
Poor  Brevoort  has  lost  about  fifty  thousand  dollars,  and  feels  a  little 
sore  at  the  loss,  but,  I  trust,  will  soon  get  over  it,  as  he  has  an  ample 
fortune  left.  Brother  John  estimates  his  loss  at  forty-one  thousand 
dollars — that  is  to  say,  he  has  insurance  stock  to  that  amount. 
Some  of  the  companies  in  which  he  holds,  however,  will  not  be  bank- 
rupt. His  son  Gabriel  thinks  his  father  will  not  really  lose  much 
above  half  that  amount ;  but  brother  John  is  rather  tenacious  on  that 
point,  and  \vr  allow  him  to  have  the  full  merit  of  his  misfortune.  As 
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his  fortune  is  estimated  at  some  three  or  four  hundred  thousand  dol- 
lars at  least,  his  case  is  not  considered  desperate. 

I  lost  three  thousand  dollars,  invested  in  the  Guardian  Insurance 
Company.  Fortunately,  I  am  consoled  at  the  very  same  moment  by 
the  rise  of  another  kind  of  stock  in  which  I  hold  shares,  and  which 
will  more  than  make  up  the  loss.  E.  I,  held  twenty-five  hundred 
dollars  in  the  same  insurance  company.  He  likewise  has  been  suc- 
cessful in  some  other  quarters,  which  cover  his  loss. 

Your  letter  by  brother  John  has  diffused  a  general  joy  through  the 
family,  by  the  hope  it  holds  out  of  your  attempting  the  home  voyage 
in  the  spring.  I  have  been  extremely  worried  at  the  thoughts  of  not 
having  been  able  to  come  out  to  you  last  autumn,  and  have  endea- 
voured to  push  matters  so  as  to  pay  you  a  visit  in  the  course  of  the 
winter.  Brother  John,  however,  tells  me  that  you  and  Beasley  think 
you  will  feel  perfectly  safe  under  the  guardianship  of  our  worthy 
friend,  Captain  Funck.  I  shall,  therefore,  relinquish  the  idea,  and 
turn  all  my  attention  to  prepare  matters  for  your  reception.  My 
cottage  is  not  yet  finished,  but  I  shall  drive  at  it  as  soon  as  the 
opening  of  spring  will  permit ;  and  I  trust,  by  the  time  of  your 
arrival,  to  have  a  delightful  little  nest  for  you  on  the  banks  of  the 
Hudson.  It  will  be  fitted  to  defy  both  hot  weather  and  cold.  There 
is  a  lovely  prospect  from  its  windows,  and  a  sweet  green  bank  in 
front,  shaded  by  locust-trees,  up  which  the  summer  breeze  creeps  de- 
lightfully. It  is  one  of  the  most  delicious  banks  in  the  world  for 
reading  and  dozing  and  dreaming  during  the  heats  of  summer,  and 
there  are  no  mosquitoes  in  the  neighbourhood.  Here  you  shall  have 
a  room  to  yourself  that  shall  be  a  sanctum  sanctorum.  You  may  have 
your  meals  in  it,  if  you  please,  and  be  as  much  alone  as  you  desire. 
You  shall  also  have  a  room  prepared  for  you  in  town,  where  you  will 
be  equally  master  of  your  time  and  yourself,  and  free  from  all  intru- 
sion ;  while  at  both  places  you  will  have  those  at  hand  who  love  and 
honour  you,  and  who  will  be  ready  to  do  anything  that  may  contri- 
bute to  your  comfort. 

If  you  can  meet  with  a  good  servant  to  take  care  of  you  in  the 
voyage,  and  to  remain  with  you  here,  you  had  better  engage  him. 
Such  a  one  would  be  valuable  at  the  cottage.  I  think  you  ought  to 
have  a  trusty  servant,  accustomed  to  your  ways,  and  who  understands 
all  your  wants. 

I  am  still  at  Hellgate  with  Mr.  Astor,  who  is  detained  in  the 
country  in  consequence  of  his  new  house  in  town  not  being  finished. 
Pierre  M.  Irving  is  here  likewise,  and  we  pass  our  time  most  plea- 
santly and  profitably.  In  fact,  Mr.  Astor  does  everything  in  his 
power  to  render  our  residence  with  him  agreeable,  and  to  detain  us 
with  him  ;  or  rather,  he  takes  the  true  way,  by  leaving  us  complete 
masters  of  ourselves  and  our  time.  In  consequence  of  having  so 
much  leisure  and  quiet,  I  have  been  enabled  to  get  on  famously  with 
my  new  work,  and  hope  to  finish  it  in  the  course  of  a  few  weeks. 
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I  am  writing  this  from  the  Hive,  where  we  are  all  assembled  to 
keep  a  merry  Christmas.  I  wish  to  God  you  were  here  with  us ;  you 
would  see  ;i 'happy  and  charming  group  around  you,  comprising  three 
generations ;  for  we  have  with  us  a  daughter  of  Pierre  P.  Irving,  a 
beautiful  and  delightful  little  girl  about  four  years  old,  the  pet  of  the 
house.  She  and  her  little  aunt  Charlotte  are  perfectly  happy  this 
morning,  Santa  Glaus  having  filled  their  stockings  with  presents  last 
night. 

Wishing  you  a  merry  Christmas,  my  dear  brother,  and  sending  the 
most  affectionate  regards  to  our  worthy  friend  Beasley,  I  am  ever 
affectionately  your  brother, 

W.  I. 


CHAPTER  LVIII. 

Peter  Irving  about  to  return — Extracts  from  the  last  Letter  o:  Wash- 
ington to  him  prior  to  his  Embarkation — John  Jacob  Astor — Invest- 
ments in  Land — Slower  Affairs  than  he  anticipated — Return  of  Peter — 
Completion  of  the  Cottage — Commences  Housekeeping — Publication  of 
Astoria — Peter  an  Inmate  of  the  Cottage — Letter  from  "The  Roo«i"  — 
Engaged  upon  the  Adventures  of  Captain  Bonneville — The  new  Pig. 

THE  year  1836  opens  upon  the  author  in  "  that  admirable 
place  for  literary  occupation,"  Mr.  Astor' s  country  retreat, 
opposite  Hellgate,  where  he  was  still  sojourning,  and  work- 
ing upon  various  parts  of  the  Astorian  manuscript  which 
afforded  room  for  enrichment.  He  was  looking  forward  im- 
patiently "  to  the  completion  of  the  cottage"  in  time  to 
render  it  a  "  nest"  for  his  brother  Peter,  who  still  continued 
in  the  purpose  to  attempt  the  voyage  in  April.  "  Now  that 
you  have  made  up  your  mind  to  cross  the  Atlantic,"  writes 
Washington  to  his  brother,  January  10,  "  I  am  all  alive  to 
the  manner.  I  never  adverted  to  it  while  I  thought  you 
would  not  be  disposed  to  adventure.  It  is  hard  for  one  like 
myself,  who  never  suffered  from  sea-sickness,  to  realise  the 
horrors  that  it  must  present  to  the  mind  of  one  subjected 
to  it.  I  am  in  hopes  that,  by  regimen  and  cautious  manage- 
ment, you  may  neutralise  its  severest  inflictions ;  and  if  you 
can  but  get  across  the  sea,  even  in  pieces,  we  will  gather  you 
up  and  put  you  together,  and  make  you  feel  like  another 
being,  when  we  have  you  once  among  us." 

The  infirmities  which  beset  Peter  at  Washington's  de- 
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parture  for  this  country  had  increased  with  the  lapse  of  time, 
and  taken  a  more  painful  form  ;  yet  he  had  determined  to 
embark  on  the  24th  of  April,  with  Captain  Funck,  "  his 
early  and  excellent  friend,  who  would  take  as  much  care  of 
him  as  he  could  expect  from  a  near  relation."  "  As  the 
term  approaches,"  he  writes  to  "Washington,  March  8th,  "  I 
feel  increasing  desire  to  be  united  to  the  family.  The  affec- 
tionate welcome  they  are  disposed  to  give  me,  dissipates  the 
hesitation  I  have  felt  to  become  an  encumbrance  to  them. 
To  you,  my  dear  brother,  I  know  not  what  to  say,  and  will 
make  no  effort.  I  hope,  that  if  our  fortunes  in  life  had  been 
reversed,  I  should  have  acted  with  some  degree  of  the  same 
generous  affection." 

The  following  extracts  are  from  the  last  letter  addressed 
by  Washington  to  Peter  before  his  embarkation,  from  which 
it  will  be  seen  that,  in  addition  to  the  three  thousand  dollars 
stipulated  by  Mr.  Astor,  I  received  a  special  compensation 
from  Mr.  Irving  for  my  literary  jobwork  in  lightening  the 
labour  before  him  ;  yet  the  imputation  was  afterward  made 
that  Mr.  Astor  gave  the  author  five  thousand  dollars  to  take 
up  his  manuscripts. 

I  would  premise,  also,  in  this  place,  that  during  Mr. 
Irving's  long  acquaintance  with  Mr.  Astor,  commencing 
when  he  was  a  young  man,  and  ending  only  in  his  death,  he 
never  came  under  a  pecuniary  obligation  to  him  of  any  kind. 
The  only  moneyed  transaction  that  ever  took  place  between 
them,  is  alluded  to  in  the  following  letter — the  purchase  of 
a  share  in  a  town  he  was  founding  in  Green  Bay,  for  which 
he  paid  the  cash,  though  Mr.  Astor  wished  the  amount  to 
stand  on  mortgage.  The  land  was  not  sold  when  it  had  ad- 
vanced in  value;  and  long  after  it  had  declined,  when  Mr. 
Irving  was  in  Spain,  Mr.  Astor,  of  his  own  free  will,  took 
back  the  share,  and  repaid  the  original  purchase-money. 
"  He  was  too  proverbially  rich  a  man,"  says  Mr.  Irving,  in  a 
letter  which  appeared  in  the  Literary  World  of  Nov.  22, 
1851,  "  for  me  to  permit  the  shadow  of  a  pecuniary  favour 
to  rest  on  our  intercourse." 

The  other  investment  in  Indian  lands,  alluded  to  in  the 
letter,  in  which  he  embarked  five  thousand  dollars  directly, 
and  four  thousand  dollars  in  a  loan  to  a  friend  to  enable  him 
to  engage  in  it,  turned  out  almost  a  total  loss,  but  a  small 
fragment  of  the  loan  or  the  outlay  ever  coming  back  to  him. 
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A  time  of  public  pressure  was  approaching,  which  made 
these  investments  in  wild  lands  a  source  of  embarrassment. 
Indeed,  almost  every  attempt  he  made  of  this  kind  to  enlarge 
his  means,  only  resulted  in  impairing  them. 

To  PETER. 

February  16,  1836. 

MY  DEAR  BROTHER, —  *  *  *  Your  return  will  be  a  perfect  jubilee 
to  us  all,  and  I  am  sure  you  will  feel  happy  yourself,  m  seeing  how 
happy  you  make  all  around  you. 

I  am  giving  my  last  handling  to  the  Astor  work.  It  is  this  hand- 
ling which,  like  the  touching  and  toning  of  a  picture,  gives  the 
richest  effects.  1  am  interested  and  pleased  with  the  work,  and  feel 
that  the  labour  I  am  now  bestowing  upon  it  will  contribute  greatly 
to  its  success. 

Pierre  has  received  three  thousand  dollars  from  Mr.  Astor  for  his 
services  in  the  work.  I  have  given  him  one  thousand  dollars.  He  sets 
off  to-morrow  for  Toledo,  a  new  town  at  the  head  of  Lake  Erie,  where 
he  has  the  offer  of  a  share  in  a  land  purchase,  which,  it  is  thought, 
will  turn  out  very  profitable.  Real  estate,  and  especially  lots  in  the 
vicinity  of  new  towns  at  great  commercial  points  in  the  interior,  are 
great  objects  of  attention  at  present,  and  fortunes  are  rapidly  made. 
The  canals,  railroads,  and  other  modes  of  communication  opening  in 
every  direction,  is  one  great  cause  of  the  sudden  rise  in  the  value  of 
various  places. 

The  Bramin  and  myself,  with  Mr. ,  and  our  friend ,  are 

concerned  in  a  purchase  of  Indian  land  in  Mississippi.     Mr. 's 

brother-in-law, ,  a  very  correct,  amiable  man,  is  the  agent.     The 

purchase  has  been  made  with  great  judgment;  the  formalities  with 
Government  have  all  been  complied  with,  and  orders  have  been  sent 
from  Washington  to  the  land  agent  to  deliver  the  titles.  The  lands 
so  bought  can  at  this  moment  be  sold  for  a  profit  of  at  least  one  hun- 
dred per  cent. ;  and  it  is  our  intention  to  sell  enough  to  realise  our 
investments,  and  then  to  sell  the  rest  from  time  to  time,  waiting  for 
higher  prices. 

Mr.  Astor  has  likewise  let  me  have  a  share  in  the  town  of  Astor, 
at  Green  Bay,  Lake  Michigan,  for  which  I  pay  four  thousand  dollars, 
but  which  is  already  at  an  advance  of  fifty  per  cent.  I  think  this 
town  is  going  to  equal  Chicago  in  its  sudden  rise  and  prosperity. 

I  have  just  received  a  letter  from  Murray.  He  had  declined 
purchasing  my  last  work,  "  Legends  of  Spain,"  at  the  price  I  asked, 
and  had  put  an  edition  to  press  on  my  account.  I  find  the  suc- 
cess of  the  work  is  beyond  his  expectations,  as  he  has  had  already 
to  print  a  second  edition.  Murray  is  not  his  own  master  in  these 
maiters.  In  consequence  of  the  embarrassments  in  which  he  was  in- 
volved about  the  time  I  left  England,  his  affairs  are  in  the  hands  of 
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trustees,  whom  he  has  to  consult  as  to  all  his  undertakings.  My 
dealings  with  him  are  perfectly  secure  as  to  money  matters,  and  in 
other  respects  I  have  always  found  him  a  gentlemanlike  person  to 
deal  with. 

I  am,  my  dear  brother,  yours  affectionately, 

W.  I. 

In  lesa  than  four  months  after  the  date  of  these  extracts, 
Peter  found  himself  a  member  of  "  the  family  hive"  in 
Bridge-street,  waiting  until  the  cottage  could  be  rendered 
habitable,  to  take  up  his  quarters  in  that  little  retreat. 
Meanwhile,  the  changes  in  his  native  city,  after  an  absence 
of  twenty-seven  years,  presented  a  constant  subject  of  inte- 
rest anS  curiosity. 

There  is  always  "  a  world  of  finishing  that  one  never  cal- 
culates" in  most  buildings,  and  the  cottage  did  not  prove  an 
exception.  Washington  had  expected  it  to  be  habitable  some 
time  in  June ;  but  at  the  close  of  that  month,  and  some  five 
or  six  weeks  after  he  had  sent  the  first  chapters  of  Astoria 
to  press,  he  writes  to  me,  then  absent  at  Toledo,  Ohio :  "  I 
am  printing  my  book  and  completing  my  cottage  slowly,  and 
hope  the  former  will  contribute  towards  defraying  the  accu- 
mulating expenses  of  the  latter."  A  month  before,  he  had 
written  to  me :  "  The  cottage  is  slowly  approaching  to  a 
finish,  but  will  take  a  few  weeks  yet.  For  such  a  small 
edifice  it  has  a  prodigious  swallow,  and  reminds  me  of  those 
little  fairy  changelings  called  Killcrops,  which  eat  and  eat, 
and  are  never  the  fatter."  The  few  weeks,  however,  length- 
ened into  months,  and,  though  opened  on  the  1st  of  Sep- 
tember, it  was  not  until  October  that  the  little  edifice 
became  fully  habitable.  On  the  15th  of  that  month,  Wash- 
ington writes  to  his  brother  Ebenezer,  from  the  cottage : 
"  Brother  Peter's  room  shall  be  put  in  order  the  moment 
the  furniture  arrives,  and  I  shall  come  down  in  the  beginning 
of  the  week  to  convoy  him  up.  I  wish  he  was  here  at  pre- 
sent to  enjoy  this  delightful  autumnal  weather." 

Astoria,  which  was  going  through  the  press  at  the  close 
of  June,  was  published  in  October.  He  received  from 
Bentley,  in  London,  500Z.,  and  from  Carey  and  Lea,  for  the 
right  of  printing  five  thousand  copies,  four  thousand  dollars, 
in  three  equal  notes,  at  four  months. 

In  the  following  letter  to  myself,  we  have  an  interesting 
allusion  to  its  reception.  To  render  its  opening  passages 
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intelligible,  I  must  preface  it  with  a  statement  that  in  the 
latter  part  of  March,  not  long  after  I  had  taken  up  my 
quarters  at  Toledo,  at  the  head  of  Lake  Erie,  I  had  been 
authorised  by  Mr.  Irving  to  invest,  on  joint  account  for  him- 
self and  his  brother  Ebenezer,  the  sum  of  twenty  thousand 
dollars  in  the  purchase  of  lots  or  lands  at  that  infant  city — 
an  investment  which,  like  the  other  speculations  in  wild 
lands  into  which  he  had  been  drawn,  failed  to  yield  the 
prompt  advantages  he  had  expected. 

To  PIERRE  M.  IRVING,  at  Toledo. 

Tarrytown,  Dec.  12,  1836. 

MY  DEAR  PIERRE, — A  thousand  things  have  prevented  an  earlier 
reply  to  your  letter  of  Nov.  6th,  which  gave  me  great  satisfaction. 
As  to  Toledo,  I  hope  the  Governor's  prediction  may  be  verified,  and 
that  it  may  grow  to  be  a  mighty  city  like  Babylon  of  old.  I  am  so 
accustomed,  however,  to  find  swam  turn  out  mere  geese,  that  I  have 
made  up  my  mind  not  to  be  grieved  if  that  should  prove  to  be  the 
case  in  the  present  instance.  I  only  hope  that  our  goose  may  be 
tolerably  plump  and  well  feathered.  My  confidence  in  quick  returns 
from  land  speculations  slackened  early  last  summer,  or  rather  in  the 
spring,  when  I  saw  how  wildly  everybody  was  rushing  into  them ; 
and  1  have  ever  since  made  my  calculations  to  "  weather  along,"  as 
the  sailors  say,  for  some  time  to  come,  without  any  of  the  funds  I 
have  so  invested.  It  takes  down  sonic  of  my  towering  plans,  and 
may  induce  me  to  burn  the  candle  only  at  one  end  ;  but  I  will  make 
up  for  it  by  a  perfect  illumination,  should  things  really  turn  out 
rightly,  and  I  come  to  a  great  fortune  !  Luckily,  my  cottage  was 
built  and  furniture  bought  before  this  frost  set  in  to  chill  my  pros- 
pects. It  has  only  nipped  one  weathercock,  which  I  shall  not  mount 
until  more  propitious  days ;  fortunately,  I  have  three  secure  (having 
received  the  Vauderheyden  one  magnificently  gilt),  and  with  these  I 
shall  endeavour  to  make  out  for  the  present. 

Seriously,  I  am  living  most  cozily  and  delightfully  in  this  dear, 
bright  little  home,  which  I  have  fitted  up  to  my  own  humour.  Every- 
thing goes  on  cheerily  in  my  little  household,  and  I  would  not  ex- 
change the  cottage  for  any  chateau  in  Christendom.  I  am  working, 
too,  with  almost  as  much  industry  and  rapidity  as  I  did  at  Hellgate, 
ami,  I  think,  will  more  than  pay  i'or  my  nest,  from  the  greater  num- 
ber of  eggs  I  shall  be  able  to  hatch  there. 

Astoria  succeeds  equal  to  your  anticipations,  and  far  beyond  my 
own.  It,  is  highly  spoken  of  in  two  English  reviews  which  I  have 
read.  (  )IIP,  pronounces  it  my  chef-d'oeuvre.  I  am  glad  he  thinks  so, 
though  I  don't.  Old  Mr.  Astor  appears  to  be  greatly  gratified,  which 
is  very  satisfactory  to  me.  William  Astor  also  expresses  himself  in 


602  LIFE  AND  LETTERS  [1836. 

the  most  gratifying  terms,  and  seems  surprised  that  the  subject 
should  have  been  made  so  interesting  and  entertaining.  In  fact,  I 
have  heard  more  talk  about  this  work,  considering  the  short  time  it 
has  been  launched,  than  about  any  other  that  I  have  published  for 
some  time  past. 

Old  Mr.  Astor  most  unexpectedly  paid  me  a  visit  at  the  cottage 
about  a  month  since.  *  *  *  He  landed  at  Tarrytown,  and  hired 
a  vehicle,  which  brought  him  to  the  cottage  door.  He  spent  two 
days  here,  and  promised  to  repeat  his  visit  as  soon  as  there  shall  be 
good  sleighing. 

I  follow  this  letter  with  a  few  extracts  from  one  of  the 
reviews  of  Astoria,  to  which  Mr.  Irving  alludes — the  Lon- 
don Spectator  for  the  week  ending  October  22,  1836,  which 
opens  as  follows : 

We  have  been  agreeably  surprised  by  these  volumes.  Instead  of  a 
novel,  which  the  title,  on  its  first  announcement,  seemed  to  propose, 
Astoria  is  the  history  of  as  grand  and  comprehensive  a  commercial 
enterprise  as  ever  was  planned  with  any  well-grounded  prospect  of 
success,  and  which  was  prosecuted  among  scenes  as  vast  and  nations 
as  wild,  gave  rise  to  incidents  as  ludicrous,  as  interesting,  as  appalling, 
and  developed  characters  and  manners  as  marked  and  striking  as  any- 
thing on  record  respecting  the  adventurous  explorers  of  the  Middle 
Ages,  or  the  hardy  discoverers  of  more  modern  days. 

Then,  after  giving  a  sketch  of  the  large  scheme  of  Mr. 
Astor,  and  the  main  narratives  of  the  original  voyage  to 
Astoria,  "full  of  pleasant  humour,"  and  the  land  journey 
across  the  continent,  "  of  a  more  interesting  and  massy 
nature,"  and  glancing  at  the  principal  sources  from  which 
the  materials  of  the  volumes  are  drawn,  the  reviewer  sums 
up  as  follows : 

The  result  is  the  production  of  the  most  finished  narrative  of  such 
a  series  of  adventures  that  ever  was  written,  whether  with  regard  to 
plan  or  execution.  The  arrangement  has  all  the  art  of  a  fiction,  yet 
without  any  apparent  sacrifice  of  truth  or  exactness.  The  composi- 
tion we  are  inclined  to  rate  as  the  chef-d'oeuvre  of  "Washington 
Irving.  *  *  *  The  book,  in  its  better  parts,  does  not  appear  like 
a  reproduction  from  other  writings,  but  as  a  creation  of  genius 
from  the  original  observation  of  things  themselves.  The  author,  with 
a  peculiar  felicity,  has  retained  the  raciness  of  his  authorities.  He 
displays  the  acuteness,  distinctness,  and  reality  of  men  of  business 
and  action,  without  their  necessary  minuteness  and  tedious  expan- 
sion. He  has  extracted  the  spirit  from  the  Astorian  archives,  and 
thrown  off  their  dregs  aud  dry  matter. 
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On  the  10th  of  December,  1836,  after  Peter  had  become 
an  inmate  of  the  cottage,  we  have  the  following  amusingly 
characteristic  epistle  from  Washington,  addressed  to  the 
daughter  of  his  sister  Catherine  from  the  "Boost,"  as  he  at 
first  christened  his  new  home  : 

To  Miss  SARAH  PAKIS. 

The  Roost,  Dec.  10,  1836. 

MY  DEAR  SARAH, — I  was  most  agreeably  surprised,  this  afternoon, 
\\hcn  the  worthy  and  all-provident  Mr.  Lawrence,  on  his  return  from 
one  of  his  foraging  expeditions  to  Tarrytown,  brought  home  with 
him,  besides  many  creature  comforts,  a  "  bonnie  little  epistle  "  from 
you.  It  is  true,  my  pleasure  was  a  little  dampened  on  finding  that  I 
was  not  to  have  you  back  at  the  cottage  so  soon  as  I  had  antici- 
pated ;  but  I  cannot  expect  to  monopolise  you,  and  beg  you  to  pro- 
tract your  stay  in  New  York  as  long  as  business  or  pleasure  may 
dictate. 

I  cannot  tell  you  how  happy  I  was  to  get  back  again  to  my  own 
dear,  bright  little  home,  and  leave  behind  me  the  hurry  and  worry 
and  flurry  of  the  city.  I  found  all  things  going  on  well.  Your  uncle 
Peter  had  passed  his  time  comfortably,  and  was  altogether  better  in 
health  and  spirits  than  when  we  left  him,  notwithstanding  that  he 
was  without  the  superintending  care  of  that  "  lively  lady,"  your 
mother.  He  continues  to  improve.  He  says  he  is  free  from  head- 
ache, and  the  touch  of  influenza  is  over.  He  is  enabled,  therefore, 
to  enjoy  the  cozy  comforts  of  the  cottage;  takes  his  meals  j-e^ularly 
with  me,  is  cheerful  and  conversable,  and  occupies  himself  with 
writing  long  letters  to  his  correspondents — a  sure  sign  that  he  is  in 
good  trim.  Tell  all  this  to  your  mother,  and  tell  her  he  receives 
Benjamin's  portion  of  everything,  just  as  faithfully  as  if  she  had  the 
dealing  out. 

Alice  accomplished  her  return  voyage  successfully,  and  with  but 
one  blunder  (which  was  doing  amazing  well  for  an  Irishwoman). 
She  landed  at  Tarrytown,  instead  of  Dobbs'  Ferry.  As  it  was  late 
and  dark,  she  was  at  first  at  what  she  calls  a  nonplish  ;  but  fortunately 
she  discovered  the  little  mansion  of  Mrs.  Bowman,  who  gave  her 
quarter  for  the  night.  The  next  morning  she  reached  the  cottage  in 
safety,  to  the  great  joy  of  honest  John,  who  welcomed  her  with  a 
smile  of  at  least  a  quarter  of  a  yard  in  width. 

The  goose  war  is  happily  terminated ;  Mr.  Jones's*  squadron  has 
left  my  waters,  and  my  feathered  navy  now  ploughs  the  Tappan  Sea  in 
triumph.  I  cannot  but  attribute  this  great  victory  to  the  valour  and 
good  conduct  of  the  enterprising  and  ambitious  little  duck,  who  seems 

*  George  Jones  had  purchased  the  land  adjoining  his,  in  September,  just 
after  he  had  commenced  his  housekeeping. 
TOL.  HI.  2  U 
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to  enjoy  great  power  and  popularity  among  both  geese  and  ganders, 
and  absolutely  to  be  admiral  of  the  fleet. 

I  am  happy  to  inform  you,  that,  among  the  many  other  blessings 
brought  to  the  cottage  by  the  good  Mr.  Lawrence,*  is  a  pig  of  first- 
rate  stock  and  lineage.  It  has  been  duly  put  in  possession  of  the 
palace  in  the  rear  of  the  barn,  where  it  is  shown  to  every  visitor  with 
as  much  pride  as  if  it  was  the  youngest  child  of  a  family.  As  it  is  of 
the  fair  sex,  and,  in  the  opinion  of  the  best  judges,  a  pig  of  peerless 
beauty,  1  have  named  it  "Fanny."  I  know  it  is  a  name  which,  with 
Kate  and  you,  has  a  romantic  charm,  and,  about  the  cottage,  every- 
thing, as  old  Mrs.  Martling  says,  must  be  romance. 

[His  two  nieces,  with  the  rest  of  the  world,  had  been  running  mad 
over  the  acting  of  Fanny  Kemble.] 

Imp,  finding  me  abandoned  by  my  womankind,  has  taken  com- 
passion on  me,  and  gives  me  her  company  nearly  all  day  long ;  some- 
times clambering  on  my  lap  as  I  sit  writing,  at  other  times  fondling 
about  my  feet,  or  stretching  herself  before  the  fire,  clawing  the 
carpet,  and  purring  with  perfect  enjoyment.  As  brother  John  said 
of  his  mocking-bird,  I  expect  to  have  great  comfort  in  that  cat — "  if 
it  should  be  spared." 

I  have  been  writing  almost  incessantly  since  my  return  to  the 
cottage,  so  that  I  have  scarcely  been  out  of  doors,  though  the  weather, 
a  part  of  the  time,  has  been  lovely.  I  wanted  a  companion  to  tempt 
me  to  long  walks  about  the  hills.  Alice  and  John  take  good  care  of 
us,  so  that  we  want  for  nothing  in  the  way  of  household  comforts; 
but,  old  bachelor  though  I  be,  I  cannot  do  without  womankind  about 
me  ;  so  come  back,  my  darling  girl,  as  soon  as  you  are  tired  of  New 
York,  and  bring  whom  you  please  with  you ;  but  Kate  must  at  all 
events  be  here  in  the  holidays. 

It  is  Saturday  evening.  I  hear  a  solemn  though  rather  nasal  strain 

of  melody  from  my  kitchen.     It  is  the  good  ,  setting  his  mind 

in  tune  for  the  morrow.  Thank  Heaven,  I  have  brimstoned  my 
cider  according  to  Uncle  Natt's  receipt ;  it  would  stand  poor  chance, 
otherwise,  against  such  melody. 

Give  my  love  to  all.     Your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

A  few  days  later,  he  \vrites  to  his  brother  Ebenezer  : 

All  goes  on  well  at  the  Roost.  Brother  Peter  is  getting  quite  in 
good  feather  again,  and  begins  to  crow  ! 

You  must  contrive  to  come  up  soon,  if  it  is  only  to  see  my  new  pig, 
which  is  a  darling. 

*  Silas  Lawrence. 
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CHAPTEE  LIX. 

Newspaper  Attacks  on  Mr.  Irving— Joseph  Swiwell  Jones — William  ' 
gett — The  Booksellers'  Festival—  llallcck  and  Honors — Letter  to  Kl»-- 
nezer  Irving — I'ublication  of  the  Adventures  of  Captain  Bonneville — 
I.i.uis  X-ipnlrnii  at  "The  Koost"— Peter  no  longer  an  Inmate — Letter  to 
l.ilw.ird  Everett — Letters  to  Gouverneur  Kemble — Death  of  John — The 
Tammany  People  propose  to  run  him  for  Mayor — Declines — President 
Van  Buren  offers  him  the  Secretaryship  of  the  Navy — Declines. 

THE  month  of  January,  1837,  found  Mr.  Irving  in  his 
little  cottage  dressed  off  in  Christmas  greens,  with  only 
Peter  for  a  housemate,  who  was  now  completely  settled  in 
it,  and  apparently  much  to  his  taste  and  humour.  "  We 
have  a  brilliant  frosty  prospect  from  our  windows,"  writes 
Mr.  Irving  to  me,  who  had  expressed  some  fears  that  he  was 
passing  a  solitary  winter ;  "  Tappau  Bay  covered  with  spark- 
ling ice,  and  the  opposite  hills  with  snow  ;  but  everything  is 
warm  and  cozy  within  doors."  In  these  winter  quarters, 
which  he  found  "  anything  but  gloomy,"  he  was  exercising 
his  pen,  and  "  getting  on  briskly"  with  the  Adventures  of 
Captain  Bonneville,  which  he  was  intending  to  launch  in  the 
spring.  Meanwhile,  he  is  gladdened  with  the  news  of  the 
further  sale  of  a  Toledo  lot.  ';  I  am  glad,"  he  writes,  "  to  find 
Toledo  is  doing  so  well  in  these  hard  times,  and  begin  to 
think  I  shall  yet  be  able  to  afford  another  weathercock  to 
my  cottage." 

While  thus  enjoying  himself  in  the  quiet  of  the  country, 
he  is  called  upon  most  unexpectedly  to  notice  two  gratuitous 
newspaper  attacks.  The  first  censor  was  Mr.  Joseph  Sea- 
well  Jones,  who  had  written  a  history  of  North  Carolina,  and 
had  got  into  a  controversy  respecting  the  mutual  and  con- 
tested claims  of  Virginia  and  North  Carolina  to  be  the 
original  depository  of  the  peculiarities  characteristic  of  the 
days  of  Sir  Walter  Kaleigh  and  his  Virgin  Queen.  In  the 
course  of  the  discussion,  which  was  carried  on  in  the  columns 
of  the  Neiv  York  American,  at  that  time  edited  by  Charles 
King,  now  President  of  Columbia  College,  one  of  the  parties 
brought  forward,  in  support  of  his  views,  a  quotation  from  a 
2  u2 
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little  comic  sketch  of  Mr.  Irving's,  called  "  The  Creole 
Village,"  lately  contributed  to  an  annual  (the  Magnolia*)  ; 
and  Mr.  Jones  thereupon — with  what  propriety  I  need  not 
say — indulged  in  some  coarse  personal  illusions  toward  his 
innocent  and  unsuspecting  offender.  Mr.  Irving,  in  order 
that  there  might  be  no  misapprehension  of  the  circumstances 
under  which  his  name  had  been  introduced  into  this  contro- 
versy, addressed  the  following  letter  to  Mr.  King : 

To  the  EDITOR,  of  the  New  York  American. 

SIR, — I  perceive  a  prolonged  and  angry  discussion  in  the  papers, 
with  which  my  name  has  been  strangely  mingled.  The  manner  in 
which  I  have  become  implicated  is  this :  In  a  trifling  sketch  of  a 
French  Creole  village,  inserted  in  one  of  the  latest  annuals,  I 
observed,  incidentally,  that  the  Virginians  retain  peculiarities  charac- 
teristic of  the  times  of  Queen  Elizabeth  and  Sir  Walter  Raleigh.  By 
this  remark,  I  have  drawn  upon  me  some  very  ungracious  language 
from  a  writer  of  North  Carolina,  who  charges  me  with  a  gross  viola- 
tion of  the  truth  of  history,  and  implies  that  I  have  committed  an 
intentional  wrong  on  his  native  state.  Conscious  of  no  intention  to 
controvert  any  point  of  history ;  free  from  all  disposition  to  do  wrong 
or  to  give  offence  either  to  communities  or  individuals ;  and  accus- 
tomed to  observe,  and  to  experience,  the  most  courteous  conduct  in 
all  dealings  with  my  literary  contemporaries,  I  was  at  a  loss  to  what 
to  attribute  so  indecorous  an  attack.  I  have  since,  however,  under- 
stood that  the  feelings  of  the  writer  in  question  had  previously 
become  sore  and  irritable,  in  the  course  of  a  contest  in  the  papers 
between  himself  and  some  Virginian  writers,  as  to  the  claims  of  their 
respective  states  to  certain  historical  associations  with  the  names  of 
Queen  Elizabeth  and  Sir  Walter  Raleigh ;  and  that  my  innocently 
intended  paragraph  aforesaid,  being  quoted  by  one  of  his  opponents, 
had  drawn  upon  me  his  undiscriminating  ire. 

I  have  too  great  commiseration  for  any  person  labouring  under  a 
state  of  mental  irritability,  to  seek  to  exasperate  his  malady ;  and 
feel  nothing  but  regret  that  any  casual  remark  of  mine  should  have 
fallen  upon  this  sore  spot  in  the  mind  of  your  correspondent. 

As,  however,  the  writer's  misconception  has  been  reiterated  in  the 
newspapers,  and  as  some  readers  may  imagine  that  I  really  stand 
convicted  of  a  deliberate  outrage  upon  historical  truth,  and  hostility 
to  the  claims  of  North  Carolina,  I  beg  leave  simply  to  put  on  record, 

*  The  Magnolia  was  edited  by  that  brilliant  but  unfortunate  English 
writer,  Henry  Herbert.  Besides  the  Creole  Village,  Mr.  Irving  contri- 
buted to  this  annual  another  piece — The  Happy  Man.  Both  were  afterward 
incorporated  in  "  Wolfert's  Roost,"  the  latter  under  the  title  of  "  The  Con- 
tented Man." 
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that  I  have  neither  part  nor  interest  in  the  claims  of  either  of  the 
belligerent  parties.  The  opinion  expressed  in  my  unlucky  paragraph, 
had  no  sinister  view  with  respect  to  North  Carolina.  It  merely  ex- 
pressed a  general  notion  as  to  the  manners  of  the  Virginians,  and  an 
idea  that  they  had  taken  their  original  stamp  from  colonists  who  had 
lived  in  England  in  the  time  of  Queen  Elizabeth  and  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh,  and  had  brought  with  them  the  habitudes  and  manners 
characteristic  of  that  period. 

If  1  am  wrong  in  this  idea,  I  plead  ignorance,  rather  than  submit 
to  the  imputation  of  wilfully  misstating  Tacts  ;  but  I  believe  that  the 
most  accurate  researches  will  establish  the  correctness  of  the  casual 
remark  which  has  brought  upon  me  so  much  ire.  As  to  the  people 
of  North  Carolina,  they  have  always  partaken  of  that  general  feeling 
which  I  have  toward  the  people  of  the  South,  which  is  anything  but 
one  of  coldness  or  disrespect. 

If,  after  this  explanation,  any  disputatious  writer  should  think  fit 
to  persist  in  resenting  an  imaginary  offence,  I  shall  leave  him  to  the 
singular  caprice  of  lighting  shadows,  and  will  only  pray  for  his 
speedy  restoration  to  a  happier  state  of  mind  and  greater  courtesy 
of  language. 

Very  respectfully  yours, 

WASHINGTON  IKVING. 

Greenburg,*  Jan.  4,  1837. 

Mr.  Irving  had  hardly  answered  this  attack,  before  he  was 
assailed  in  the  Plaindealer  of  January  14th.  William 
Leggett,  who  conducted  that  able  but  short-lived  weekly, 
has  been  described,  by  one  who  knew  him,  as  taking  a  sort 
of  pleasure  in  bearding  public  opinion.  He  had  been  for 
several  years  employed  as  one  of  the  editors  of  the  Evening 
Post,  and  remained  with  the  paper  till  December,  1836. 
During  the  absence,  in  Europe,  of  his  editorial  associate, 
William  C.  Bryant,  from  1834  to  1836,  the  paper  suffered 
in  its  finances  from  its  extreme  political  course,  and,  soon 
after  the  poet's  return  to  resume  the  position  of  a  jour- 
nalist, Mr.  Leggett  withdrew  from  the  Post,  and  commenced 
the  Plaindealer,  the  first  number  of  which  appeared  De- 
cember 3,  1836.  In  the  seventh  number,  in  an  article  on 
"Mutilating  Books,"  the  editor  remarks:  "Whatever  be 
the  motive,  it  is  an  unwarrantable  liberty,  particularly  when 
the  title-page  or  preface  gives  no  intimation  that  the  work 
has  undergone  emendation  or  mutilation;"  and  afterward 

*  Greenburg,  from  which  the  letter  bears  date,  is  the  name  of  the  town- 
ship in  which  the  cottage  is  situated. 
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adds  :  "  Liberties  of  this  kind,  taken  with  an  author,  are 
bad  at  best ;  and  they  become  contemptible,  \vhen  they 
result  from  that  unmanly  timidity  which  is  afraid  to  let  the 
public  see  the  truth.  Our  respect  for  Washington  Irving 
underwent  a  sensible  diminution,  when  we  perceived  that, 
in  supervising  the  republication  of  Bryant's  Poems  in  Lou- 
don,  he  changed  a  passage  in  the  piece  called  'Marion's 
Men :' 

And  the  British  foeman  trembles 
When  Marion's  name  is  heard, 

in  order  to  substitute  something  that  might  be  more  sooth- 
ing to  [English]  ears  than  the  mention  of  the  effect  which 
the  mode  of  warfare  practised  by  the  Southern  partisan 
leader  had  on'  the  British  soldiers.  When  Mr.  Irving,  in 
publishing  a  book  of  his  own,  prepares  one  preface  for  his 
countrymen,  full  of  amor  patrice  and  professions  of  American 
feeling,  and  another  for  the  London  market,  in  which  all 
such  professions  are  studiously  omitted,  he  does  what  he  has 
an  undoubted  right  to  do,  whatever  we  may  say  of  its  spirit. 
But  when,  at  the  suggestion  of  a  species  of  literary  pusilla- 
nimity, he  changes  the  language  of  poems,  every  word  of 
which,  as  written  by  the  author,  will  live  long  after  even 
Bracebridge  Hall  and  Knickerbocker  are  forgotten,  he  shows 
a  deficiency  of  manliness  not  calculated  to  raise  him  in  our 
opinion,  to  say  the  least  of  it." 

Mr.  Irving  first  saw  or  heard  of  this  article  in  coming  to 
the  city  to  attend  the  funeral  of  his  old  law  preceptor, 
Judge  Josiah  Ogden  Hoffman,  who  had  died  on  the  24th  of 
January.  An  attack  so  unmannerly — as  it  has  been  truly 
characterised  by  Mr.  Evert  A.  Duyckinck,  a  fair-minded  and 
elevated  critic — and  so  unjust,  took  him  entirely  by  surprise ; 
and  as  it  seemed  to  derive  weight  from  the  known  friend- 
ship of  Mr.  Leggett  and  Mr.  Bryant,  and  their  long  associa- 
tion as  editors,  he  lost  no  time  in  addressing  the  following 
reply  to  the  editor  of  the  Plaindealer,  which  I  find  in  that 
paper  of  January  28 : 

To  the  EDITOK  of  the  Plaindealer. 

SIB, — Living,  at  present,  in  the  country,  and  out  of  the  way  of 
the  current  literature  of  the  day,  it  was  not  until  this  morning  that  I 
saw  your  paper  of  the  14th  of  January,  or  knew  anything  of  your 
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animadversions  on  my  conduct  and  character  therein  contained. 
Though  1  have  generally  abstained  from  noticing  any  attack  upon 
myself  in  the  public  papers,  the  present  is  one  which  I  cauuot  sulfer 
in  silence. 

In  the  first  place,  you  have  censured  me  strongly  for  having  altered 
a  paragraph  in  the  London  edition  of  Mr.  Bryant's  poems ;  and  the 
remarks  and  comparisons  in  which  you  have  indulged  on  the  occasion, 
would  seem  to  imply  that  I  have  a  literary  hostility  to  Mr.  Bryant, 
and  a  disposition  to  detract  from  the  measure  of  his  well-merited 
reputation. 

The  relation  in  which  you  stand  to  that  gentleman,  as  his  particular 
friend  and  literary  associate,  gives  these  animadversions  the  greater 
.  an;l  calls  for  a  real  statement  of  the  case. 

\\  iicu  I  was  last  in  London  (I  think  in  1832),  I  received  a  copy 
of  the  American  edition  of  Mr.  Bryant's  Poems  from  some  friend  (I 
now  forget  from  whom),  who  expressed  a  wish  that  it  might  be  re- 
published  in  England.  I  had  not,  at  that  time,  the  pleasure  of  a 
personal  acquaintance  with  Mr.  Bryant,  but  I  felt  the  same  admira- 
tion for  his  Poems  that  you  have  expressed,  and  was  desirous  that 
writings  so  honourable  to  American  literature  should  be  known  to 
the  British  public,  and  take  their  merited  rank  in  the  literature  of 
the  language.  I  exerted  myself,  therefore,  to  get  them  republished 
by  some  London  bookseller,  but  met  with  unexpected  difficulties, 
poetry  being  declared  quite  unsaleable  since  the  death  of  Lord  Byron. 

At  length  a  bookseller  was  induced  to  undertake  an  edition,  by 
my  engaging  gratuitously  to  edit  the  work,  and  to  write  something 
that  might  call  public  attention  to  it.  I  accordingly  prefixed  to 
the  volume  a  dedicatory  letter,  addressed  to  Mr.  Samuel  Rogers,  in 
which,  while  I  expressed  my  own  opinion  of  the  Poems,  1  took  oc- 
casion to  allude  to  the  still  more  valuable  approbation  which  I  had 
heard  expressed  by  that  distinguished  author  ;  thus  briugiug  the 
work  before  the  British  public  with  the  high  sanction  of  one  of  the 
most  refined  critics  of  the  day.  While  the  work  was  going  through 
the  press,  an  objection  was  started  to  the  passage  iu  the  poem,  of 
"  Marion's  Men :" 

And  the  British  foeman  trembles 
When  Marion's  name  is  heard. 

It  was  considered  as  peculiarly  calculated  to  shock  the  feelings  of 
British  readers  on  the  most  sensitive  point,  seeming  to  call  in  ques- 
tion the  courage  of  the  nation.  It  was  urged  that  common  decorum 
required  the  softening  of  such  a  passage  in  an  edition  exclusively 
intended  for  the  Britisli  public  ;  and  I  was  asked  what  would  be  the 
feelings  of  American  readers,  if  such  an  imputation  on  the  courage  of 
their  countrymen  were  inserted  in  a  work  presented  for  their  appro- 
bation. These  objections  wen:  urged  in  a  spirit  of  friendship  to  .Mr. 
Bryant,  and  with  a  view  to  his  success,  for  it  was  suggested  that  this 
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passage  might  be  felt  as  a  taunt  or  bravado,  and  might  awaken  a  pre- 
judice against  the  •work,  before  its  merits  could  be  appreciated. 

1  doubt  whether  these  objections  would  have  occurred  to  me,  had 
they  not  been  thus  set  forth ;  but,  when  thus  urged,  I  yielded  to 
them,  and  softened  the  passage  in  question,  by  omitting  the  adjective 
British,  and  substituting  one  of  a  more  general  signification.  If  this 
evinced  "  timidity  of  spirit,"  it  was  a  timidity  felt  entirely  on  behalf  of 
Mr.  Bryant.  I  was  not  to  be  harmed  by  the  insertion  of  the  para- 
graph as  it  originally  stood.  I  freely  confess,  however,  that  I  have 
at  all  times  almost  as  strong  a  repugnance  to  tell  a  painful  or  humili- 
ating truth,  unnecessarily,  as  I  have  to  tell  an  untruth,  under  any  cir- 
cumstances. To  speak  the  truth  on  all  occasions,  is  the  indispensable 
attribute  of  man ;  to  refrain  from  uttering  disagreeable  truths,  unne- 
cessarily, belongs,  1  think,  to  the  character  of  a  gentleman ;  neither, 
sir,  do  I  think  it  incompatible  with  fair  dealing,  however  little  it  may 
square  with  your  notions  of  plain  dealing. 

The  foregoing  statement  will  show  how  I  stand  with  regard  to  Mr. 
Bryant.  I  trust  his  fame  has  suffered  nothing  by  my  republication 
of  his  works  in  London ;  at  any  rate,  he  has  expressed  his  thanks  to 
me  by  letter,  since  my  return  to  this  country.  I  was,  therefore,  I 
confess,  but  little  prepared  to  receive  a  stab  from  his  bosom  friend. 

Another  part  of  your  animadversions  is  of  a  much  graver  nature, 
for  it  implies  a  charge  of  hypocrisy  and  double  dealing,  which  I 
indignantly  repel  as  incompatible  with  my  nature.  You  intimate, 
that  "in  publishing  a  book  of  my  own,  I  prepare  one  preface  for  my 
countrymen,  full  of  amor  patrite  and  professions  of  home  feeling,  and 
another  for  the  London  market,  in  which  such  professions  are 
studiously  omitted."  Your  inference  is  that  these  professions  are 
hollow,  and  intended  to  gain  favour  with  my  countrymen,  and  that 
they  are  omitted  in  the  London  edition  through  fear  of  offending 
English  readers.  Were  I  indeed  chargeable  with  such  baseness,  I 
should  well  merit  the  contempt  you  invoke  upon  my  head.  As  I  give 
you  credit,  sir,  for  probity,  I  was  at  a  loss  to  think  on  what  you  could 
ground  such  an  imputation,  until  it  occurred  to  me  that  some  circum- 
stances attending  the  publication  of  my  "  Tour  on  the  Prairies"  might 
have  given  rise  to  a  misconception  in  your  mind. 

It  may  seem  strange  to  those  intimately  acquainted  with  my  cha- 
racter, that  I  should  think  it  necessary  to  defend  myself  from  a  charge 
of  duplicity  ;  but  as  many  of  your  readers  may  know  me  as  little  as 
you  appear  to  do,  I  must  again  be  excused  in  a  detail  of  facts. 

When  my  "  Tour  on  the  Prairies"  was  ready  for  the  press,  I  sent  a 
manuscript  copy  to  England  for  publication,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
put  a  copy  in  the  press  at  New  York.  As  this  was  mv  first  appear- 
ance before  the  American  public  since  my  return,  I  was  induced,  while 
the  work  was  printing,  to  modify  the  introduction  so  as  to  express 
my  sense  of  the  unexpected  warmth  with  which  I  had  been  welcomed 
to  my  native  place,  and  my  general  feelings  on  finding  myself  once 
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more  at  home,  and  among  my  friends.  These  feelings,  sir,  were 
genuine,  and  were  not  expressed  with  half  the  warmth  with  which 
they  were  entertained.  Circumstances  alluded  to  in  that  introduction 
had  made  the  reception  I  met  with  from  my  countrymen  doubly  dear 
and  touching  to  me,  and  had  filled  my  heart  with  affectionate  grati- 
tude for  their  unlooked-for  kindness.  In  fact,  misconstructions  of 
my  conduct,  and  misconceptions  of  my  character,  somewhat  similar 
to  those  1  am  at  present  endeavouring  to  rebut,  had  appeared  in  the 
public  press,  and,  as  I  erroneously  supposed,  had  prejudiced  the 
mind  of  my  countrymen  against  me.  The  professions,  therefore,  to 
which  you  have  alluded,  were  uttered,  not  to  obviate  such  pre- 
judices, or  to  win  my  way  to  the  good  will  of  my  countrymen,  but 
to  express  my  feelings  after  their  good  will  had  been  unequivocally 
manifested.  While  I  thought  they  doubted  me,  I  remained  silent ; 
when  I  found  they  believed  in  me,  I  spoke.  I  have  never  been 
in  the  habit  of  beguiling  them  by  fulsome  professions  of  patriotism, 
those  cheap  passports  to  public  favour;  and  I  think  I  might  for  once 
have  been  indulged  in  briefly  touching  a  chord  on  which  others  have 
harped  to  so  much  advantage. 

Now,  sir,  even  granting  I  had  studiously  omitted  all  those  profes- 
sions in  the  introduction  intended  for  the  London  market,  instead  of 
giving  utterance  to  them  after  that  article  had  been  sent  off,  where,  I 
would  ask,  would  have  been  the  impropriety  of  the  act?  What  had 
the  British  public  to  do  with  those  home  greetings,  and  those  assur- 
ances of  gratitude  and  affection  which  related  exclusively  to  my 
countrymen,  and  grew  out  of  my  actual  position  with  regard  to 
them  ?  There  was  nothing  in  them  at  which  the  British  reader  could 
possibly  take  offence ;  the  omitting  of  them,  therefore,  could  not 
have  argued  "timidity,"  but  would  have  been  merely  a  matter  of 
good  taste ;  for  they  would  have  been  as  much  out  of  place  repeated 
to  English  readers,  as  would  have  been  my  greetings  and  salutations 
to  my  family  circle,  if  repeated  out  of  the  window,  for  the  benefit  of 
the  passers-by  in  the  street. 

I  have  no  intention,  sir,  of  imputing  to  you  any  malevolent  feeling 
in  the  unlooked-for  attack  you  have  made  upon  me :  I  can  see  no 
motive  you  have  for  such  hostility.  I  rather  think  you  have  acted 
from  honest  feelings,  hastily  excited  by  a  misapprehension  of  facts ; 
and  that  you  have  been  a  little  too  eager  to  give  an  instance  of  that 
"  plain  dealing"  which  you  have  recently  adopted  as  your  war  cry. 
Plain  dealing,  sir,  is  a  great  merit,  when  accompanied  by  magnanimity, 
and  exercised  with  a  just  and  generous  spirit ;  but  if  pushed  too  far, 
and  made  the  excuse  for  indulging  every  impulse  of  passion  or  pre- 
judice, it  may  render  a  man,  especially  in  your  situation,  a  very  offen- 
sive, if  not  a  very  mischievous  member  of  the  community.  Such  I 
sincerely  hope  and  trust  may  not  be  your  case ;  but  this  hint,  given 
in  a  spirit  of  caution,  not  of  accusation,  may  not  be  of  disservice  to  you. 

In  the  present  instance,  I  have  only  to  ask  that  you  will  give  this 
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article  an  insertion  in  your  paper,  being  intended  not  so  much  for 
yourself,  as  for  those  of  your  readers  who  may  have  been  prejudiced 
against  me  by  your  animadversions.  Your  editorial  position  of  course 
gives  you  an  opportunity  of  commenting  upon  it  according  to  the 
current  of  your  feelings ;  and,  whatever  may  be  your  comments,  it  is 
not  probable  that  they  will  draw  any  further  reply  from  me.  Re- 
crimination is  a  miserable  kind  of  redress,  in  which  I  never  indulge, 
and  I  have  no  relish  for  the  warfare  of  the  pen. 

Very  respectfully,  your  obedient  servant, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

The  editor  of  the  Plaindealer,  in  introducing  Mr.  Irving' s 
dignified  reply  to  his  strictures,  accompanied  the  letter  with 
"  the  most  explicit  exoneration  of  Mr.  Bryant  from  any  lot 
or  part,  directly  or  indirectly,  in  the  remarks"  he  made  con- 
cerning "  what  seemed  to  him  a  piece  of  literary  pusillanimity 
on  the  part  of  Mr.  Irving,"  and  added,  that  "  candour  re- 
quired him  to  state,  that  on  various  occasions  he  had  heard 
Mr.  Byrant  express  the  kindest  sentiments  toward  Mr.  Irving 
for  the  interest  he  took  in  the  publication  of  a  London  edition 
of  his  Poems,  and  for  the  complimentary  terms  in  which  he 
introduced  them  to  the  British  public." 

Mr.  Bryant  himself,  however,  to  leave  no  doubt  of  the 
editor's  sincerity  in  this  exoneration,  took  occasion,  in  the 
succeeding  number  of  the  Plaindealer,  to  state  explicitly 
that,  though  he  would  not  have  made  the  alteration,  he  had 
never  complained  of  it,  and  had  no  doubt  it  was  done  with 
the  kindest  intentions:  expressing,  at  the  same  time,  with 
some  feeling,  his  surprise  at  one  or  two  unguarded  passages 
in  Mr.  Irving's  letter,  as  if  levelled  at  himself.  To  this  Mr. 
Irving  replied  through  the  columns  of  the  New  York 
American,  in  a  letter  addressed  to  Mr.  Bryant,  expressing 
his  deep  regret  that  any  passages  in  his  letter  to  Mr.  Leg- 
gett  should  have  seemed  susceptible  of  a  construction  un- 
favourable to  him,  and  disavowing  emphatically  any  suspicion 
or  the  remotest  intention  to  insinuate  that  he  had  the  least 
participation  in  the  attack  recently  made  on  his  character. 
The  letter  closed  as  follows  : 

As  to  the  alteration  of  a  word  in  the  London  edition  of  your  Poems, 
which  others  have  sought  to  nurture  into  a  root  of  bitterness  between 
us,  I  have  already  stated  my  motives  for  it,  and  the  embarrassment 
in  which  I  was  placed..  I  regret  extremely  that  it  should  not  have 
met  with  your  approbation,  and  sincerely  apologise  to  you  for  the 
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liberty  I  was  persuaded  to  take  .  a  liberty  I  freely  acknowledge  the 
excusable  with  writings  like  yours,  iu  which,  it  is  difficult  to 
alter  a  word  without  marring  a  beauty. 

The  two  letters  of  Mr.  Bryant,  written  after  he  had 
received  a  copy  of  the  London  edition  of  his  Poems,  for- 
warded bv  Mr.  Irving,  in  which  he  expresses  his  thanks  to 
him  for  the  kind  interest  he  had  taken  iu  procuring  the 
publication  of  his  Poems  in  England,  have  already  been  given 
in  a  preceding  volume. 

It  is  evident,  from  the  tone  of  the  Plainilealer  in  this 
attack,  that  its  editor  was  infected  with  a  notion  that  Mr. 
Irving  had  been  too  much  inclined  to  pay  court  to  England. 
It  is  not  necessary  to  vindicate  him  from  this  false  impression 
at.  Ihe  present  day,  but  the  question  is  so  fully  met,  and  the 
analysis  of  Mr.  Irving's  character  in  this  particular  so 
admirably  and  truly  given  by  Mr.  Byrant,  in  the  beautiful 
address  delivered  on  occasion  of  his  death,  that  I  cannot  deny 
in}  sell  the  pleasure  of  quoting  from  it  in  this  connexion. 

After  alluding  to  the  author's  agreeable  pictures  of  Eng- 
lish life  in  the  Sketch  Book,  Bracebridge  Hall,  and  the  Tales 
of  a  Traveller,  "  seen  under  favourable  lights,  and  sketched 
with  a  friendly  pencil,"  he  remarks  : 

Let  me  say  here,  that  it  was  not  to  pay  court  to  the  English  that 
lie  thus  described  them  and  their  country ;  it  was  because  he  could 
not  describe  them  otherwise.  It  was  the  instinct  of  his  mind  to 
attach  itself  to  the  contemplation  of  the  good  and  the  beautiful, 
wherever  he  found  them,  and  to  turn  away  from  the  sight  of  what 
was  evil,  misshapen,  and  hateful.  His  was  not  a  nature  to  pry  for 
faults,  or  disabuse  the  world  of  good-natured  mistakes ;  he  looked 
for  virtue,  love,  and  truth  among  men,  and  thanked  God  that  he 
found  them  in  such  large  measure.  If  there  are  touches  of  satire  in 
his  writings,  he  is  the  best-natured  and  most  amiable  of  satirists, 
amiable  beyond  Horace  ;  and  in  his  irony — for  there  is  a  vein  of  pl:iy- 
ful  irony  running  through  many  of  his  works — there  is  no  tinge  of 
bitterness. 

I  rejoice  for  my  part,  that  we  have  had  such  a  writer  as  Irving 
to  bridge  over  the  chasm  between  the  two  great  nations — that  an 
illustrious  American  lived  so  long  in  England,  and  was  so  much 
beloved  there,  and  sought,  so  earnestly  to  bring  the  people  of  the  two 
countries  to  a  better  understanding  with  each  other,  and  to  wean 
them  from  the  animosities  of  narrow  minds.  I  am  sure  that  there  is 
not  a  large-minded  and  large-hearted  man  in  all  our  country,  whocaii 
read  over  the  Sketch  Book,  and  the  other  writings  of  Irving,  aid  dis- 
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own  one  of  the  magnanimous  sentiments  they  express  with  regard 
to  England,  or  desire  to  abate  the  glow  of  one  of  his  warm  and 
cheerful  pictures  of  English  life.  Occasions  will  arise,  no  doubt,  for 
saying  some  things  in  a  less  accommodating  spirit,  and  there  are  men 
enough  on  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic  who  can  say  them  ;  but  Irving 
was  not  sent  into  the  world  on  that  errand.  A  different  work  was 
assigned  him  in  the  very  structure  of  his  mind  and  the  endowments 
of  his  heart — a  work  of  peace  and  brotherhood ;  and  I  will  say  for 
him,  that  he  nobly  performed  it. 

I  now  go  back  a  little,  to  give  the  following  letter  of 
Washington  to  his  brother  Ebenezer,  dated  January  10, 
1837,  four  days  prior  to  the  rude  assault  of  the  Plaindealer : 

All  is  going  on  well  at  the  cottage.  Peter  is  in  good  condition 
and  good  spirits. 

I  have  looked  over  the  account  current,  and  find,  on  computing  my 
expenses  since  I  began  housekeeping  on  the  1st  of  September,  that  I 
can  keep  on  at  the  rate  at  which  I  have  been  living  without  any 
danger  of  running  aground.  This  is  very  satisfactory ;  for  so  many 
fears  were  expressed  on  my  account,  that  I  almost  began  to  doubt, 
myself,  whether  I  were  not  playing  the  part  of  the  prodigal  son,  and 
wasting  my  substance  in  riotous  living.  I  question,  after  all, 
whether  the  cottage  will  not  prove,  in  the  end,  the  best  of  all  my 
speculations. 

Let  me  hear,  by  mail,  about  the  maps. 

The  maps  in  question  were  designed  for  the  work  he  was 
about  to  publish,  entitled  "  The  Adventures  of  Captain 
Bonneville,  U.  S.  A.,  in  the  Rocky  Mountains  of  the  Tar 
West.  Digested  from  his  Journal,  and  illustrated  from 
various  other  sources." 

A  few  weeks  later,  we  find  this  work  going  through  the 
press.  Peter  writes  from  the  cottage,  on  the  6th  of  March  : 

"Washington  is  in  New  York,  superintending  the  printing  of  a  new 
work,  which  will  be  supplementary  to  Astoria,  as  it  treats  of  expedi- 
tions in  the  same  regions  since  that  date,  with  an  ample  account  of  the 
Indian  tribes  and  the  white  trappers,  with  details  of  their  peculiar 
characters  and  adventurous  lives  beyond  the  Rocky  Mountains.  It  is 
a  picture  of  a  singular  class  of  people  midway  between  the  savage 
state  and  civilisation,  who  will  soon  cease  to  exist,  and  be  only  known 
in  such  records,  which  will  form  a  department  of  great  interest  in  the 
history  of  our  country. 

The  "  leading  theme"  of  these  pages,  however,  was  the 
expeditions  and  adventures  of  Captain  Bonneville,  of  the 
United  States  army,  "who,  in  a  rambling  kind  of  enterprise, 
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had  strangely  ingrafted  the  trapper  and  hunter  upon  the 
soldier."  Mr.  Irving  had  first  met  this  gentleman  in  the 
autumn  of  1835,  at  the  country  seat  of  Mr.  Astor.  Coming 
upon  him  afterwards,  in  the  following  wiuter,  at  Washington, 
and  finding  him  engaged  in  re-writing  and  extending  his 
travelling  notes,  and  making  maps  of  the  regions  he  had 
explored,  he  purchased  this  mass  of  manuscripts  from  him 
for  one  thousand  dollars,  and  undertook  to  fit  it  for  publica- 
tion, and  bring  it  before  the  world.  That  manuscript,  which 
was  full  of  interesting  details  of  life  among  the  mountains, 
and  of  the  singular  castes  of  races,  both  white  and  red  men, 
among  whom  he  had  sojourned,  formed  the  staple  of  the 
work,  though  other  facts  and  details  were  interwoven, 
gathered  from  other  sources,  especially  from  the  conversations 
and  journals  of  some  of  the  captain's  contemporaries,  who 
were  actors  in  the  scenes  he  describes  ;  while  to  the  whole 
he  gave  a  tone  and  colouring  drawn  from  his  own  observation 
during  his  tour  on  the  prairies. 

Mr.  Irving  obtained  for  the  work,  from  his  American 
publishers,  Carey,  Lea,  and  Co.,  three  thousand  dollars, 
and  from  Bentley,  in  London,  9001. 

It  was  while  this  work  was  going  through  the  press,  that 
Mr.  Irving  attended  a  complimentary  entertainment,  given 
by  the  booksellers  of  New  York  to  authors  and  other  literary 
and  distinguished  men,  at  which  Chancellor  Kent,  James  K. 
Paulding,  William  Cullen  Bryant,  Fitz-  Greene  Hal  leek,  Rev. 
Orville  Dewey,  Judge  Irving,  and  others,  were  present.  In 
the  absence  of  Thomas  Swords,  the  oldest  bookseller  in  New- 
York,  occasioned  by  ill  health,  Mr.  David  Pelt  presided. 
Mr.  George  P.  Putnam,  then  a  youthful  member  of  the 
trade,  was  one  of  the  committee  of  arrangements,  and  a  re- 
porter in  part  of  the  proceedings.  I  take  from  the  report  of 
the  future  publisher,  in  the  New  York  American,  the 
following  notice  of  Mr.  Irving's  brief  remarks,  which  derive 
their  chief  interest  from  the  pleasant  allusion  to  Eogers  and 
Halleck : 

Mr.  Washington  Irving,  being  called  upon  for  a  toast,  observed 
that  he  meant  to  propose  the  health  of  an  individual  whom  he  \\  as 
sure  all  present  would  delight  to  honour — of  Samuel  Rogers,  the 
poet.  Mr.  Irving  observed,  that  in  a  long  intimacy  with  Mr.  Rogers, 
he  had  ever  found  him  an  enlightened  and  liberal  friend  of  America 
and  Americans.  Possessing  great  influence  in  the  world  of  literature 
and  the  fine  arts  in  Great,  Britain,  from  his  acknowledged  soundness 
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of  judgment  and  refinement  of  taste,  he  bad  often  exerted  it  in  the 
kindest  and  most  gracious  manner  in  fostering,  encouraging,  and 
bringing  into  notice  the  talents  of  youthful  American  artists.  He 
had  also  manifested,  on  all  occasions,  the  warmest  sympathy  in  the 
success  of  American  writers,  and  the  promptest  disposition  to  acknow- 
ledge and  point  out  their  merits.  I  am  led  to  these  remarks,  added 
Mr.  Irving,  by  a  letter  received  yesterday  from  Mr.  Rogers,  acknow- 
ledging the  receipt  of  a  volume  of  Halleck's  Poems  which  I  had  sent 
him,  and  expressing  his  opinion  of  their  merits.  Mr.  Irving  here 
read  the  following  extract  from  the  letter : 

"  With  Mr.  Halleck's  Poems  I  was  already  acquainted,  particularly 
with  the  two  first  in  the  volume,  and  I  cannot  say  how  much  I 
admired  them  always.  They  are  better  than  anything  we  can  do  just 
now  on  our  side  the  Atlantic.  (Hear,  hear.)  I  hope  he  will  not  be 
idle,  but  continue  long  to  delight  us.  When  he  comes  here  again, 
he  must  not  content  himself  with  looking  on  the  outside  of  my  house, 
as  I  am  told  he  did  once,  but  knock  and  ring,  and  ask  for  me  as  for 
an  old  acquaintance.  (Cheers.)  I  should  say,  indeed,  if  I  am  here  to 
be  found  ;  for  if  he  or  you,  my  dear  friend,  delay  your  coming  much 
longer,  I  shall  have  no  hope  of  seeing  either  of  you  on  this  side  the 
grave." 

Mr.  Irving  concluded  by  giving  as  a  toast :  Samuel  Rogers — the 
friend  of  American  genius. 

The  company  all  rose,  and  drank  the  health  standing,  with  the 
greatest  enthusiasm. 

Notwithstanding  the  boding  allusion  to  his  declining  years 
in  Bogers's  letter — for  he  was  then  seventy-five — it  was  the 
fortune  of  Mr.  Irving  to  meet  again  the  venerable  bard  "  on 
this  side  the  grave"  more  than  once. 

Among  the  memorable  events  of  this  season  at  the  cottage, 
was  a  visit  from  the  present  Emperor  of  France,  then  simple 
Louis  Napoleon,  who,  after  having  been  a  prisoner  of  state 
for  some  months  on  board  of  a  French  man-of-war,  was  set  at 
liberty  on  our  shores  at  Norfolk,  early  in  the  spring  of  1837. 
From  Norfolk  he  came  immediately  to  New  York,  where  he 
remained  about  two  mouths,  and  then  returned  to  Europe. 
It  was  during  this  interval  that  he  made  bis  visit  to  the 
"  Boost,"  accompanied  by  a  young  French  count,  and  escorted 
by  a  neighbour,  Mr.  Anthony  Constant,  with  whom  he  had 
been  passing  a  day  or  two,  and  who  had  previously  announced 
to  Mr.  Irving  his  intention  of  bringing  him  to  breakfast. 
Mr.  Irving  enjoyed  tbe  visit,  and  was  much  interested  in 
the  peculiar  position  of  his  somewhat  quiet  guest,  though 
little  anticipating  the  dazzling  career  which  awaited  him. 
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At  this  time  Peter  had  resumed  his  place  in  "  the 
family  hive  "  in  New  York,  preferring,  in  his  invalid  ^ 
to  reconnoitre  the  world  from  a  nearer  and  more  populous 
point  than  the  cottage.  During  the  remaining  fourteen 
months  of  his  life  he  continued  in  the  city,  which  furnished 
so  much  more  for  amusement  and  observation. 

In  the  following  letter  to  Edward  Everett,  Mr.  Irving 
declines  an  invitation  to  deliver  a  public  address  : 

Greenburg,  July  12,  1837. 

DEAK  SIR, — I  have  to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  your  favour  of 
the  24th  ult.,  informing  me  that  the  government  of  the  Boston 
Lyceum  had  done  me  the  honour  to  invite  me  to  deliver  the  intro- 
ductory address  at  the  opening  of  their  course  for  next  winter.  The 
official  communication  to  which  you  advert  has  not  come  to  hand, 
probably  owing  to  the  irregularity  witli  which  my  letters  are  for- 
warded me  from  town.  I  trust,  therefore,  that  a  reply  to  you  as 
President  of  the  Institution  will  be  sufficient.  I  have  delayed  reply- 
ing earlier,  in  the  hope  that  I  might  prevail  upon  myself  to  accept 
so  very  flattering  and  gratifying  an  invitation  ;  but  1  regret  to  say 
that  a  shrinking  repugnance  to  everything  calculated  to  bring  me 
personally  before  the  public  eye,  has,  by  unwise  indulgence,  grown 
upon  me  to  such  a  degree  as  to  be,  I  fear,  absolutely  insurmount- 
able. There  is  no  gift  I  more  envy  and  admire  than  that  which, 
enables  the  possessor  to  bring  his  mind  to  act  directly  upon  an  in- 
telligent audience,  and  to  arouse  and  delight  his  auditors.  Did  I 
possess  this  great  and  glorious  gift,  I  should  feel  a  triumph  in  exert- 
ing it  before  such  an  audience  as  that  of  the  Lyceum ;  but  feeling 
and  deploring  my  incapacity,  I  can  only,  through  you,  convey  to  that 
institution  my  most  sincere  and  grateful  acknowledgments  for  the 
high  proof  they  have  given  me  of  their  esteem. 

Accept  for  yourself,  my  dear  sir,  my  kindest  thanks  for  the 
repeated  marks  of  friendly  consideration  which  I  have  experienced 
from  you  from  time  to  time,  and  believe  me,  with  the  highest  respect 
and  regard, 

Very  faithfully  yours, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

Hon.  Edward  Everett,  &c.  &c.  &c. 

The  little  domain  of  the  Boost,  originally  of  ten 
afterwards  swelled  to  eighteen,  now  consisted  of  about 
fifteen  acres — eight  acres,  added  in  the  spring  of  1830, 
having  been  exchanged  by  the  author  for  a  neighbouring  lot, 
the  property  of  his  nephew,  Oscar  Irving.  In  the  succeed- 
ing year  he  bought  fourteen  additional  acres,  of  which  he 
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soon  after  parted  with  six  for  the  cost  of  the  fourteen — the 
only  fortunate  speculation,  as  he  used  to  say,  he  ever  made, 
though  the  purchase  of  Michigan  lands,  in  which  he  went 
shares  with  his  friend  Kemble,  humorously  hinted  at  in  the 
following  letter,  must  certainly  claim  exemption  from  his 
unlucky  ventures.  The  letter  is  addressed  to  his  old  friend, 
then  a  member  of  the  House  of  Representatives  at  Wash- 
ington, from  the  residence  of  Mr.  John  Jacob  Astor,  in  the 
city,  where  he  was  then  on  a  visit,  and  contains  something 
like  a  profession  of  political  faith — as  near,  perhaps,  as  he 
ever  came  to  one  ;  for  though  always  keenly  alive  to  every- 
thing that  affected  the  interest  or  honour  of  his  country, 
he  had  no  party  prejudices  or  strongly  marked  political 
opinions. 

To  GOUVERNEUR   KEMBLE. 

New  York,  Jan.  10,  1838. 

MY  DEAR  KEMBLE, — On  coming  to  town,  T  found  yours  of  the 
3rd  inst.  waiting  for  me.  Arrange  with  Godfrey  as  you  think  best 
about  the  payment  of  the  land.  The  late  hardships  of  the  times 
have  moderated  all  my  towering  notions.  I  am  now  perfectly 
resigned  to  fifty  per  cent,  profit,  and  seven  per  cent,  interest  until 
paioT.  Xothing  teaches  a  man  better  philosophy  than  a  little  experi- 
ence iii  "  castle  building." 

My  brother  E.  I.,  who,  you  know,  is  a  wary  man  of  business,  sug- 
gests that  the  mortgage  we  are  to  receive  should  be  signed  by  the 
wives  of  the  opposite  parties,  if  they  have  any,  and  that  the  build- 
ings on  the  land  mortgaged  should  be  insured,  and  the  policies 
assigned  to  us. 

As  to  Van  Buren's  insinuation  that  I  have  cut  him,  I  repel  the 
monstrous  charge.  What!  cut  a  President?— turn  my  back  upon  a 
friend  when  at  the  height  of  power  ?  What  the  plague  does  he  take 
me  for?  I  always  suspected  he  had  no  very  high  idea  of  my  merit  as 
a  politician,  but  I  never  imagined  he  could  think  me  capable  of  so 
gross  a  departure  from  the  ways  of  the  political  world. 

Seriously,  however,  I  have  not  corresponded  with  Van  Buren, 
because  I  did  not  relish  some  points  of  his  policy,  nor  believe  in  the 
wisdom  and  honesty  of  some  of  Ms  elbow  counsellors ;  yet  had  too 
great  diffidence  of  my  own  judgment  and  experience  in  political 
matters  to  intrude  upon  him  my  opinions.  I  have  for  him  the  most 
hearty  and  sincere  regard,  and,  if  I  had  the  arm  of  a  Hercules,  I 
would  lift  him  out  of  the  mire  in  which  I  think  others  are  plunging 
him,  and  would  place  him  upon  firm  ground ;  but  with  my  feeble 
and  uncertain  means,  I  should  only  bother  where  I  might  seek  to 
aid. 
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As  far  as  I  know  my  own  mind,  I  am  thoroughly  a  republican,  and 
attached,  from  complete  conviction,  to  the  institutions  of  tny  country; 
but  I  am  a  republican  without  gall,  and  have  no  bitterness  iu  my 
creed.  I  have  no  relish  for  puritans  either  in  religion  or  politics, 
who  arc  for  pushing  principles  to  an  extreme,  and  for  overturning 
everything  that  stands  in  the  way  of  their  own  zealous  career.  I 
have,  therefore,  felt  a  strong  distaste  for  some  of  those  loco-foco  lu- 
minaries who  of  late  have  been  urging  strong  and  sweeping  measures, 
subversive  of  the  interests  of  great  classes  of  the  community.  Their 
doctrines  may  be  excellent  iu  theory,  but  if  enforced  in  violent  and 
uncompromising  opposition  to  all  our  habitudes,  may  produce  the 
most  distressing  effects.  The  best  of  remedies  must  be  cautiously 
applied,  and  suited  to  the  state  and  constitution  of  the  patient; 
otherwise,  what  is  intended  to  cure,  may  produce  convulsion.  The 
late  elections  have  shown  that  the  measures  proposed  by  government 
are  repugnant  to  the  feelings  and  habitudes,  or  disastrous  to  the  in- 
terests of  great  portions  of  our  fellow-citizens.  They  should  not 
then  be  forced  home  with  rigour.  Ours  is  a  government  of  com- 
promise. We  have  several  great  and  distinct  interests  bound  up 
together,  which,  if  not  separately  consulted  and  severally  accommo- 
dated, may  harass  and  impair  each  other.  A  stern,  inflexible,  and 
uniform  policy  may  do  for  a  small,  compact  republic,  like  one  of 
those  of  ancient  Greece,  where  there  is  a  unity  of  character,  habits, 
and  interests;  but  a  more  accommodating,  discriminating,  and 
variable  policy  must  be  observed  in  a  vast  republic  like  ours,  formed 
of  a  variety  of  States  widely  differing  in  habits,  pursuits,  characters, 
and  climes,  and  banded  together  by  a  few  general  ties. 

I  always  distrust  the  soundness  of  political  councils  that  are 
accompanied  by  acrimonious  and  disparaging  attacks  upon  any  great 
class  of  our  fellow-citizens.  Such  are  those  urged  to  the  disadvan- 
tage of  the  great  trading  and  financial  classes  of  our  country.  You 
yourself  know,  from  education  and  experience,  how  important  these 
classes  are  to  the  prosperous  conduct  of  the  complicated  affairs  of 
this  immense  empire.  You  yourself  know,  in  spite  of  all  the  com- 
mon-place cant  and  obloquy  that  has  been  cast  upon  them  by  political 
spouters  and  scribblers,  what  general  good  faiih  and  fair  dealing  pre- 
vails throughout  these  classes.  Knaves  and  swindlers  there  are  doubt- 
less among  them,  as  there  are  among  all  great  classes  of  men  ;  but  I 
declare  that  I  looked  with  pride  and  admiration  at  the  manner  in  which 
the  great  body  of  our  commercial  and  financial  men  have  struggled 
on  through  the  tremendous  trials  which  have  of  late  overwhelmed 
them,  and  have  endeavoured  at  every  pecuniary  sacrifice  to  fulfil  their 
engagements.  Europe,  after  an  interval  of  panic  and  distrust,  is 
beginning  to  do  them  justice,  and  the  faith  of  an  American  merchant, 
and  of  American  moneyed  institutions,  is  likely  to  take  a  still  higher 
rank  in  foreign  estimation,  from  the  recent  trials  it  has  sustained. 

As  to  the  excessive  expansions  of  commerce,  and  the  extravagant 
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land  speculations,  which  excited  such  vehement  censure,  I  look  upon 
them  as  incident  to  that  spirit  of  enterprise  natural  to  a  young 
country  in  a  state  of  rapid  and  prosperous  development;  a  spirit 
inense  impulse  in  its  onward  career,  and  promises  to  carry  it  ahead 
which,  with  all  its  occasional  excesses,  has  given  our  nation  an  im- 
of  all  the  nations  of  the  globe.  There  are  moral  as  well  as  physical 
phenomena  incident  to  every  state  of  things,  which  may  at  first 
appear  evils,  but  which  are  devised  by  an  all-seeing  Providence  for 
some  beneficent  purpose.  Such  is  the  spirit  of  speculative  enterprise 
which  now  and  then  rises  to  an  extravagant  height,  and  sweeps 
throughout  the  land.  It  grows  out  of  the  very  state  of  our  country 
and  its  institutions,  and,  though  sometimes  productive  of  temporary 
mischief,  yet  leaves  behind  it  lasting  benefits.  The  late  land  specu- 
lations, so  much  deprecated,  though  ruinous  to  many  engaged  in 
them,  have  forced  agriculture  and  civilisation  into  the  depths  of  the 
wilderness ;  have  laid  open  the  recesses  of  primeval  forests ;  made 
us  acquainted  with  the  most  available  points  of  our  immense  interior  ; 
have  cast  the  germs  of  future  towns  and  cities  and  busy  marts  in  the 
heart  of  savage  solitudes,  and  studded  our  vast  rivers  and  internal 
seas  with  ports  that  will  soon  give  activity  to  a  vast  internal  com- 
merce. Millions  of  acres  which  might  otherwise  have  remained  idle 
and  impracticable  wastes,  have  been  brought  under  the  dominion  of  the 
plough,  and  hundreds  of  thousands  of  industrious  yeomen  have  been 
carried  into  the  rich  but  remote  depths  of  our  immense  empire,  to 
multiply  and  spread  out  in  every  direction,  and  give  solidity  and 
strength  to  our  great  confederacy. 

All  this  has  in  a  great  measure  been  effected  by  the  extravagant 
schemes  of  land  speculators.  I  am,  therefore,  inclined  to  look  upon 
them  with  a  more  indulgent  eye  than  they  are  considered  by  those 
violent  politicians  who  are  prescribing  violent  checks  and  counter 
measures,  and  who  seem  to  have  something  vindictive  in  their 
policy. 

But  enough  of  all  this  scribble  scrabble.  I  shall  be  heartily  glad 
if  Mr.  Van  Buren,  by  his  sub-treasury  scheme,  or  any  other  measure, 
can  extricate  both  the  government  and  the  country  from  the  present 
state  of  financial  perplexity.  For  my  own  part,  1  cannot  but  think 
a  national  bank,  properly  restrained  and  guarded  (especially  as  it 
respects  dealing  in  foreign  exchange),  will,  after  all,  be  the  measure 
most  likely  to  suit  the  circumstances  of  the  country,  and  restore  the 
prosperous  action  of  its  trade.  It  would  be  a  salutary  check  upon, 
all  minor  banks,  and  would  curb  the  power  of  Mr.  Biddle,  who  is 
now  getting  a  complete  financial  sway. 

And  now,  my  dear  Kemble,  let  me  have  done  with  this  "  mortal 
coil,"  and  thank  you  for  your  kind  invitation  to  Washington.  I 
should  like  much  a  visit  there,  if  I  could  lounge  about,  a  quiet  and 
idle  spectator;  but  I  have  a  love  of  ease  and  tranquillity  growing 
upon  me,  that  makes  even  the  bustle  of  gay  society  irksome,  and 
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whicli  quite  incapacitates  me  for  the  turmoil  and  excitement  of  a 
great  political  metropolis  in  a  high  state  of  fermentation.  I  am  now 
in  the  city,  on  a  visit  to  old  Mr.  Astor,  with  whom  I  shall  probably 
remain  for  two  or  three  weeks,  and  then  return  to  my  little  retreat  in 
the  country,  where  I  play  the  hermit  without  the  least  shadow  of 
gloom,  and  from  whence  I  peep  forth  upon  the  world  without  the 
Blighted  tinge  of  misanthropy  or  spleen. 

my  kindest  regards  to  Mr.  Van  Buren,  and  tell  him,  that 
though  I  refrain  from  "  bestowing  my  tediousness  "  upon  him  in  the 
way  of  advice,  yet  I  like  him  just  as  well  as  if  I  scribbled  to  him 
by 'the  ream  ;  and   that  though  I  may  appear  to  cut  him  now  in  the 
day  of  his  power,  yet,  whenever  he  may  retire  from  the  Presidential 
chair,  lie  shall  be  welcome  to  the  easiest  chair  in  my  cottage. 
With  kind  remembrances  to  your  sister  Mary, 
Yours  ever,  my  dear  Kemble, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

The  following  is  also  addressed  to  the  same  correspondent, 
in  reply  to  some  query  respecting  a  rumour  which  had 
reached  him : 

New  York,  March  12,  1838. 

MY  DEAR  KEMBLE, — Absence  from  town  has  prevented  my  an- 
swering sooner  your  letter  of  the  4th  inst.  There  is  no  truth  in  the 
rumour  of  my  having  consented  to  become  a  candidate  for  the 
Mayoralty.  I  have  not  even  been  applied  to  on  the  subject ;  but,  if 
I  had  been,  nothing  could  induce  me  to  undertake  an  office  for  which 
I  feel  myself  so  little  fitted.  Besides,  I  value  my  peace  of  mind 
too  highly  to  suffer  myself  to  be  drawn  into  the  vortex  of  New 
York  politics ;  which,  not  to  speak  profanely,  is  a  perfect  political 
Hellgate. 

*  *  *  With  kindest  remembrances  to  your  sister,  I  am,  my 
dear  Kemble,  yours  ever, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

P.  S. — How  stands  the  Godfrey  affair  ?  Are  we  likely  to  have  any 
more  money  this  spring  ?  I  wish  to  know,  that  I  may  make  my  cal- 
culations for  the  ways  and  means  for  the  current  year. 

So  large  a  portion  of  Mr.  Irving's  funda  had  now  been 
locked  up  in  unproductive  land  purchases,  that  it  was  a 
subject  of  anxious  interest  with  him  to  know  from  what 
quarter  he  would  derive  an  income  to  meet  the  current  ex- 
penses of  the  cottage. 

At  the  date  of  the  foregoing  extract,  "Washington  was  in 
the  city,  attending  at  the  bedside  of  John,  who  was  soon 
after  removed  from  him  by  death.  This  brother,  about 
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•whom  he  had  long  before  expressed  his  fears  that  his  health 
would  give  way  under  the  exhausting  duties  of  his  official 
position,  was  now  sinking  into  the  grave,  a  martyr  to  an 
overtasked  mind.  He  expired  on  the  15th  of  March,  in  the 
fifty-eighth  year  of  his  age,  after  having  filled  with  honour 
the  position  of  First  Judge  of  the  Court  of  Common  Pleas 
for  the  City  and  County  of  New  York  for  twenty  years.  He 
was  a  man  of  perfect  uprightness  and  great  refinement  of 
character,  and  enjoyed,  through  life,  the  high  respect  of  the 
community.  In  his  earlier  days  he  had  something  of  a 
literary  turn,  which,  however,  was  soon  quenched  under  the 
dry  details  of  the  law,  and  the  resolute  fidelity  with  which 
he  gave  himself  up  to  the  claims  of  his  profession. 

Some  time  after  this,  we  find  Mr.  Irving  again  in  his  little 
country  home,  whence  he  writes  to  his  sister,  Mrs.  Paris : 

My  return  to  the  cottage  was  a  return  to  peace  and  tranquillity  of 
mind.  I  laid  awake  early  this  morning,  with  the  little  birds  singing 
before  the  window,  and  all  my  thoughts  and  plans  were  pleasant.  I 
am  convinced,  now,  that  I  can  carry  on  this  little  establishment 
much  more  economically  than  heretofore,  and  full  as  pleasantly.  When 
the  housekeeping  at  Bridge-street  is  broken  up,  the  girls  must  hail 
from  the  cottage  as  a  homestead,  and  must  consider  it  such.  *  *  * 

Yesterday  I  had  a  full  deputation  from  Tammany  Hall  at  the 
cottage,  informing  me  that  I  had  been  unanimously  and  vociferously 
nominated  as  Mayor,  and  hoping  that  I  would  consent  to  be  a  candi- 
date. Of  course  I  declined. 

Mr.  Irving  had  scarcely  declined  this  proffered  nomina- 
tion for  an  incongruous  post,  when  he  received  a  letter  from 
President  Van  Bureu,  informing  him  of  the  intention  of  the 
existing  Secretary  of  the  Navy  to  retire,  and  tendering  him 
the  appointment  as  his  successor. 

I  believe  you  to  possess  (writes  Mr.  Van  Bureu,  with  whom  he 
had  maintained  intimate  and  friendly  personal  relations)  in  an  eminent 
degree  those  peculiar  qualities  which  should  distinguish  the  head  of 
that  department,  and  the  successful  and  efficient  employment  of 
which  is  so  important  to  this  branch  of  the  public  service.  This 
opinion  has  been  confirmed  by  a  full  and  confidential  conversation 
•with  your  friends  Paulding  and  Kemble,  whose  judgment  and  sin- 
cerity I  highly  respect,  and  the  former  of  whom  is  more  particularly 
informed  in  regard  to  the  services  to  be  rendered. 

Mr.  Irving,  however,  was  not  to  be  tempted  by  the  offer 
of  so  honourable  a  post  in  the  cabinet  of  the  President. 
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Mature  reflection  (he  writes  in  reply)  and  self-examination  have 
served  to  confirm  my  first  impulse,  which  was  to  decline  your  most 
kind  and  flattering  offer.  It  is  not  so  much  the  duties  of  the  post 
that  I  fear,  as  I  take  a  delight  jn  full  occupation,  and  the  concerns  of 
the  Navy  Department  would  be  peculiarly  interesting  to  me ;  but  I 
shrink  from  the  harsh  cares  and  turmoils  of  public  and  political  life  at 
Washington,  and  feel  that  I  am  too  sensitive  to  endure  the  bitter 
personal  hostility,  and  the  slanders  and  misrepresentations  of  the 
press,  which  beset  high  station  in  tins  country.  This  argues,  I  con- 
fess, a  weakness  of  spirit  and  a  want  of  true  philosophy ;  but  I  speak 
of  myself  as  I  am,  not.  as  I  ought  to  be.  Perhaps,  had  my  ambition 
been  directed  toward  official  distinction,  I  might  have  become  inured 
to  the  struggle ;  but  it  has  lain  in  a  different  and  more  secluded  path, 
and  has  nurtured  in  me  habits  of  quiet  and  a  love  of  peace  of  mind 
that  daily  unfit  me  more  and  more  for  the  collisions  of  the  world.  I 
really  believe  it  would  take  but  a  short  career  of  public  life  at  Wash- 
ington to  render  me  mentally  and  physically  a  perfect  wreck,  and  to 
hurry  me  prematurely  into  old  age. 


CHAPTER  LX. 

Letter  to  Pierre  M.  Irving — Death  of  Peter — Letter  to  Mrs.  Van  Wart  on 
the  Subject — Further  Extracts  from  Letters  to  Mrs.  Van  Wart,  giving 
gossipings  about  the  Cottage — His  Investments  in  Land  unproductive 
of  Revenue — Gets  his  Pen  in  Motion — Engages  upon  the  Conquest  of 
Mexico — Surrenders  the  Theme  to  Prescott — Correspondence  on  the  Sub- 
ject— Extract  from  Letter  to  Pierre  M.  Irving  after  Receipt  of  Prescott's 
History  of  the  Conquest  of  Mexico. 

THE  letter  which  follows  shows  the  anxiety  of  Mr.  Irving 
to  turn  sotne  of  his  unproductive  real  estate  into  the  means 
of  income,  as  his  cottage,  from  being  a  bachelor  nest,  had 
assumed  the  character  of  a  family  mansion,  and  made  pro- 
portionate demands  upon  his  purse.  It  had  been  decided 
that  Ebenezer  should  give  up  the  house  in  town,  and  his 
family,  heretofore  fluctuating  inmates  of  the  Boost,  were 
now  to  make  it  their  permanent  home.  Ebenezer  and  Peter 
still  retained  apartments  in  the  city,  while  Washington,  to 
quote  from  one  of  the  last  letters  Peter  was  ever  to  write, 
addressed  to  Mrs.  Irving  at  Toledo,  "was  vibrating  between 
town  and  country  like  the  pendulum  of  a  clock."  The  letter 
is  addressed  to  me  at  Toledo,  at  which  place  I  remained 
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until  the  following  autumn,  when  I  resumed  my  residence 
in  New  York. 

To  PIERRE  M.  IRVING,  Toledo,  Ohio. 

Wolfert's  Roost,  May  18,  1838. 

MY  DEAR  PIERRE, — I  am  more  and  more  convinced  that  the  very 
best  thing  to  be  done  with  the  Toledo  lots,  is  to  put  up  small  build- 
ings on  some  of  them  as  speedily  as  possible ;  by  this  means  we  may 
soon  be  in  the  receipt  of  a  full  interest  on  the  whole  amount  invested 
there ;  and,  for  my  own  part,  I  should  be  well  contented  to  let  it  re- 
main thus  invested.  1  have  urged  your  uncle  E.  I.  to  write  to  you 
on  the  subject,  but  as  he  is  apt  to  take  a  long  time  to  load  his  piece 
regularly,  I  have  thought  proper  to  give  you  this  random  shot. 

*  *  *  We  are  all  cozily  quartered  at  the  Roost,  and  very  comfort- 
able. The  season  is  coming  out  in  all  its  beauty,  and  we  are  in  the 
rnidst  of  birds  and  blossoms  and  flowers.  I  look  forward  with  plea- 
sure to  the  prospect  of  seeing  you  and  Helen  at  the  cottage  in  the 
course  of  the  summer,  and  showing  you  what  a  capital  florist  and  hor- 
ticulturist and  agriculturist  I  am  becoming.  1  beat  all  the  gentle- 
man farmers  in  my  neighbourhood,  for  I  can  manage  to  raise  my  vege- 
tables and  fruits  at  very  little  more  than  twice  the  market  price. 
With  my  best  love  to  my  dear  Helen, 

Yours  ever  affectionately, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

On  the  27th  of  the  following  month,  "Washington  was 
called  to  meet  one  of  the  severest  blows  of  his  life  in  the 
death  of  his  cherished  brother  Peter.  His  danger  was  con- 
sidered imminent  but  a  very  few  days.  How  deeply  he  felt 
this  great  bereavement,  following  so  soon  after  the  death,  of 
his  brother  John,  the  following  extract  from  a  letter  to  his 
sister,  Mrs.  Yan  "Wart,  dated  nearly  three  months  after,  will 
show: 

Every  day,  every  hour,  I  feel  how  completely  Peter  and  myself 
were  intertwined  together  in  the  whole  course  of  our  existence. 
Indeed,  the  very  circumstance  of  our  both  having  never  been  mar- 
ried, bound  us  more  closely  together.  The  rest  of  the  family  were 
married,  and  had  families  of  their  own  to  engross  or  divide  their 
sympathies,  and  to  weaken  the  fraternal  tie  ;  but  we  stood  in  the  ori- 
ginal, unimpaired  relation  to  each  other,  and,  in  proportion  as  others 
were  weaned  away  by  circumstances,  we  grew  more  and  more  toge- 
ther. I  was  not  conscious  how  much  this  was  the  case  while  he  was 
living,  but,  now  that  he  is  gone,  I  feel  how  all-important  he  was  to 
me.  A  dreary  feeling  of  loneliness  comes  on  me  at  times,  that  I 
reason  against  in  vain ;  for,  though  surrounded  by  affectionate  rela- 
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tives,  I  feel  that  none  can  be  what  he  was  to  me ;  none  can  take  so 
thorough  an  interest  in  my  concerns  j  to  none  can  I  so  confidingly  lay 
open  my  every  thought  and  feeling,  and  expose  every  fault  and  foible, 
certain  of  such  perfect  toleration  and  indulgence.  Since  our 
mother's  death  I  have  had  no  one  who  could  so  patiently  and 
tenderly  'war  with  all  my  \vcaknesses  and  infirmities,  and  throw  over 
every  error  the  mantle  of  ailVetion.  I  have  been  trying,  of  late,  to 
resume  my  pen,  and,  by  engaging  my  mind  in  some  intellectual  task, 
to  keep  it  from  brooding  over  these  melancholy  themes  ;  but  I  find  it 
almost  impossible.  My  literary  pursuits  have  been  so  often  carried 
on  by  his  side,  and  under  his  eye — I  have  been  so  accustomed  to  talk 
over  every  plan  with  him,  and,  as  it  were,  to  think  aloud  when  in  his 
presence,  that  I  cannot  open  a  book,  or  take  up  a  paper,  or  recal  a 
past  vein  of  thought,  without  having  him  instantly  before  me,  and 
finding  myself  completely  overcome.  I  hope  and  trust  that,  as  the 
autumn  advances  and  the  weather  becomes  cool  and  bracing,  I  shall 
regain  something  of  my  usual  vigour  of  body,  and  with  it  a  healthier 
tone  of  mind ;  at  any  rate,  i  will  not  trouble  you  again  with  such  sad 
lamentations. 

This  extract  is  dated  September  22nd.  October  24th  he 
writes  to  the  same  sister : 

My  little  cottage  is  well  stocked.  I  have  Ebenezer's  five  girls, 
and  himself  also,  whenever  he  can  be  spared  from  town — sister  Ca- 
therine  and  her  daughter — Mr.  Paris  occasionally — with  casual  visits 
from  all  the  rest  of  our  family  connexion.  The  cottage,  therefore,  is 
never  lonely.  It  is  now  the  beautiful  autumnal  season,  and  the  wea- 
ther this  year  is  extremely  fine.  The  summer  has  extended  far  into 
autumn  ;  \vc  have  had  no  sharp  frosts,  and  it  is  but  recently  that  we 
have  made  fires.  The  foliage  has  its  rich  and  variegated  autumnal 
tints,  and  the  wide  landscape  has  that  prevailing  golden  hue  that 
gives  such  sober  magnificence  to  the  decline  of  the  year.  The  girls 
live  very  much  in  the  open  air.  The  retired  situation  of  the  cottage, 
with  its  secluded  walks,  quiet  glens,  and  sheltering  groves,  enables 
them  to  rove  about  without  fear  or  restraint. 

December  1st  he  writes  again  to  Mrs.  Van  "Wart,  giving 
her  this  glimpse  into  his  domestic  and  literary  concerns: 

You  are  urgent  with  me,  my  dear  sister,  to  pay  you  a  visit  in  the 
spring.  You  have  no  idea  how  completely  I  am  rooted  here.  I  can- 
not afford  any  more  to  travel.  A  considerable  part  of  my  means  is 
invested  in  land,  which  at  the  present  moment  is  unproductive  of  re- 
venue, and  I  have  to  economise  on  various  points,  to  keep  from  going 
too  much  behindhand.  I  cannot,  as  formerly,  carry  my  home  with 
me,  and  limit  my  expenses  to  my  personal  expenditure.  \\  hrrever  F 
go,  my  cottage  must  be  kept  up;  so  that  my  travelling  expenditures 
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would  be  an  additional  drain  on  my  purse.  What  has  made  me  feel 
rather  poor  of  late,  and  cautious  as  to  extra  expenses,  is  the  circum- 
stance that  for  a  long  time  past  I  have  been  unable  to  exercise  my 
pen  ;  until  at  length  I  became  despondent,  and  thought  the  vein  had 
entirely  deserted  me.  This,  of  course,  would  dry  up  my  usual  source 
of  support  and  throw  me  entirely  on  the  income  to  be  derived  from 
my  actual  capital,  which,  as  I  have  already  observed,  is  in  a  great 
measure  invested  in  unproductive  property.  Happily,  within  the 
last  month,  I  have  been  once  more  enabled  to  get  my  pen  into 
motion ;  and  the  effect  has  been  most  salutary  on  my  spirits,  as  well 
as  cheering  to  my  prospects.  *  *  *  The  bracing  weather  of  autumn 
has  been  quite  a  restorative  to  me,  and  I  feel  myself  recovering  from 
that  wretched  depression  of  spirits,  and  prostration  of  all  physical 
and  mental  energy,  into  which  I  sank  for  a  time  last  summer.  I 
begin  to  hope  there  is  yet  some  stuff  in  me  unworked,  and  which  I 
may  be  able  to  work  out  successfully.  If  so,  life  will  still  have  its 
occupation  and  motive,  and  I  may  continue  to  live  to  some  purpose. 
*  *  *  I  had  intended  to  write  Marianne  a  letter  the  week  before 
last,  but  I  got  into  a  vein  of  literary  occupation — the  first  I  had  had 
for  a  long  time — and  it  was  too  important  an  event  to  be  trifled  with ; 
so  I  nursed  the  mood  along,  to  get  it  completely  under  way,  and  had 
to  give  up  all  letter  writing. 

Mr.  Irving  was  now  busy  upon  the  History  of  the  Con- 
quest of  Mexico,  and  it  was  upon  this  theme  that  he  was 
exercising  that  "  vein  of  literary  occupation,"  alluded  to  at 
the  close  of  the  foregoing  letter.  He  had  not  only  com- 
menced the  work,  but  had  made  a  rough  draft  to  form  the 
groundwork  of  the  first  volume,  when  he  went  to  New  York 
to  procure  or  consult  some  books  on  the  subject.  He  was 
engaged  in  "  The  City  Library,"  as  it  is  commonly  desig- 
nated, though  its  official  style  is  "  The  New  York  Society 
Library,"  then  temporarily  in  Chambers-street,  when  he  was 
accosted  by  Mr.  Joseph  Gr.  Cogswell,  the  eminent  scholar, 
afterward  so  long  and  honourably  connected  with  the  Astor 
Library.  It  was  from  this  gentleman  that  Mr.  Irving  first 
learned  that  Mr.  Prescott,  who  had  a  few  months  before 
gained  a  proud  name  on  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic  by  his 
History  of  Ferdinand  and  Isabella,  now  had  the  work  in 
contemplation  upon  which  he  had  actually  commenced. 
Cogswell  first  sounded  him  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Prescott,  to 
know  what  subject  he  was  occupied  upon,  as  he  did  not  wish 
to  come  again  across  the  same  ground  with  him.  Mr.  Irving 
asked :  "  Is  Mr.  Prescott  engaged  upon  an  American  sub- 
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ject  ?"  "  He  is,"  was  the  reply.  "  What  is  it  ?  Is  it  the 
Conquest  of  Mexico  ?"  Mr.  Irving  rapidly  asked.  "  It  is," 
answered  Cogswell.  "  Well,  then,"  said  Mr.  Irving,  "  I  am 
engaged  upon  that  subject,  but  tell  Mr.  Prescott  I  abandon 
it  to  him,  and  I  am  happy  to  have  this  opportunity  of  testi- 
fying my  high  esteem  for  his  talents,  and  my  sense  of  the 
very  courteous  manner  in  which  he  has  spoken  of  myself  and 
my  writings  in  his  Ferdinand  and  Isabella,  though  they  in- 
terfered with  a  part  of  the  subject  of  his  history." 

In  a  subsequent  conversation,  Mr.  Irving  learned  from 
^lr.  Cogswell  that  Mr.  Prescott  had  not  commenced  the 
work,  but  had  merely  collected  materials  for  it.  He  did  not, 
however,  revoke  what  he  had  said,  but  threw  by  his  pen,  and 
gave  up  the  task  on  which  he  had  been  occupied  during  the 
autumn  and  winter. 

It  was  not,  however,  without  a  pang  that  he  surrendered 
so  glorious  a  theme ;  and  I  think  that  on  the  same  day  in 
which  he  told  me  what  I  have  related  above,  he  mentioned  to 
me  that  he  had  been  looking  over  some  papers  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  had  come  across  his  commencement  of  the  Conquest 
of  Mexico ;  that  he  had  read  over  what  he  had  written,  and, 
in  a  fit  of  vexation  at  having  lost  the  magnificent  theme,  de- 
stroyed the  manuscript. 

With  this  preface,  I  introduce  the  following  correspon- 
dence between  him  and  Mr.  Prescott,  alike  honourable  to 
both  parties.  The  first  letter  is  from  Mr.  Prescott : 

Boston,  Dec.  31,  1838. 

MY  DEAB  SIR, — If  you  will  allow  one  to  address  you  so  familiarly, 
who  has  not  the  pleasure  of  your  personal  acquaintance,  though  he 
feels  as  if  he  had  known  you  for  a  long  time.  Our  friend,  Mr.  Cogs- 
well, who  is  here  on  a  short  visit,  mentioned  to  me  a  conversation 
which  he  had  with  you  respecting  the  design  I  had  formed  of  giving 
an  account  of  the  Conquest  of  Mexico  and  Peru.  I  hope  you  AY  ill 
excuse  me,  if  I  tell  you  how  the  matter  stands  with  me. 

Soon  after  I  had  despatched  their  Catholic  Highnesses,  Ferdinand 
and  Isabella,  I  found  the  want  of  my  old  companions  in  the  long 
hours  of  an  idle  man's  life ;  and  as  I  looked  around  for  something 
else,  the  history  of  Cortes  and  Pizarro  struck  me  as  the  best  subject, 
from  its  growing  out  of  the  period  I  had  become  familiar  with,  as  well 
as  from  its  relation  to  our  own  country.  I  found,  too,  I  had  peculiar 
facilities  for  getting  such  books  and  MSS.  as  I  needed  from  Madrid, 
through  the  kindness  of  Mr.  Calderon,  whom  you  know.  The  only 
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doubts  on  the  subject  I  had,  were  respecting  your  designs  in  the 
same  way,  since  you  had  already  written  the  adventures  of  the  earlier 
discoverers.  I  thought  of  writing  you,  to  learn  from  you  your  in- 
tentions ;  but  I  was  afraid  it  would  seem  impertinent  in  a  stranger 
to  pry  into  your  affairs.  I  made  inquiries,  however,  of  several  of 
your  friends,  and  could  not  learn  that  you  had  any  purpose  of  occu- 
pying yourself  with  the  subject.  And  as  you  had  never  made  any 
public  intimation  of  the  sort,  I  believe,  and  several  years  had  elapsed 
since  your  last  publication  of  the  kind,  during  which  your  attention 
had  been  directed  in  another  channel,  I  concluded  that  you  had  aban- 
doned the  intention,  if  you  had  ever  formed  it.  I  therefore  made  up 
my  mind  to  go  on  with  it ;  and  as  I  proposed  to  give  a  pretty  thorough 
preliminary  view  of  the  state  of  civilisation  in  Mexico  and  Peru  pre- 
vious to  the  Conquest,  I  determined  to  spare  no  pains  or  expense  in 
collecting  materials.  I  have  remitted  300/.  to  Madrid  for  the  pur- 
chase and  copying  of  books  and  MSS.,  and  have  also  sent  for  Lord 
Kingsborough's  and  such  other  works  relating  to  Mexico  as  I  can 
get  from  London.  I  have  also  obtained  letters  to  individuals  in 
Mexico,  for  the  purpose  of  collecting  what  may  be  of  importance  to 
me  there.  Some  of  the  works  from  London  have  arrived,  and  the 
drafts  from  Madrid  show  that  my  orders  are  executing  there.  Such 
works  as  can  be  got  here,  in  a  pretty  good  collection  in  the  College 
Library,  I  have  already  examined,  and  wait  only  for  my  books  from 
Spain.  This  is  the  state  of  affairs,  now  that  I  have  learned  from 
Mr.  C.  that  you  had  originally  proposed  to  treat  this  same  subject, 
and  that  you  requested  him  to  say  to  me  that  you  should  relinquish 
it  in  my  favour.  I  cannot  sufficiently  express  to  you  my  sense  of 
your  courtesy,  which  I  can  very  well  appreciate,  as  I  know  the  mor- 
tification it  would  have  occasioned  me,  if,  contrary  to  my  expecta- 
tions, I  had  found  you  on  the  ground ;  for  I  am  but  a  dull  sailer  from 
the  embarrassments  I  labour  under,  and  should  have  found  but  sorry 
gleanings  in  the  field  which  you  had  once  thoroughly  burnt  over,  as 
they  say  in  the  West.  I  fear  the  public  will  not  feel  so  well  pleased 
as  myself  by  this  liberal  conduct  on  your  part,  and  am  not  sure  that 
1  should  have  a  right,  in  their  eyes,  to  avail  myself  of  it.  But  I 
trust  you  will  think  differently,  when  I  accept  your  proffered  cour- 
tesy in  the  same  cordial  spirit  in  which  it  was  given.  It  will  be 
conferring  a  still  further  favour  on  me,  if  you  will  allow  me  occa- 
sionally, when  I  may  find  the  want  of  it,  to  ask  your  advice  in  the 
progress  of  the  work.  There  are  few  persons  among  us  who  have 
paid  much  attention  to  these  studies,  and  no  one,  here  or  elsewhere, 
so  familiar  as  yourself  with  the  track  of  Spanish  adventure  in  the 
New  World,  and  so  well  qualified,  certainly,  to  give  advice  to  a  com- 
paratively new  hand.  Do  not  fear  that  this  will  expose  you  to  a 
troublesome  correspondent.  I  have  never  been  addicted  to  much 
letter  writing,  though  from  the  specimen  before  you,  I  am  afraid  you 
will  think  those  I  do  write  are  somewhat  of  the  longest. 
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Believe  me,  dear  sir,  with  great  respect,  your  obliged  and  obedient 
servant, 

WM.  H.  PBESCOTT. 

Washington  Irving,  Esq. 

P.  S. — Will  you  permit  me  to  add,  that  if  you  have  any  materials 
iu  your  own  library,  bearing  on  this  subject,  that  cannot  be  got  here, 
and  that  you  have  no  occasion  for  yourself,  it  will  be  a  great  favour 
if  you  will  dispose  of  them  to  me. 

Mr.  Irving  responded  as  follows : 

New  York,  Jan.  18,  1889. 

Mr  w.\\i  SIR, — Your  letter  met  with  some  delay  in  reaching  me, 
and  since  the  receipt  of  it  I  have  been  hovering  between  town  and 
country,  so  as  to  have  no  quiet  leisure  for  an  earlier  reply. 

I  had  always  intended  to  write  an  account  of  the  Conquest  of 
Mexico,  as  a  suite  to  my  Columbus,  but  left  Spain  without  making 
the  requisite  researches.  The  unsettled  life  I  subsequently  led  for 
some  years,  and  the  interruptions  to  my  literary  plans  by  other  occu- 
pations, made  me  defer  the  undertaking  from  year  to  year.  Indeed, 
the  more  I  considered  the  subject,  the  more  I  became  aware  of  the 
necessity  of  devoting  to  it  great  labour,  patient  research,  and  watch- 
ful discrimination,  to  get  at  the  truth  and  to  dispel  the  magnificent 
.71?  with  which  it  is  enveloped  ;  for,  unless  this  were  done,  a 
work,  however  well  executed  in  point  of  literary  merit,  would  be 
liable  to  be  subverted  and  superseded  by  subsequent  works  founded  on 
those  documentary  evidences  that  might  (be)  dug  out  of  the  chaotic 
archives  of  Spain.  These  considerations  loomed  into  great  obstacles 
in  my  mind,  and,  amid  the  hurry  of  other  matters,  delayed  me  in 
putting  my  hand  to  the  enterprise.  About  three  years  since  I  made 
an  attempt  at  it,  and  set  one  of  my  nephews  to  act  as  pioneer,  and 
get  together  materials  under  my  direction;  but  his  own  concerns 
called  him  elsewhere,  and  the  matter  was  again  postponed.  Last 
autumn,  after  a  fit  of  deep  depression,  feeling  the  want  of  something 
to  arouse  and  exercise  my  mind,  I  again  recurred  to  this  subject, 
iVariug  that,  if  I  waited  to  collect  materials,  I  should  never  take 
hold  of  the  theme  ;  and  knowing  my  own  temperament  and  habits  of 
mind,  I  determined  to  dash  into  it  at  once,  sketch  out  a  narrative  of 
the  whole  enterprise,  using  Solis,  Herrera,  and  Bernal  Dias,  as  my 
guide-books,  and,  having  thus  acquainted  myself  with  the  whole 
ground,  and  kindled  myself  into  a  heat  by  exercise  of  drafting  the 
story,  to  endeavour  to  strengthen,  correct,  enrich,  and  authenticate 
my  work,  by  materials  from  every  source  within  my  reach.  I 
accordingly  set  to  work,  and  had  made  it  my  daily  occupation  for 
about  three  months,  and  sketched  out  the  groundwork  for  the  first 
volume,  when  I  learned  from  Mr.  Cogswell  that  you  had  undertaken 
the  same  enterprise.  I  at  once  felt  how  much  more  justice  the  sub- 
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ject  would  receive  at  your  hands.  Ever  since  I  had  been  meddling 
with  the  theme,  its  grandeur  and  magnificence  had  been  growing 
upon  me,  and  I  felt  more  and  more  doubtful  whether  I  should  be 
able  to  treat  it  conscientiously — that  is  to  say,  with  the  extensive 
research  and  thorough  investigation  which  it  merited.  The  history 
of  Mexico,  prior  to  the  discovery  and  conquest,  and  the  actual 
state  of  its  civilisation  at  the  time  of  the  Spanish  invasion,  are 
questions  in  the  highest  degree  curious  and  interesting,  yet  difficult 
to  be  ascertained  clearly,  from  the  false  lights  thrown  upon  them. 
Even  the  writings  of  Padre  Sahagun  perplex  me  as  to  the  degree  of 
faith  to  be  placed  in  them.  These  themes  are  connected  with  the 
grand  enigma  that  rests  upon  the  primitive  population  and  civilisa- 
tion of  the  American  continents,  and  of  winch  the  singular  monu- 
ments and  remains  scattered  throughout  the  wilderness  serve  but  as 
tantalising  indications.  The  manner  in  which  you  have  executed 
your  noble  history  of  Ferdinand  and  Isabella  gave  me  at  once  an 
assurance  that  you  were  the  man  to  undertake  this  subject ;  your 
letter  shows  that  I  was  not  wrong  in  the  conviction,  and  that  you 
have  already  set  to  work  on  the  requisite  preparations.  In  at  once 
yielding  up  the  theme  to  you,  I  feel  that  I  am  but  doing  my  duty  in 
leaving  one  of  the  most  magnificent  themes  in  American  history  to 
be  treated  by  one  who  will  build  up  from  it  an  enduring  monu- 
ment in  the  literature  of  our  country.  I  only  hope  that  I  may  live 
to  see  your  work  executed,  and  to  read  in  it  an  authentic  account  of 
that  conquest,  and  a  satisfactory  discussion  of  the  various  questions 
connected  with  Mexico  and  the  Mexicans,  which  since  my  boyhood 
have  been  full  of  romantic  charm  to  me,  but  which,  while  they 
excited  my  imagination,  have  ever  perplexed  my  judgment. 

I  am  sorry  that  I  have  no  works  to  offer  you  that  you  have  not  in 
the  Boston  libraries.  I  have  mentioned  the  authors  that  I  was  making 
use  of;  they  are  to  be  found  in  the  Boston  Athenaeum,  though  I 
doubt  not  you  have  them  in  your  own  possession.  While  in  Madrid, 
I  had  a  few  chapters  of  Padre  Sahagun  copied  out  for  me,  relating 
merely  to  some  points  of  the  Spanish  invasion.  His  work  you  will 
find  in  Lord  Kingsborough's  collection;  it  professes  to  give  a  com- 
plete account  of  Mexico  prior  to  the  Conquest — its  public  institu- 
tions, trades,  callings,  customs,  &c.  &c.  Should  I  find  among  my 
books  any  that  may  be  likely  to  be  of  service,  I  will  send  them  to 
you.  In  the  mean  time  do  not  hesitate  to  command  my  services  in 
any  way  you  think  proper. 

I  am  scrawling  this  letter  in  great  haste,  as  you  will  doubtless  per- 
ceive, but  beg  you  will  take  it  as  a  proof  of  the  sincere  and  very  high 
respect  and  esteem  with  which  I  am  your  friend  and  servant, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

Win.  H.  Prescott,  Esq. 

Mr.  Prescott  rejoins: 
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Boston,  Jan.  25,  1839. 

MY  DEAE  SIR, — You  will  be  alarmed  at  again  seeing  an  epistle 
from  me  so  soon;  but  I  cannot  refrain  from  replying  to  your  kind 
communication.  I  have  read  your  letter  with  much  interest,  and  I 
in.-iy  truly  say,  that  part  of  it  which  animadverts  on  the  importance 
of  the  theme,  as  illustrating  the  Mexican  antiquities,  with  some 
dismay.  I  fear  you  will  be  sadly  disappointed  if  you  expect  to  see  a 
solution,  by  me,  of  those  vexed  questions  which  have  bewildered  the 
brains  of  so  many  professed  antiquaries.  My  fingers  are  too  clumsy 
to  unravel  such  a  snarl.  All  I  propose  to  do  in  this  part  of  the 
subject,  therefore,  is  to  present  to  the  reader  such  a  view  of  the  in- 
stitutions and  civilisation  of  the  conquered  people,  as  will  interest 
hi  in  in  their  fortunes.  To  do  this,  it  will  not  be  necessary,  I  hope, 
to  involve  myself  in  those  misty  speculations,  which  require  better 
sight  than  mine  to  penetrate ;  but  only  to  state  fact*,  as  far  as  they 
can  be  gathered  from  authentic  story.  For  this  part  of  the  subject 
I  have  not  attempted,  therefore,  to  collect  MSS.,  of  which  I  suppose 
there  is  a  great  number  in  the  libraries  of  Mexico — at  least  there 
was  in  Clavigero's  time ;  but  I  shall  content  myself  with  the  exami- 
nation of  such  works  as  have  been  before  the  public,  including, 
indeed,  the  compilation  of  Lord  Kingsborough,  and  the  great  French 
work,  "  Antiquites  Mexicaines,"  since  published ;  the  chief  value  of 
both  which,  1  suspect,  excepting  the.  Chronicle  of  Saliagun  in  the 
former,  consists  in  their  pictorial  illustrations.  My  chief  object  is 
the  Conquest ;  and  the  materials  I  am  endeavouring  to  collect  are 
with  the  view  to  the  exhibition  of  this  in  the  most  authentic  light. 
It  will  give  you  satisfaction  to  learn  that  my  efforts  in  Spain  promise 
to  be  attended  with  perfect  success.  I  received  letters,  last  week, 
from  Madrid,  informing  me  that  the  Academy  of  History,  at  the 
instance  of  Seflor  Navarrete,  had  granted  my  application  to  have 
copies  taken  of  any  and  all  MSS.  in  their  possession,  having  relation 
to  the  conquests  of  Mexico  and  Peru,  and  had  appointed  one  of  their 
body  to  carry  this  into  effect.  This  person  is  a  German,  named 
Lctabke,  the  author  of  a  work  on  the  early  history  of  Spain,  which 
one  of  the  English  journals,  I  remember,  rapped  me  over  the  knuckles 
for  not  having  seen.  This  learned  Theoan  happens  to  be  in  Madrid 
for  the  nonce,  pursuing  some  investigations  of  his  own,  and  he  has 
taken  charge  of  mine,  like  a  true  German,  inspecting  everything,  and 
selecting  just  what  has  reference  to  my  subject.  In  this  way  he  has 
been  employed  with  four  copyists,  as  he  writes  me,  since  July,  and 
has  amassed  a  quantity  of  unpublished  original  documents  illustra- 
tive of  the  Mexican  Conquest,  which,  he  writes  me,  will  place  the 
dition  in  a  new  and  authentic  light.  He  has  already  sent  off 
two  boxes  of  these  MSS.  for  me  to  Cadiz,  and  is  now  employed  in 
haul  ing  up  the  materials  relating  to  Peru,  in  which,  he  says,  the 
library  appears  to  be  equally  rich.  I  wish  he  may  not  be  too  sanguine, 
and  that  the  MSS.  may  not  fall  into  the  hands  of  Carlists  or  Chris- 
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tinos,  who  would  -probably  work  them  up  into  musket  waddings  in 
much  less  time  than  they  were  copying.  The  specification  of  MSS. 
furnished  me  by  Dr.  Lembke  makes  me  feel  nearly  independent  of 
Mexico,  with  which  the  communications  are  now  even  more  ob- 
structed than  with  Spain.  I  have  endeavoured  to  open  them,  how- 
ever, through  Mr.  Poiusett,  and  through  the  Barings,  and  cannot  but 
hope  I  shall  succeed  through  one  or  the  other  channel. 

I  had  no  idea  of  your  having  looked  into  the  subject  so  closely 
yourself,  still  less  that  you  had  so  far  broken  ground  oa  it.  I  regret, 
now,  that  I  had  not  communicated  with  you  earlier,  in  a  direct  way, 
as  it  might  have  saved  both,  or  rather  one  of  us,  some  previous  pre- 
paration ;  for,  during  the  summer  and  autumn,  I  have  been  occupied 
with  the  investigation  of  the  early  Mexican  history,  having  explored 
all  the  sources  within  my  reach  here,  and  being  stopped  by  the  want 
of  them.  Now  that  I  have  gone  on  so  far  with  my  preparations,  I 
can  only  acknowledge  your  great  courtesy  toward  me,  with  my  hearty 
thanks;  for  I  know  well,  that  whatever  advantages  I  might  have 
acquired  on  the  score  of  materials,  would  have  been  far,  very  far  out- 
weighed by  the  superiority,  in  all  other  respects,  of  whatever  might 
fall  from  your  pen.  And  your  relinquishing  the  ground  seems  to 
impose  on  me  an  additional  responsibility  to  try  to  make  your  place 
good,  from  which  a  stouter  heart  than  mine  may  well  shrink.  I  trust, 
however,  in  you  I  shall  find  a  generous  critic  ;  and  allow  me  to  add, 
with  sincerity,  that  the  kind  words  you  have  said  of  the  only  child 
of  my  brain,  have  gratified  and  touched  me  more  deeply  than  any- 
thing that  has  yet  reached  me  from  my  countrymen. 

Believe  me,  my  dear  sir,  with  sincere  respect,  your  friend  and 
servant, 

WM.  H.  PRESCOTT. 

Washington  Irving,  Esq. 

It  was  about  five  years  after  this  correspondence,  that 
Mr.  Irving,  then  in  Madrid,  received  from  Mr.  Prescott  a 
copy  of  his  History  of  the  Conquest  of  Mexico,  in  the 
Preface  to  which  he  makes  his  public  acknowledgments  to 
him  for  his  surrender  of  the  subject.  "  I  need  not  say," 
writes  Mr.  Irving  to  me,  in  noticing  its  receipt,  "  how  much 
I  am  delighted  with  the  work.  It  well  sustains  the  high 
reputation  acquired  by  the  History  of  Ferdinand  and  Isa- 
bella." Then,  adverting  to  the  terms  of  Mr.  Prescott's 
handsome  acknowledgment  in  the  Preface,  to  which  I  had 
called  his  attention,  he  adds  : 

I  doubt  whether  Mr.  Prescott  was  aware  of  the  extent  of  the 
sacrifice  I  made.  This  was  a  favourite  subject,  which  had  delighted 
my  imagination  ever  since  I  was  a  boy.  I  had  brought  home  books 
from  Spain  to  aid  me  in  it,  and  looked  upon  it  as  the  pendent  to  my 
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Columbus.  When  I  gave  it  up  to  him,  I  in  a  manner  gave  him  up 
my  bread,  for  I  depended  upon  the  profit  of  it  to  recruit  my  waning 
finances,  i  had  no  oilier  subject  at  hand  to  supply  its  place.  I  was 
dismounted  from  njeheveUdebataUle,K\A.  have  never  been  completely 
mount i'il  since.  Had  1  accomplished  that  work,  my  whole  pecuniary 
situation  would  have  been  altered.  *  *  *  When  I  made  the  sacrifice, 
it  was  not  witli  a  view  to  compliments  or  thanks,  but  from  a  warm 
and  sudden  impulse.  I  am  not  sorry  for  having  made  it.  Mr. 
Prescott  has  justified  the  opinion  I  expressed  at  the  time,  that  fie 
would  treat  the  subject  with  more  close  and  ample  research  than  T 
should  probably  do,  and  would  produce  a  work  more  thoroughly 
worthy  of  the  theme.  He  has  produced  a  work  that  does  honour  to 
himself  and  his  country,  and  I  wish  him  the  full  enjoyment  of  his 
laurels. 

The  plan  I  had  intended  to  pursue  was  different  from  that  which  he 
has  adopted.  I  should  not  have  had  any  preliminary  dissertation  on 
the  history,  civilisation,  &c.,  of  the  natives,  as  I  find  such  dissertations 
hurried  over,  if  not  skipped  entirely,  by  a  great  class  of  readers,  who 
are  eager  for  narrative  and  action.  I  should  have  carried  on  the 
reader  with  the  discoverers  and  conquerors,  letting  the  newly  explored 
countries  break  upon  him  as  it  did  upon  them  ;  describing  objects, 
places,  customs,  as  they  awakened  curiosity  and  interest,  and  required 
to  be  explained  for  the  conduct  of  the  story.  The  reader  should  first 
have  an  idea  of  the  superior  civilisation  of  the  people  from  the  great 
buildings  and  temples  of  stone  and  lime  that  brightened  along  the 
coast,  and  "  shone  like  silver."  He  should  have  had  vague  accounts  of 
Mexico  from  the  people  on  the  seaboard;  from  the  messengers  of 
Montezuma.  His  interest  concerning  it  should  have  increased  as  he 
went  on,  deriving  ideas  of  its  grandeur,  power,  riches,  &c.,  from  the 
Tlascalans,  &c.  Every  step,  as  he  accompanied  the  conquerors  on 
their  march,  would  have  been  a  step  developing  some  striking  fact, 
yet  the  distance  would  still  have  been  full  of  magnificent  mystery. 
He  should  next  have  seen  Mexico  from  the  mountains,  far  below 
him,  shining  with  its  vast  edifices,  its  glassy  lakes,  its  far-stretching 
causeways,  its  sunny  plain,  surrounded  by  snow-topped  volcanoes. 
Still  it  would  have  been  vague  in  its  magnificence.  At  length  he 
should  have  marched  in  with  the  conquerors,  full  of  curiosity  and 
wonder,  on  every  side  beholding  objects  of  novelty,  indicating  a 
mighty  people,  distinct  in  manners,  arts,  and  civilisation  from  all  the 
races  of  the  Old  World.  During  the  residence  in  the  capital,  all  these 
matters  would  have  been  fully  described  and  explained  in  connexion 
with  the  incidents  of  the  story.  In  this  way  the  reader,  like  the 
conquerors,  would  have  become  gradually  acquainted  with  Mexico 
and  the  Mexicans ;  and  by  the  time  the  conquest  was  achieved,  he 
would  have  been  familiar  with  the  country,  without  having  been 
detained  by  long  dissertations,  so  repulsive  to  the  more  indolent 
class  of  readers. 
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My  intention  also  was,  to  study  the  different  characters  of  the 
dramatis  persona,  so  as  to  bring  them  out  in  strong  relief,  and  to  have 
kept  them,  as  much  as  possible,  in  view  throughout  the  work.  It  is 
surprising  how  quickly  distinctive  characteristics  may  be  caught 
from  a  few  incidental  words  in  old  documents,  letters,  &c.,  and  how 
the  development  of  them  and  the  putting  them  in  action  gives  life 
and  reality  to  a  narrative.  Most  of  the  traits  that  give  individuality 
to  Columbus,  in  my  biography  of  him,  were  gathered  from  slightly- 
mentioned  facts  in  his  journals,  letters,  &c.,  which  had  remained 
almost  unnoticed  by  former  writers  on  the  subject. 

However,  I  am  running  on  into  idle  "scribble  scrabble"  about  a 
matter  now  passed  away,  and  which  I  would  not  utter  to  any  one 
but  yourself,  who  are  becoming  in  a  manner  my  father  confessor.  My 
plan  might  have  had  an  advantage  in  some  respects ;  it  might  have 
thrown  a  more  poetical  interest  over  the  work  ;  but  the  plan  of  Mr. 
Prescott  is  superior  in  other  respects  ;  and  I  feel  I  never  should  have 
wrought  out  a  work  so  "  worthy  of  all  acceptation,"  as  that  which 
he  has  given  to  the  public. 

The  letter  from  which  I  take  this  extract  is  dated  Madrid, 
March  24,  1844,  and  is  marked  (Private)  ;  but,  now  that 
both  are  gone,  I  have  felt  at  liberty  to  give  this  interesting 
portion  of  its  contents. 


CHAPTER  LXI. 

Fugages  to  contribute  monthly  to  the  Knickerbocker  Magazine — His  Position 
respecting  an  International  Copyright  Law,  in  a  Letter  to  the  Editor — 
Prescott's  View — Old  and  New  Tarrytown — Picture  of  his  Neighbour- 
hood— Biographical  Sketch  of  Goldsmith  for  Harper's  Family  Library — 
Ebenezer  Irving — Biography  of  Margaret  Davidson — Anecdote  of  Clark 
and  Geoffrey  Crayon. 

HAVING  surrendered  the  theme  of  the  Conquest  of  Mexico, 
as  we  have  seen  at  the  close  of  the  last  chapter,  Mr.  Irving 
was  induced  to  enter  into  an  engagement  with  the  proprietors 
of  the  Knickerbocker,  a  magazine  published  in  the  city  of 
New  York,  to  contribute  monthly  to  its  pages  ;  they  agree- 
ing upon  stated  payments  at  the  rate  of  two  thousand  dollars 
per  annum.  In  the  March  number  of  1839,  in  which  he  in- 
troduces himself  to  the  public,  he  holds  the  following  lan- 
guage to  its  editor,  Louis  Graylord  Clark,  so  long  associated 
with  its  fortunes : 
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Sm, — I  have  observed,  as  a  man  advances  in  life,  he  is  subject  to 
a  kind  of  plethora  of  the  mind,  doubtless  occasioned  by  the  vast 
accumulation  of  wisdom  and  experience  upon  the  brain.  Hence  he 
is  apt  to  become  narrative  and  admonitory — that  is  to  say,  fond  of 
telling  long  stories  and  of  doling  out  advice,  to  the  small  profit  and 
great  annoyance  of  his  friends.  As  I  have  a  great  horror  of  becoming 
the  oracle,  or,  more  technically  speaking,  the  "  bore"  of  the  domestic 
circle,  and  would  much  rather  bestow  my  wisdom  and  tediousncss 
upon  the  world  at  large,  I  have  always  sought  to  ease  off  this  sur- 
charge of  the  intellect  by  means  of  my  pen,  and  hence  have  inflicted 
divers  gossiping  volumes  upon  the  patience  of  the  public.  I  am 
tired,  however,  of  writing  volumes :  they  do  not  afford  exactly  the 
relief  I  require ;  there  is  too  much  preparation,  arrangement,  and 
parade  in  this  set  form  of  coming  before  the  public.  I  am  growing 
too  indolent  and  unambitious  for  anything  that  requires  labour  or 
display.  I  have  thought,  therefore,  of  securing  to  myself  a  snug 
corner  in  some  periodical  work,  where  I  might,  as  it  were,  loll  at 
my  ease  in  my  elbow  chair,  and  chat  sociably  with  the  public,  as 
with  an  old  friend,  on  any  chance  subject  that  might  pop  into  my 
brain. 

Few  would  imagine,  from  the  tone  of  this  extract,  at  what 
expense  of  feeling  he  had  just  given  up  the  task  of  "  writing 
volumes,"  and  bound  .himself  to  the  irksome  obligations  of 
periodical  labour.  To  have  to  draw  upon  a  capricious  fancy 
once  a  month  for  an  article,  was  not  a  position  he  would 
have  sought,  but  for  the  necessity  pressing  upon  him  for 
additional  income.  Irksome  as  the  task  was,  however,  and 
notwithstanding  the  returns  were  less  prompt  than  he  had 
anticipated,  his  good  will  to  the  magazine  induced  him  to 
continue  his  connexion  with  it  for  two  years.  He  brought 
it  to  an  end  in  March,  1841,  with  the  article  of  "  Don  Juan : 
a  Spectral  Research."  A  majority  of  his  contributions  to 
the  Knickerbocker,  including  this  article,  were  long  after- 
wards collected  by  him,  and  incorporated  in  a  little  volume, 
published  in  1855,  entitled  "  Wolfert's  Boost,"  the  extra- 
ordinary sale  of  which  made  ample  amends  for  any  short- 
comings of  the  magazine. 

The  most  felicitous,  perhaps,  of  all  his  contributions  to 
this  periodical,  was  "The  Birds  of  Spring,"  in  the  May 
number  of  1839,  containing  the  exquisite  sketch  of  "  The 
Boblink,"  which  was  extracted  into  almost  every  paper  in 
the  Union. 

In  January,  1840,  Mr.  Irving  addressed  the  following 
letter  to  the  editor  of  the  Knickerbocker,  in  which  he 
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defines  his  position  on  the  subject  of  an  international  copy- 
right law,  so  long  and  so  ineffectually  pressed  upon  Con- 
gress : 

To  the  EDITOR  of  the  Knickerbocker. 

SIK, — Having  seen  it  stated  more  than  once,  in  the  puhlic  papers, 
that  I  declined  subscribing  my  name  to  the  petition,  presented  to 
Congress  during  a  former  session,  for  an  act  of  international  copy- 
right, I  beg  leave,  through  your  pages,  to  say,  in  explanation,  that  I 
declined,  not  from  any  hostility  or  indifference  to  the  object  of  the 
petition,  in  favour  of  which  my  sentiments  have  always  been  openly 
expressed,  but  merely  because  I  did  not  relish  the  phraseology  of  the 
petition,  and  because  I  expected  to  see  the  measure  pressed  from 
another  quarter.  I  wrote  about  the  same  time,  however,  to  members 
of  Congress  in  support  of  the  application. 

As  no  other  petition  has  been  sent  to  me  for  signature,  and  as 
silence  on  my  part  may  be  misconstrued,  I  now,  as  far  as  my  name 
may  be  thought  of  any  value,  enroll  it  among  those  who  pray  most 
earnestly  to  Congress  for  this  act  of  international  equity.  I  consider 
it  due,  not  merely  to  foreign  authors,  to  whose  lucubrations  we  are 
so  deeply  indebted  for  constant  instruction  and  delight,  but  to  our 
own  native  authors,  who  are  implicated  in  the  effects  of  the  wrong 
done  by  our  present  laws. 

For  myself,  my  literary  career,  as  an  author,  is  drawing  to  a  close, 
and  cannot  be  much  affected  by  any  disposition  of  this  question ;  but 
we  have  a  young  literature  springing  up,  and  daily  unfolding  itself 
with  wonderful  energy  and  luxuriance,  which,  as  it  promises  to  shed 
a  grace  and  lustre  upon  the  nation,  deserves  all  its  fostering  care. 
How  much  this  growing  literature  may  be  retarded  by  the  present 
state  of  our  copyright  law,  I  had  recently  an  instance,  in  the  cavalier 
treatment  of  a  work  of  merit,  written  by  an  American,  who  had  not 
yet  established  a  commanding  name  in  the  literary  market.  I  under- 
took, as  a  friend,  to  dispose  of  it  for  him,  but  found  it  impossible  to 
get  an  offer  from  any  of  our  principal  publishers.  They  even  declined 
to  publish  it  at  the  author's  cost,  alleging  that  it  was  not  worth  their 
while  to  trouble  themselves  about  native  works  of  doubtful  success, 
while  they  could  pick  and  choose  among  the  successful  works  daily 
poured  out  by  the  British  press,  for  which  they  had  nothing  to  pay  for 
copyright.  This  simple  fact  spoke  volumes  to  me,  as  I  trust  it  will 
do  to  all  who  peruse  these  lines.  I  do  not  mean  to  enter  into  the 
discussion  of  a  subject  that  has  already  been  treated  so  voluminously. 
I  will  barely  observe  that  I  have  seen  few  arguments  advanced 
against  the  proposed  act  that  ought  to  weigh  with  intelligent  and 
high-minded  men ;  while  I  have  noticed  some  that  have  been  urged, 
so  sordid  and  selfish  in  their  nature,  and  so  narrow  in  the  scope  of 
their  policy,  as  almost  to  be  insulting  to  those  to  whom  they  are 
addressed. 
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I  trust  that,  whenever  this  question  comes  before  Congress,  it  will 
at  once  receive  an  action  prompt  and  decided,  and  will  be  carried  by 
an  overwhelming,  if  not  an  unanimous,  vote,  worthy  of  au  culightenea, 
a  just,  and  a  generous  nation. 

Your  obedient  servant, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

Not  a  mouth  before  the  publication  of  this  letter,  in  which 
Mr.  Irviug  commits  himself  so  decidedly  to  the  justice  of  an 
international  copyright  law,  as  due  alike  to  foreign  and 
native  authors,  Mr.  Prescott  had  written  to  him  from  Boston 
that,  if  anything  was  to  be  done  iu  the  matter,  he  was  the 
one  who,  from  his  literary  position  in  the  country,  should 
take  the  lead  in  it.  In  this  letter  the  historian,  in  reference 
to  a  projected  copyright  bill  to  be  brought  in  by  Mr.  Clay 
at  that  session  of  Congress,  says : 

Whether  anything  effectual  can  be  done,  seems  to  me  very  doubt- 
ful. Such  a  law  is  certainly  demanded  by  every  principle  of  justice. 
But  I  suspect  it  is  rather  late  in  the  day  to  talk  of  justice  to  states- 
men. At  all  events,  one  of  those  newspapers,  which  they  are  now 
turning  out  every  week  here,  and  which  contain  an  octavo  volume 
each,  of  the  new  publications,  at  sixpence  a-piece,  will,  I  am  afraid, 
be  too  cogent  an  argument  in  favour  of  the  present  state  of  things,  to 
be  refuted  by  the  best  memorial  ever  drafted. 

In  the  letter  from  which  I  take  the  above  extract,  Mr. 
Prescott  informs  Mr.  Irving  that  he  was  the  possessor  of  a 
copy  of  the  Sketch  Book  which  had  been  owned  by  Sir  James 
Mackintosh,  and  had  his  pencillings  in  the  margin. 

In  April,  1840,  Mr.  Irviug  writes  me,  on  renewing  his 
yearly  arrangement  with  the  Knickerbocker,  then  behind- 
huud  in  its  payments  :  "  I  am  convinced  that,  by  exercising 
my  pen  in  my  former  independent  way,  and  takiug  my  time  to 
collect  my  writiugs  into  volumes,  I  should  make  much  more 
money  eventually,  and  escape  a  monthly  recurring  task." 

It  is  worthy  of  mention,  in  connexion  with  this  allusion 
to  the  Knickerbocker,  that  he  had  just  given  to  the  magazine 
his  skilful  contribution,  entitled,  "  A  Time  of  Unexampled 
Prosperity  :  The  Great  Mississippi  Bubble,"  afterward  pub- 
lished in  Wolt'ert's  Boost."  He  had  written  feelingly  on 
the  subject,  for  he  himself  was  now  suffering  the  embarrass- 
ment arising  from  investments  made  in  just  such  a  time  of 
iictitious  prosperity  and  unreal  fortunes. 
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A  year  later  he  writes  in  reference  to  the  disastrous  re- 
sults of  this  spirit  of  speculation  in  "Western  lands,  which 
swept  the  country  in  1836 : 

We  are  gradually  getting  through  this  "  valley  of  the  shadow  of 
death,"  which  the  whole  busy  world  has  had  for  some  few  years  past 
to  traverse,  and  I  am  in  hopes  that  the  severe  lessons  received  this 
time  will  be  held  in  remembrance,  and  have  a  wholesome  effect  for 
the  residue  of  our  existence.  The  world  at  large  is  suffering  the 
penalty  of  its  own  avarice  ;  for  avarice  for  a  time  was  as  extensive 
and  deleterious  in  its  sway  as  the  cholera.  Every  one  was  seized 
with  the  mania  of  becoming  suddenly  rich ;  and,  in  yielding  to  the 
frantic  impulse,  has  impoverished  himself.  The  only  consolation  to 
each  individual  sufferer  is,  that  he  is  not  worse  off  than  most  of  his 
neighbours.  It  has  been  a  mania,  too,  that  has  infected  the  most 
knowing  as  well  as  the  most  simple-minded ;  indeed,  some  of  the 
shrewdest  calculators  have  been  the  most  taken  in. 

November  25th,  1840,  after  having  contributed  to  the 
Knickerbocker  "  Sketches  in  Paris  in  1825,  from  the  Travel- 
ling Note-book  of  Geoffrey  Crayon,"  he  writes  to  his  sister, 
Mrs.  Van  Wart: 

If  times  ever  again  come  smooth  and  flush  with  me,  so  that  I  can 
command  a  decent  income  independent  of  the  irksome  fagging  of  my 
pen,  I  shall  think  nothing  of  an  occasional  trip  across  the  Atlantic, 
now  that  steam  has  made  the  voyage  short  and  commodious ;  but 
cares  and  claims  multiply  upon  me  as  I  advance  in  years. 

Then  follows  this  agreeable  picture  of  the  neighbourhood 
in  which  he  had  fixed  his  residence,  so  much  changed  from 
the  "  old  Tarrytown"  of  his  correspondent's  recollection  : 

I  find,  by  your  correspondence  with  sister  Catherine,  that  she  gives 
you  many  details  of  our  country  neighbourhood  and  circle,  and  that 
you  take  great  interest  in  everything  relating  to  "  old  Tarrytowu." 
You  would  scarcely  recognise  the  place,  however,  it  has  undergone 
such  changes.  These  have  in  a  great  degree  taken  place  since  I  have 
pitched  my  tent  in  the  neighbourhood.  My  residence  here  has  at- 
tracted others  ;  cottages  and  country  seats  have  sprung  up  along  the 
banks  of  the  Tappan  Sea,  and  Tarrytowu  has  become  the  metropolis 
of  quite  a  fashionable  vicinity.  When  you  knew  the  village,  it  was 
little  better  than  a  mere  hamlet,  crouched  down  at  the  foot  of  a  hill, 
with  its  dock  for  the  accommodation  of  the  weekly  market  sloop. 
Now  it  has  mounted  the  hill;  boasts  of  its  hotels,  and  churches  of  va- 
rious denominations  ;  has  its  little  Episcopalian  church  with  an  organ 
—the  gates  of  which,  on  Sundays,  are  thronged  with  equipages  be- 
longing to  families  resident  within  ten  or  a  dozen  miles  along  the 
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river  banks.  We  have,  in  fact,  one  of  the  most  agreeable  neighbour 
hoods  I  ever  resided  in.  Some  of  our  neighbours  are  here  only  for  the 
summer,  having  their  winter  establishments  in  town  ;  others  remain 
in  the  country  all  the  year.  We  have  frequent  gatherings  at  each 
other's  houses,  without  parade  or  expense,  and  I  do  not  know  when 
L  have  seen  more  delightful  little  parties,  or  more  elegant  little  groups 
of  females.  We  have,  occasionally,  excellent  music,  for  several  of  the 
neighbourhood  have  been  well  taught,  have  good  voices,  and  acquit 
themselves  well  both  with  harp  and  piano ;  and  our  parties  always 
end  with  a  dance.  We  have  pic-nic  parties  also,  sometimes  in  some 
inland  valley  or  piece  of  wood,  sometimes  on  the  banks  of  the  Hud- 
son, where  some  repair  by  land,  and  others  by  water.  You  would  be 
delighted  with  these  picturesque  assemblages,  on  some  wild  woodland 
point  jutting  into  the  Tappan  Sea,  with  gay  groups  on  the  grass 
under  the  trees ;  carriages  glistening  through  the  woods ;  a  yacht 
with  flapping  sails  and  fluttering  streamers  anchored  about  half  a 
mile  from  shore,  and  row-boats  plying  to  and  from  it,  filled  with  lady 
passengers.  Country  life  with  us,  at  present,  is  very  different  from 
what  it  was  in  your  youthful  days,  lucre  is  more  of  morning  visit- 
ing, like  in  country  life  in  England ;  still  it  differs  essentially  from 
English  rural  life.  The  nature  of  our  climate  influences  our  habits. 
\Ve  have  so  much  sunshine  and  fine  warm  weather  during  the  genial 
months  of  the  year,  that  we  live  more  out  of  doors,  and  in  a  more 
free  and  unceremonious  style.  Our  very  winters,  though  sometimes 
intensely  cold,  are  brilliant  and  beautiful  from  the  purity  of  the 
-phere  and  the  prevalence  of  sunshine.  For  my  part,  I  am  almost 
a  worshipper  of  the  sun.  I  have  lived  so  much  of  my  life  in  climates 
where  he  was  all-powerful,  that  I  delight  in  his  vivifying  effect  on  the 
whole  face  of  nature,  and  his  gladdening  influence  on  all  animate 
creation.  In  no  climate  within  the  range  of  my  experience  is  sun- 
shine more  beautiful  in  its  effect  on  landscape  than  in  this,  owing  to 
the  transparency  of  the  atmosphere,  and,  at  the  same  time,  the  variety 
of  clouds  with  which  our  skies  are  diversified.  To  my  mind,  neither 
Spanish  nor  Italian  skies,  so  bright  and  cloudless,  can  compare  with 
ours,  for  ever  shift  ing  in  their  tints,  and  at  times  so  gorgeous  with 
their  floating  regions  of  "  cloud-land." 

To  the  same  sister  he  gives  the  following  picture  of  the 
holidays,  under  date  of  December  26th : 

We  have  had  a  pleasant  Christmas  gathering  at  the  cottage.  The 
day  was  bright  ana  sunny,  but  the  weather  changed  in  the  night,  and 
now  a  snow-storm  is  prevailing,  which  promises  to  be  a  severe  one. 
This,  however,  is  rather  a  welcome  event  in  the  country,  as  it  pro- 
duces fine  sleighing,  and  sets  all  the  country  in  movement.  I  know 
nothing  more  exhilarating  than  the  first  sleigh  rides  ;  skimming  over 
the  sparkling  snow,  the  air  so  pure  and  bracing,  the  sunshine  so 
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splendid ;  the  very  horses  seem  to  share  your  animation  and  delight 
and  dash  forward  merrily  to  the  jingling  of  the  sleigh  bells. 

Mr.  Irving  had  recently  written  a  biography  of  Goldsmith 
for  Harper's  Family  Library,  which  was  intended  merely 
as  a  sketch  to  accompany  a  collection  or  selection  of  his 
writings.  He  afterward,  as  will  be  seen,  prepared  another, 
which  is  now  known  as  his -best  and  only  biography  of  his 
favourite  author. 

The  following  letter  to  Mrs.  Van  "Wart  has  some  allusion 
to  this  sketch  of  Groldsuiith,  and  touches  also  upon  another 
interesting  biography  upon  which  he  had  been  employed 
during  his  engagement  with  the  Knickerbocker.  It  opens, 
as  will  be  seen,  with  a  notice  of  the  prolonged  absence  from 
the  cottage  of  Ebenezer,  his  only  surviving  brother,  whose 
character  is  feelingly  portrayed : 

It  is  now  nearly  a  month  since  brother  Ebenezer  has  been  at  the 
cottage.  I  never  have  known  him  to  be  so  long  absent  before,  unless 
when  on  a  journey.  Business  has  detained  him  in  town.  *  *  *  I 
think  him  one  of  the  most  perfect  exemplifications  of  the  Christian 
character  that  I  have  ever  known.  He  has  all  father's  devotion  and 
zeal,  without  his  strictness.  Indeed,  his  piety  is  of  the  most  genial 
and  cheerful  kind,  interfering  with  no  rational  pleasure  or  elegant 
taste,  and  obtruding  itself  upon  no  one's  habits,  opinions,  or  pursuits. 
I  wish  to  God  I  could  feel  like  him.  I  envy  him  that  indwelling 
source  of  consolation  and  enjoyment,  which  appears  to  have  a  hap- 
pier effect  than  all  the  maxims  of  philosophy  or  the  lessons  of  worldly 
wisdom. 

I  promised,  in  a  late  letter,  to  send  you  a  copy  of  my  biography  of 
Goldsmith,  recently  published.  I  have  not  been  to  town  since,  but 
when  I  do  go  I  will  procure  a  popy  and  forward  it.  In  the  spring  I 
shall  publish  a  biography  of  Miss  Margaret  Davidson,  with  her  pos- 
thumous writings.  She  was  a  sister  of  Lucretia  Davidson,  whose 
biographj*  you  may  have  read — a  lovely  American  girl,  of  surprising 
precocity  of  poetical  talent,  who  died  at  the  age  of  seventeen  or 
eighteen.  The  one  whose  biography  I  have  just  written  died  a  year 
or  two  since,  between  sixteen  and  seventeen  years  old.  I  saw  her 
when  she  was  about  eleven  years  old,  and  again  when  about- fourteen. 
She  was  a  beautiful  little  being,  as  bright  and  as  fragile  as  a  flower, 
and  like  a  flower  she  has  passed  away.  Her  poetical  effusions  are 
surprising,  and  the  spirit  they  breathe  is  heavenly.  I  think  you  will 
fiua  her  biography  one  of  the  most  affecting  things  you  have  ever 
read.  It  is  made  up  in  a  great  degree  from  memorandums  furnished 
by  her  mother,  who  is  of  almost  as  poetical  a  temperament  as  her 

*  Written  by  Jibs  Catherine  Sedgwick. 
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children.  The  most  affecting  passages  of  the  biography  are  quoted 
literally  from  her  manuscript.  You  may  recollect  the  family  of  Mrs. 
Davidson  ;  sho  is  one  of  a  number  of  sisters — very  beautiful  girls — 
of  the  name  of  Miller,  who,  in  your  younger  days,  lived  in  Maiden- 
lane. 

Mr.  Irving  transferred  to  the  mother  the  copyright  of  the 
biography  of  Margaret  Davidson,  reserving  merely  the  right 
to  publish  it  at  any  time  in  connexion  with  his  other 
writings.  The  success  which  it  met  with  he  was  not  dis- 
posed to  attribute  to  any  merit  of  his,  but  to  the  extreme 
interest  aud  pathos  of  the  materials  placed  in  his  hands.  It 
has  not  yet  appeared  in  a  collective  edition  of  his  works. 

It  was  during  his  engagement  with  the  Knickerbocker, 
now  about  to  close,  that  its  editor,  Clark,  made  the  visit  to 
Mr.  Irving  of  which  he  has  given  a  published  account.  The 
little  brook  on  the  place  had  lately  broken  bounds,  and  lie 
found  him  engaged  in  making,  as  his  host  expressed  it,  "  a 
dam  and  some  other  profane  improvements."  In  the  after- 
noon they  drove  out  together  in  an  open  one-horse  carriage, 
to  explore  the  wizard  region  of  Sleepy  Hollow.  A  sudden 
and  violent  shower  coming  up,  accompanied  with  thunder 
and  lightning,  Mr.  Irving  stopped  the  horse,  and  took  refuge 
under  a  large  tree,  leaning  against  the  trunk,  where,  how- 
ever, he  soon  became  thoroughly  drenched.  All  this  while 
Clark  was  standing  out  in  the  pouring  rain.  "  "Why  don't 
you  come  under  a  tree,"  asked  Mr.  Irving,  facetiously,  "  and 
be  dry  and  comfortable  like  me  ?"  Clark  excused  himself 
on  the  ground  that  his  father  had  once  taken  refuge  from  a 
sudden  thunder  shower  under  a  spreading  chesnut-tree, 
which  was  struck,  his  father  prostrated  and  rendered  insen- 
sible for  four  hours  ;  and  that  on  his  recovery  he  gave  him 
an  injunction  never  to  stand  under  a  tree,  in  an  open  field, 
in  a  thunder-storm.  "  Oh  !"  replied  Mr.  Irving,  with  a  look 
in  which  you  could  see  the  humorous  thought  before  he  gave 
expression  to  it,  "  that  makes  all  the  difference  in  the  world. 
If  it  is  hereditary,  and  lightning  runs  in  your  family,  .you 
are  wise." 
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CHAPTEE  LXII. 

Letter  to  Mrs.  Storrow,  with  Transcripts  of  Letters  from  Van  Bibber, 
G.  P.  R.  James,  and  Dickens — Albert  Gallatin — Visits  in  the  Highlands 
— Letter  from  Honesdale  —  Seized  with  Fever  on  his  Return — Letter 
after  Recovery. 

THE  following  letter  is  addressed  to  a  niece,  recently 
married,  the  only  surviving  daughter  of  his  sister  Catherine, 
who  had  embarked  on  the  1st  of  May  for  Europe,  and  was 
now  to  find  a  home  for  many  years  in  the  gay  capital  of 
France.  Identified  with  the  cottage  and  its  concerns  from 
its  building,  and  forming  one  of  the  domestic  circle  of 
Sunnyside — as  the  rural  retreat  was  now  named — from  tbe 
time  the  establishment  was  fairly  set  up,  the  separation  across 
the  wide  Atlantic  was  felt  by  Mr.  Irving  as  a  bereavement. 
In  adverting  to  it  in  one  of  his  letters  to  Mrs.  Van  Wart, 
he  writes : 

Thus  you  see,  though  a  bachelor,  I  am  doomed  to  experience  what 
parents  feel,  when  their  children  are  widely  separated  from  them  by 
marriage.  But  this  is  a  world  of  changes ;  and  we  were  all  too 
happy  in  our  delightful  little  nest,  for  our  domestic  quiet  to  remain 
uninterrupted. 

The  letter  will  be  found  to  contain  passages  from  his  cor- 
respondence with  Van  Bibber,  an  early  literary  pilgrim  to 
Sunnyside,  G.  P.  R.  James,  the  novelist,  with  whom  he 
became  acquainted  at  Bordeaux  in  1825,  and  Charles 
Dickens,  whom  he  had  never  yet  seen,  but  to  whom  he  had 
expressed  his  delighted  interest  in  the  Story  of  Little  ^ell. 
I  give  mainly  these  portions  of  his  letter,  omitting  much  that 
could  be  of  no  interest  to  the  general  reader : 

To  MRS.  STOBROW. 

Sunnyside,  May  25,  1841. 

MY  DEAR  SARAH, —  *  *  *  I  am  glad  to  fancy  you  on  firm 
land,  and  at  the  end  of  your  voyage,  for  it  was  painful  to  think  of 
you  every  day  and  hour  and  minute  urging  your  way  across  the 
broad  Atlantic,  and  adding  to  the  space  that  separated  us  from  each 
other.  *  *  * 
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I  have  received  two  or  three  letters  recently,  which  I  know  would 
please  you  ;  and  as  I  have  not  you  at  my  elbow  to  hand  them  to,  as 
I  always  did  all  my  correspondence  of  an  interesting  nature,  I  will 
transcribe  them.  The  first  is  from  that  eccentric  but  excellent 
fellow,  Van  Bibber  ;  of  this  I  will  merely  give  a  scrap,  as  the  greater 
part  relates  to  his  private  concerns,  and  to  a  drama,  in  two  acts, 
which  he  has  just  finished,  and  is  disposed  to  risk  on  the  stage.  II  is 
whole  letter  is  charmingly  written,  and  evidences  a  mind  imbued  with 
classical  literature,  and  with  the  golden  old  literature  of  England.  I 
give  you  merely  his  conclusion,  which  is  quaint  but  picturesque,  full 
of  kindness,  and  not  deficient  in  beauty : 

"Avon  Dale,  sweet  lady,  has  just  donned  her  annual  garniture  of 
buds  and  flowers ;  her  head  is  crowned  with  a  garland  of  lilac,  beech, 
and  apple  blossoms,  her  feet  covered  with  slippers  of  woven  cowslips 
and  polyanthus.  Every  morning  I  catch  her  twining  some  new  bud 
or  wreathing  some  new  floweret  into  her  coronet.  Come,  sir,  I  must 
renew  my  invitation  for  a  visit.  Our  means  will  not  allow  us  to  offer 
you  those  costly  juices  ripened  beside  the  Rhine  or  Marne,  to  which 
you  have  doubtless  been  ever  accustomed ;  but  if  you  are  fond  of  rich 
cream,  fresh  milk,  and  clear  water  (with  ever  and  anon  a  sparkling 
glass  of  aromatic  mint  julep) ;  if  you  love  deep  woodland  solitude, 
and  the  voice  of  plaintive  turtle-doves  (I  never  in  any  other  place 
knew  half  so  many  or  half  such  musical  ones),  then  come,  dear  sir, 
to  Avon  Dale,  and  I  will  ensure  you  a  hearty  welcome,  a  room  (when 
you  wish  it.)  to  yourself,  a  horse  to  ride  on  when  you  list,  abundance 
of  pure  fresh  air,  and  a  glorious  view  of  the  distant  mountains  of 
Cotockton.  But  if  you  still  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  my  invitation,  and 
prefer  to  all  this  the  company  of  your  fair  nieces,  the  manifold  plea- 
sures of  Sunnyside  Cottage,  and  the  delicious  reveries  inspired  by 
Sleepy  Hollow,  then — my  only  wish  is,  that  your  own  orchard  may 
shower  down  its  choicest  blossoms  on  your  head,  and  that,  during  all 
this  merry  spring-time,  you  may  have  sweet  thoughts,  pleasant 
dreams,  and  frequent  visits  from  the  muses." 

Is  not  that  delightfully  said  ?  and  does  it  not  give  a  delightful  idea 
of  the  man  and  his  wild-wood  retreat  ?  I  declare  to  you,  that,  if  I 
could  possibly  tear  myself  from  the  cottage  at  this  moment,  when 
it  is  all  in  bloom  and  beauty,  and  fragrant  with  lilacs,  I  should  be 
delighted  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  poetic  retreat  of  the  Van  Bibbers. 

The  next  letter  is  from  my  friend  James,  the  novelist,  dated  from 
Bruxelles,  7th  January  last : 

"Mr  DEAR  IRVING, — I  cannot  let  slip  the  opportunity  of  the 
return  of  my  young  acquaintance,  Mr.  Meline,  to  the  United  States, 
to  write  you  a  few  lines,  though  it  is  now,  alas  !  many  a  year  since 
we  met,  and  the  broad  Atlantic  rolls  between  us,  perhaps  for  ever. 
The  memory  of  our  intercourse  while  you  were  resident  in  the  Old 
"World  still  remains  fresh  and  pleasurable  with  me,  and  I  trust  that 
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I  am  not  forgotten  either,  but  that  when  you  see  the  name  of  one  of 
my  paper  things,  you  think  of  him  who  wrote  it.  My  productions 
in  that  way  have  been  many — yours  all  too  few ;  but  those  that  you 
have  written  have  given  me  intense  delight,  especially  '  Astoria,' 
every  word  of  which  I  dwell  upon  with  feelings  of  excitement  and 
interest,  and  longings  for  adventure,  which  I  thought  were  gone  with 
my  boyhood.  I  am  even  now  writing  something  for  the  Knicker- 
bocker, which  I  hear  you  take  an  interest  in — as,  indeed,  you  should 
in  your  godchild ;  and  what  I  shall  require  as  payment  shall  be  a  few 
lines  from  your  hand,  to  tell  me  how  you  are,  and  that  you  have  not 
forgotten  your  English  friends.  My  address,  for  the  present,  must 
be  at  Messrs.  Longmans,  Paternoster-row,  for  I  am  now  wandering, 
having  lately  met  with  a  severe  family  affliction,  which  made  change 
of  scene  and  air  advisable  for  me.  I  shall  soon,  however,  settle  again ; 
and  if  ever  you  should  be  tempted  once  more  to  cross  the  broad 
stream,  I  trust  that  one  of  the  first  firesides  at  which  you  sit  down 
will  be  that  of  Yours  ever  truly,  &c." 

Is  not  this  a  most  kind  and  friendly  letter  ?  And  how  little  have 
I  deserved  it  !  I,  who  have  let  his  former  letter  remain  unanswered, 
and  a  book,  which  he  sent  me,  unacknowledged  and  uuthanked  for. 
But  I  will  reform ! 

And  now  comes  the  third  letter — from  that  glorious  fellow,  Dickens 
(Boz),  in  reply  to  the  one  I  wrote,  expressing  my  heartfelt  delight 
with  his  writings,  and  my  yearnings  toward  himself.  See  how  com- 
pletely we  sympathise  in  feeling  : 

"  MY  DEAR  SIR, — There  is  no  man  in  the  world  who  could  have 
given  me  the  heartfelt  pleasure  you  have,  by  your  kind  note  of  the 
13th  of  last  month.  There  is  no  living  writer,  and  there  are  very  fe\v 
among  the  dead,  whose  approbation  1  should  feel  so  proud  to  earn. 
And  with  everything  you  have  written  upon  my  shelves,  and  in  my 
thoughts,  and  in  my  heart  of  hearts,  I  may  honestly  and  truly  say  so. 
If  you  could  know  how  earnestly  I  write  this,  you  would  be  glad 
to  read  it — as  I  hope  you  will  be,  faintly  guessing  at  the  warmth  of 
the  hand  I  autobiographically  hold  out  to  you  over  the  broad 
Atlantic. 

"  I  wish  I  could  find  in  your  welcome  letter  some  hint  of  an  inten- 
tion to  visit  England.  I  can't.  I  have  held  it  at  arm's  length,  and 
taken  a  bird's-eye  view  of  it,  after  reading  it  a  great  many  times,  but 
there  is  no  greater  encouragement  in  it  this  way  than  on  a  micro- 
scopic inspection.  I  should  love  to  go  with  you — as  I  have  gone, 
God  knows  how  often — into  Little  Britain,  and  Eastcheap,  and  Green 
Arbour-court,  and  Westminster  Abbey.  I  should  like  to  travel  with 
you,  outside  the  last  of  the  coaches,  down  to  Bracebridge  Hall.  It 
would  make  my  heart  glad  to  compare  notes  with  you  about  that 
shabby  gentleman  in  the  oil-cloth  hat  and  red  nose,  who  sat  in  the 
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nine-cornered  back  parlour  of  the  Masons'  Arms  ;  and  about  Robert 
Preston,  and  the  tallo  w-chand  ler's  widow,  whose  sitting-room  is 
second  nature  to  me  ;  and  about  all  those  delightful  places  and  people 
thai.  I  used  to  walk  about  and  dream  of  in  the  daytime,  when  a  very 
small  uud  not  over-particularly-taken-care-of  boy.  I  have  a  good  deal 
to  say,  too,  about  that  dashing  Alonzo  de  Ojeda,  that  you  can't  help 
being  fonder  of  than  you  ought  to  be  ;  and  much  to  hear  concerning 
Moorish  legend,  and  poor,  unhappy  Boabdil.  Diedrich  Knickerbocker 
I  have  worn  to  death  in  my  pocket,  and  yet  I  should  show  you  his 
mutilated  carcase  with  a  joy  past  all  expression. 

"  I  have  been  so  accustomed  to  associate  you  with  rny  pleasantest 
and  happiest  thoughts,  and  with  my  leisure  hours,  that  I  rush  at 
once  into  full  confidence  with  you,  and  fall,  as  it  were  naturally,  and 
by  the  very  laws  of  gravity,  into  your  open  arms.  Questions  come 
thronging  to  my  pen  as  to  the  lips  of  people  who  meet  after  long 
hoping  to  do  so.  I  don't  know  what  to  say  first,  or  what  to  leave 
unsaid,  and  am  constantly  disposed  to  break  off  and  tell  you  again 
how  glad  I  am  this  moment  has  arrived. 

"  My  dear  Washington  Irving,  I  cannot  thank  you  enough  for 
your  cordial  and  generous  praise,  or  fell  you  what  deep  and  lasting 
gratification  it  has  given  me.  I  hope  to  have  many  letters  from  you, 
and  to  exchange  a  frequent  correspondence.  I  send  this  to  say  so. 
After  the  first  two  or  three,  I  shall  settle  down  into  a  connected  style, 
and  become  gradually  rational. 

"  You  know  what  the  feeling  is,  after  having  written  a  letter,  sealed 
it,  and  sent  it  off.  I  shall  picture  you  reading  this,  and  answering  it, 
before  it  has  lain  one  night  in  the  post-office.  Ten  to  one  that  before 
the  fastest  packet  could  reach  New  York  I  shall  be  writing  again. 

"  Do  you  suppose  the  post-office  clerks  care  to  receive  letters  ?     I 
have  my  doubts.     They  get  into  a  dreadful  habit  of  indifference.     A 
postman,  I  imagine,  is  quite  callous.     Conceive  his  delivering  one  to 
himself,  without  being  startled  by  a  preliminary  double  knock  ! 
"  Always  your  faithful  friend, 

"  CHARLES  DICKENS." 


May  26#A.  —  Since  copying  the  foregoing  letters,  I  have  answered 
them  ;ill,  so  you  see  I  am  becoming  quite  a  prompt  correspondent. 
*  *  *  I  shall  be  anxious  to  know  whether  you  have  seen  any  of  my 
literary  friends  in  England,  to  whom  I  gave  Mr.  Storrow  letters. 
Among  the  artists,  I  learn  that  Sir  David  Wilkie  was  absent  on  a 
visit  to  the  Holy  Lund.  I  regret  that  you  have  missed  him  ;  the 
letter,  however,  will  answer  for  another  time. 

I  h:ive  commenced  the  barricade  at  the  foot  of  the  bank,  and  trust, 
before  long,  to  be  protected  against  all  the  surf  and  surges  of  the 
Tappttn  Sea,  and  the  evil  influence  of  the  Erie  railroad.  Our  neigh- 
bourhood is  filling  up  for  the  summer.  The  Hamiltous  are  at  home  ; 
Mrs.  C.  I.  and  her  family  came  up  yesterday,  and  Mrs.  Sheldon  is  to 
come  up  about  the  beginning  of  the  mouth. 
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*  *  *  And  now,  my  dear  Sarali,  I  must  conclude  this  letter,  which 
has  been  so  much  taken  up  with  myself.  I  only  ask,  in  return,  that 
you  will  in  your  letters  be  equally  egotistical.  Tell  me  all  about 
yourself — your  movements,  your  occupations,  your  amusements  ;  all 
that  you  see,  think,  and  feel ;  let  me  have  as  much  of  yourself  as  pos- 
sible, that  I  may  not  feel  as  if  we  are  severed  in  spirit  by  the  distance 
between  us.  I  shall  be  eager  to  hear  of  your  final  establishment  in 
your  own  habitation  at  Paris,  and  in  what  quarter  of  the  great  city 
you  are  fixed,  and  how  you  acquit  yourself  in  housekeeping.  Mr. 
Storrow,  however,  is  an  able  and  experienced  hand,  who  will  arrange 
everything,  I  make  no  doubt,  to  your  heart's  content.  Remember 
me  to  him  most  kindly  and  heartily,  and  believe  me,  my  dear,  dear 
Sarah,  Ever  your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IKYING. 

In  July  I  find  him  among  the  Highlands,  on  a  visit  to  his 
friend,  Gouverneur  Kemble — a  visit  somewhat  saddened  by 
the  recent  death  of  that  gentleman's  sister,  Gertrude,  the 
wife  of  James  K.  Pauldiug,  whose  image  was  linked  with 
the  familiar  scene.  It  is  to  her  that  the  extract  which  fol- 
lows, from  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Storrow,  makes  the  brief  and 
touching  allusion.  West,  his  companion  in  the  visit,  was 
William  E.  West,  the  amiable  American  artist,  whose  like- 
ness of  Lord  Byron  had  made  him  famous  : 

I  arrived  here  the  evening  before  last,  in  company  with  Mr.  West. 
We  had  a  splendid  evening's  voyage  through  the  Highlands,  which 
looked  to  me  more  magnificent  than  ever.  I  found  Mr.  Kemble's 
house  a  real  "  bachelor's  hall,"  having  no  longer  a  lady  to  preside 
there.  *  *  *  The  glorious  being  who  used  to  grace  and  gladden  this 
little  mansion  with  her  presence  is  gone  for  ever  !  I  cannot  express 
to  you  how  dreary  I  have  occasionally  felt  since  I  have  been  here. 

I  give  this  further  extract  from  the  same  letter,  for  its  in- 
teresting allusion  to  the  venerable  Albert  Gallatin,  then 
long  withdrawn  from  public  life  : 

The  day  before  I  left  the  cottage  I  dined  at  the  Sheldons',  to  meet 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gallatin  (the  old  people),  who  were  on  a  visit  there. 
Mr.  George  Jones  was  the  only  guest  besides  myself  from  the  neigh- 
bourhood. We  had  a  very  cheerful  dinner.  Mr.  Gallatin  was  in  fine 
spirits,  and  full  of  conversation.  He  is  upward  of  eighty,  yet  has  all 
the  activity  and  clearness  of  mind  and  gaiety  of  spirits  of  a  young 
man.  How  delightful  it  is  to  see  such  intellectual  and  joyous  old 
age ;  to  see  life  running  out  clear  and  sparkling  to  the  last  drop ! 
With  such  a  blessed  temperament,,  one  would  be  content  to  linger 
and  spin  out  the  last  thread  of  existence. 
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From  Kemble's,  Mr.  Irving  proceeded  to  visit  his  friend, 
Henry  Brevoort,  who  had  taken  the  old  Beverley  House  in 
the  Highlands,  which  formerly  belonged  to  the  family  of  the 
Robinsons,  and  was  associated  with  the  history  of  the  Arnold 
treason.  It  was  distant  about  five  miles  from  the  residence 
of  Gouverneur  Kemble.  It  was  while  here  that  he  was  un- 
expectedly tempted  into  an  excursion,  of  which  he  gives 
some  description  in  the  extract  which  follows  : 

To  MRS.  VAN  WART,  Birmingham. 

Honeadale,  Aug.  1,  1841. 

Mr  DEAR  SISTER, — I  -write  from  among  the  mountains  in  the 
upper  part  of  Pennsylvania,  from  a  pretty  village  which  has  re- 
cently sprung  into  existence  as  the  deposit  of  a  great  coal  region,  and 
which  is  called  after  our  friend  Philip  Hone,  who  was  extremely 
efficient  in  directing  enterprise  into  this  quarter.  I  came  here  along 
the  Delaware  and  Hudson  Canal,  which  extends  from  the  Hudson 
River  near  the  Catskill  Mountains,  upward  of  a  hundred  miles  into 
the  interior,  traversing  some  of  the  most  beautiful  parts  (as  to 
scenery)  of  the  State  of  New  York,  and  penetrating  the  State  of 
Pennsylvania.  I  accompanied  the  directors  of  the  Delaware  and 
Hudson  Canal  in  their  annual  visit  of  examination.  Among  the 
directors  are  Philip  Hone  and  my  friend  Brevoort.  I  do  not  know 
when  I  have  made  a  more  gratifying  excursion  with  respect  to 
natural  scenery,  or  more  interesting  from  the  stupendous  works  of 
art.  The  canal  is  laid  a  great  part  of  the  way  along  romantic  valleys, 
watered  by  the  Rondout,  the  Lackawaxen,  &c.  For  many  miles  if  is 
built  up  along  the  face  of  perpendicular  precipices,  rising  into  stu- 
pendous cliffs  with  overhanging  forests,  or  strutting  out  into  vast  pro- 
montories ;  while  on  the  other  side  you  look  down  upon  the  Delaware, 
foaming  and  roaring  below  you  at  the  foot  of  an  immense  wall  or 
embankment  which  supports  the  canal.  Altogether  it  is  one  of  the 
most  daring  undertakings  I  have  ever  witnessed,  to  carry  an  artificial 
river  over  rocky  mountains,  and  up  the  most  savage  and  almost  im- 
practicable defiles ;  and  all  this,  too,  has  been  achieved  by  the  funds 
of  an  association  composed  of  a  handful  of  individuals.  For  upward 
of  ninety  miles  I  went  through  a  constant  succession  of  scenery  that 
would  have  been  famous  had  it  existed  in  any  part  of  Europe  ;  the 
Catskill  Mountains  to  the  north,  the  Shawangunk  Mountains  to  the 
south,  and  between  them  lovely  valleys,  with  the  most  luxuriant 
woodlands  and  picturesque  streams.  All  this  is  a  region  about  which 
I  had  heard  nothing — a  region  entirely  unknown  to  fame ;  but  so  it 
is  in  our  country.  We  have  some  main  routes  for  the  fashionable 
traveller,  along  which  he  is  hurried  in  steam-boats  and  railroad  cars  ; 
while  on  every  side  extend  regions  of  beauty,  about  which  he  hears 
and  knows  nothing.  Some  of  the  most  enchanting  scenes  I  have 
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beheld  since  my  return  to  the  United  States,  have  been  in  out-of-the- 
way  places,  into  which  I  have  been  accidentally  led. 

A  letter  to  Mrs.  Storrow,  dated  Sunnyside,  Sept.  1st,  more 
than  three  weeks  after  his  return,  shows  that  he  did  not  gain 
in  health  by  the  exposures  of  this  wild  expedition  into  the 
mining  regions : 

Sunnyside  Cottage,  Sept,  1,  1841. 

MY  DEAE,  SARAH, — Your  mother,  I  believe,  has  given  you,  in  her 
letter,  a  daily  bulletin  of  my  health  during  my  recent  malady ;  finding 
myself,  however,  fairly  emerged  out  of  the  "  dark  valley,"  I  hasten 
to  give  you,  under  my  own  hand,  assurance  of  my  returning  health. 
1  have  indeed  received  a  lesson  which  will  cure  me  hereafter  of  that 
heedless  confidence  in  my  constitution,  which  made  me  think  myself 
proof  against  heat  or  cold,  wind  or  rain,  and  rendered  me  regardless 
of  every  exposure.  I  believe  the  last  day  of  my  tour  to  the  coal 
region,  where,  for  the  sake  of  seeing  the  mountain  scenery,  I  sat  from 
morning  till  night  beside  the  driver,  exposed  to  the  intense  heat  of 
the  sun,  after  my  system  had  been  deranged  by  previous  fatigues  and 
exposures,  gave  the  effectual  blow  to  my  health.  I  returned  home 
completely  out  of  order,  and  in  the  course  of  three  or  four  days  my 
indisposition  terminated  in  a  violent  fever.  I  have  never  known 
before  what  a  real  fever  was  ;  indeed,  my  health  has  been  so  uniformly 
good,  that  I  have  scarcely  ever  had  a  serious  malady  of  any  kind. 
Perhaps  this  may  have  made  my  actual  illness  appear  the  more  severe 
to  me.  At  times,  when  I  lay  panting  with  fever,  my  whole  frame  in 
a  state  of  indescribable  irritability,  my  mind  at  intervals  wild  with 
delirium,  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  I  could  not  exist  under  it — as  if  the 
fever  must  seize  upon  my  brain,  deprive  me  of  my  senses,  and  hurry 
me  out  of  existence.  But  how  can  I  express  myself  in  sufficient 
terms  of  affectionate  gratitude  for  the  tenderness,  the  watchful,  the 
devoted,  the  unwearied  tenderness  with  which  I  have  been  treated  ! 
*  *  *  It  is  almost  worth  being  ill  to  experience  such  tenderness.  I 
used  to  look  forward  with  doubt  and  distrust  to  the  time  when, 
through  age  and  infirmity,  I  might  be  unable  to  take  care  of  myself, 
and,  having  no  child  of  my  own  to  cherish  and  bear  with  me,  I  might 
become  an  irksome  burden  upon  others.  I  have  no  longer  such 
apprehension.  I  feel  that  I  have  affectionate,  tender-hearted  beings 
about  me,  that  would  be  to  me  like  children,  and  love  and  cherish  me 
the  more  for  my  very  infirmities.  Thank  God,  my  malady  has  passed 
away,  and  I  begin  to  be  myself  again.  Yesterday,  for  the  first  time, 
I  drove  out  in  the  carriage  with  your  mother  and  Julia  (Sanders's 
wife).  We  had  a  lovely  drive  past  Mr.  Constant's,  through  the  new 
road  to  the  Sawmill  River,  and  up  that  delightful  valley  and  by  the 
Dobbs's  Ferry-road  home.  Oh  !  how  beautiful  everything  looked ;  my 
heart  was  full  of  love  and  gratitude  and  enjoyment. 

This  morning  opens  bright  and  exhilarating ;  a  pure,  bracing  north- 


.ST.  58.]  OF  WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

west  wind  has  made  the  air  light  and  elastic,  and  seems  to  give  new 
vigour  to  my  frame.  I  feel  in  the  happiest  of  moods,  and  my  happy 
feelings  are  reflected  from  every  affectionate  countenance  around 
me.  Jt  is  the  fifth  anniversary  of  our  taking  up  our  residence  at 
the  dear  little  cottage,  which  has  proved  such  a  happy  home  to 
us  all. 

His  brother  Ebenezer  had  now  become  a  member  of  the 
domestic  circle  of  Sunnyside,  which  was  henceforth  to  be 
his  permanent  home,  his  growing  deafness  and  advancing 
years  disqualifying  him  for  further  active  occupation  in  the 
city. 


CHAPTEE  LXIII. 

Extracts  of  Letters  to  Mrs.  Storrow — Anniversary  of  the  St.  Nicholas  So- 
ciety— The  Life  of  Washington  begun — Appointed  Minister  to  Spain — 
Secretaries  of  Legation — Joseph  G.  Cogswell — Alexander  Hamilton — 
The  Dickens  Dinner — Letter  from  Boz — Embarkation  and  Farewell. 

IN  a  communication  to  Mrs.  Storrow,  of  October  29tb, 
Mr.  Irving  writes : 

What  do  you  think  ? — Dickens  is  actually  coming  to  America.  He 
has  engaged  passage  for  himself  and  his  wife  in  the  steam -packet  for 
Boston  for  the  4th  of  January  next.  He  says  :  "  I  look  forward  to 
shaking  hands  with  you  with  an  interest  I  cannot  (and  I  would  not 
if  I  could)  describe.  You  can  imagine,  I  dare  say,  something  of  the 
feelings  with  which  I  look  forward  to  being  in  America.  I  can  hardly 
believe  I  am  coming." 

Three  weeks  later,  November  19th,  he  thus  apologises  for 
the  somewhat  desponding  vein  of  a  recent  letter  : 

I  have  written  you  rather  a  gloomy  letter  lately,  and  am  sorry  for 
it ;  but  for  a  time  I  was  depressed  in  spirit  by  a  concurrence  of  un- 
comfortable circumstances.  I  have  always  had  a  principle  of  reaction 
in  my  nature,  however,  which  I  am  happy  to  find  is  not  extinguished. 
I  have  taken  pen  in  hand,  and  have  been  writing  steadily  for  some 
weeks  past.  I  do  not  know  that  what  I  have  written  will  be  of  a 
nature  to  command  much  popularity  or  circulation,  nor  do  I  think  I 
shall  offer  it  soon  to  the  press  ;  but  the  manner  in  which  I  have  exe- 
cuted it  satisfies  me  that  I  have  "  good  work  in  me  yet,"  and  I  am 
determined  to  keep  on  until  I  have  fairly  worked  it  out.  The  effect, 
too,  has  been  immediate  on  my  spirits.  *  *  *  The  moment  I  finish 
the  work  I  am  busied  upon,  I  shall  throw  it  aside  and  commence 
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something  else.    If  I  continue  in  health  and  good  spirits,  I  shall  sooa 
have  a  little  capital  lying  by  me  in  manuscript. 

On  the  1st  of  December  he  writes  to  his  niece  in  Paris  : 

I  have  been  about  a  week  in  town,  and  begin  to  long  most  heartily 
after  the  cottage,  where,  if  nothing  occurs  imperatively  to  call  me 
away,  I  shall  remain  through  the  winter,  hard  at  work,  that  I  may 
once  more  get  a  little  ahead  of  the  world,  and  cast  dull  care  be- 
hind me. 

On  the  7th  of  the  same  montb  he  writes : 

I  have  stayed  until  to-day,  to  be  present  at  the  anniversary  of  the 
St.  Nicholas  Society,  which  went  off  yesterday  in  great  style.  The 
dinner  was  more  numerously  attended  than  on  any  former  occasion. 
We  had  Lord  Morpeth  there,  who  of  late  has  been  the  universal 
guest.  He  made  a  very  neat  speech  on  the  occasion.  My  health 
was  drunk  in  the  course  of  the  evening,  and  I  was  absolutely  hurried 
upon  my  legs  to  make  a  speech,  but,  agitated  and  abashed  as  usual, 
and  overcome  by  the  prolonged  and  deafening  testimonials  of  good 
will,  I  blundered  through  two  or  three  indistinct  sentences,  and  sat 
down  amidst  thundering  applause.  I  never  shall  figure  as  an  orator. 

Toward  the  close  of  the  same  month  he  again  expresses 
regret  at  tbe  boding  vein,  so  unusual  in  him,  of  some  of  his 
late  letters : 

I  have  written  you  two  or  three  very  uncomfortable  letters  lately, 
and  am  sorry  for  it ;  but  I  was  discouraged  by  evils  that  seemed 
thickening  around  me,  and  felt  doubtful  whether  I  still  retained  mental 
force  and  buoyancy  sufficient  to  cope  with  them.  Thank  God,  the 
very  pressure  of  affairs  has  produced  reaction ;  a  stout  heart,  not  yet 
worn  out,  has  rallied  up  to  the  emergency,  and  I  am  now  in  a  com- 
plete state  of  literary  activity.  I  shall  keep  on  without  flagging  or 
flinching,  as  long  as  health  and  good  spirits  are  continued  to  me. 
*  *  *  Never  did  I  feel  the  value  of  life  and  health  more  than  at  this 
moment,  and  never  did  I  take  a  deeper  interest  in  existence.  I  be- 
lieve it  is  good  for  man  to  be  thus  roused  to  new  exertion  (even 
though  by  the  stimulus  of  adverse  circumstances),  when  the  game  of 
life  would  otherwise  be  growing  tedious  and  uninteresting. 

Tell  Mr.  Storrow  I  have  received  the  books  which  he  was  so  kind 
as  to  procure  for  me.  *  *  *  They  are  very  rare  works,  not  to  be  met 
with  in  this  country,  but  indispensable  to  a  work  which  I  have  in  con- 
templation. 

I  am  now  so  much  engrossed  by  my  literary  avocations,  that  I  shall 
not  be  able  to  write  to  you  as  often  or  as  circumstantially  as  before ; 
but  you  know  the  reason,  and  I  am  sure  will  not  complain. 

The  work  he  had  in  contemplation  was  his  Life  of  "Wash- 
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ington,  upon  which  he  had  actually  commenced  and  got 
fairly  under  way,  when  he  received  the  appointment  of  Mi- 
nister to  Spain — an  honour  totally  unsought  and  unlooked- 
for  by  himself  and  his  friends.  It  was  on  the  10th  of  Fe- 
bruary, in  the  city  of  New  York,  where  he  had  been  passing 
the  winter,  that  he  first  heard  of  his  nomination.  "  Wash- 
ington Irving,"  said  Daniel  Webster,  the  distinguished  Se- 
cretary of  State,  when  he  supposed  a  sufficient  time  had 
elapsed  for  him  to  have  received  the  tidings  of  his  nomina- 
tion— "  Washington  Irving  is  now  the  most  astonished  man 
in  the  city  of  New  York."  I  saw  him  at  my  office  within 
an  hour  after  he  had  received  the  news,  and  he  had  not  yet 
got  over  the  surprise  and  excitement  of  this  unexpected 
event.  Yet,  as  he  paced  up  and  down,  revolving  the  pro- 
spect of  a  separation  from  home  and  home  scenes,  he  ap- 
peared less  impressed  with  the  distinction  conferred  than 
alive  to  the  pain  of  such  an  exile.  "  It  is  hard — very  hard," 
he  half  murmured  to  himself,  half  said  to  me ;  "  yet,"  he 
added,  whimsically  enough,  being  struck  with  the  seeming 
absurdity  of  such  a  view,  "  I  must  try  to  bear  it.  God  tem- 
pers the  wind  to  the  shorn  lamb." 

At  a  later  period,  and  in  a  different  mood,  he  spoke  of 
this  appointment  to  me  as  "the  crowning  honour  of  his 
life  ;"  yet  I  am  persuaded  he  would  have  declined  it,  but  for 
a  confident  belief  that  a  diplomatic  residence  at  Madrid 
need  work  no  interruption  to  his  Life  of  Washington,  the 
literary  task  upon  which  he  had  now  set  his  heart. 

The  following  letter  was  written  after  he  had  been  du- 
biously balancing  the  pros  and  cons  for  a  time  in  my  presence, 
and  had  concluded  by  a  determination  to  accept.  It  is  ad- 
dressed to  his  brother  Ebenezer  at  Sunnyside,  now,  as  we 
have  seen,  his  home  : 

New  York,  Feb.  10,  1842. 

MY  DEAR  BROTHER, — I  have  been  astounded,  this  morning,  by  the 
intelligence  of  my  having  been  nominated  to  the  Senate  as  Minister 
to  Spain.  The  nomination,  I  presume,  will  be  confirmed.  Nothing 
was  ever  more  unexpected.  It  was  perfectly  unsolicited. 

I  have  determined  to  accept.  Indeed,  under  all  the  circumstances 
of  the  case,  I  could  not  do  otherwise.  It  will  be  a  severe  trial  to 
absent  myself  for  a  time  from  dear  little  Sunnyside ;  but  I  shall  re- 
turn to  it  better  enabled  to  carry  it  on  comfortaoly. 

VOL.  III.  2  Z 
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In  the  following  unofficial  letter  from  Mr.  Webster,  we 
find  that  the  appointment  had  taken  place : 

Washington,  Feb.  14,  1842. 

MY  DEAR  SIR, — You  will  have  heard  of  your  nomination  and  ap- 
pointment as  Envoy  Extraordinary  and  Minister  Plenipotentiary  to 
the  Court  of  Madrid.  I  assure  you  it  gives  me  pleasure  to  have  been 
instrumental  in  calling  you  to  so  distinguished  a  post  in  the  public 
service.  If  a  gentleman  of  more  merit  and  higher  qualifications  had 
presented  himself,  great  as  is  my  personal  regard  for  you,  I  should 
have  yielded  it  to  higher  considerations. 

The  time  of  your  departure  from  this  country  will  be  left  to  your 
own  convenience.  We  have  some  confidential  subjects,  depending 
between  the  United  States  and  Spain,  in  regard  to  which  it  would  be 
well  that  you  would  confer  with  the  department,  before  you  repair 
to  your  post. 

I  am,  truly  and  cordially,  yours, 

DANIEL  WEBSTER, 

The  suggestion  of  this  appointment,  however  readily  it 
may  have  been  adopted  by  the  President,  John  Tyler,  origi- 
nated with  Mr.  Webster,  who,  in  the  first  month  of  his 
Secretaryship,  had  been  agitating  Mr.  Irving' s  name  for  a 
diplomatic  post.  The  sudden  death  of  the  President,  Ge- 
neral Harrison,  very  probably  effected  a  change  in  his  views 
at  that  time,  but  his  purpose  would  seem,  from  this  evi- 
dence, to  have  remained.  Mr.  Irving's  old  friend,  William 
C.  Preston,  then  a  Senator  of  the  United  States  from  South 
Carolina,  is  also  linked  in  this  testimonial.  "  I  have  rarely 
performed,"  writes  that  gentleman  in  a  letter  to  Grouverneur 
Kemble  now  before  me,  dated  February  18th,  "  an  official 
duty  with  more  pleasure  than  that  of  reporting  Irving  from 
the  Committee  of  Foreign  Relations,  and  moving  his  confir- 
mation. Such  things  make  pleasant  little  green  spots  amid 
our  wearisome  pitching  and  tossing  here.  It  was  very  gra- 
tifying, the  cordial  feeling  manifested  on  both  sides  of  the 
Senate.  This  was  a  very  good  thing  on  the  part  of  Webster, 
and  makes  me  sorry  to  see  him  so  bedevilled  by  the  Whigs, 
the  Democrats,  and  the  duns." 

Nothing  could  be  more  gratifying  (writes  Washington  to  his 
brother,  February  16th)  than  the  manner  in  which  this  appointment 
has  been  made.  It  was  suggested  by  Mr.  Webster  to  the  President, 
immediately  adopted  by  him,  heartily  concurred  in  by  all  the  Cabinet, 
and  confirmed  hi  the  Senate  almost  by  acclamation.  When  it  was  men- 
tioned, Mr.  Clay,  who  has  opposed  almost  all  the  other  nominations, 
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exclaimed  :  "  Ah,  this  is  a  nomination  everybody  will  concur  in !  If 
the  President  would  send  us  such  names  as  this,  we  should  never 
Lave  any  dillicalty."  What  has  still  more  enhanced  the  gratification 
of  this  signal  honour,  is  the  unanimous  applause  with  which  it  is 
greeted  by  the  public.  The  only  drawback  upon  all  this  is  the  hard 
trial  of  tearing  myself  away  from  dear  little  Sunnyside-  This  has 
harassed  me  more  than  I  can  express ;  but  I  begin  to  reconcile  my- 
self to  it,  as  it  will  be  but  a  temporary  absence. 

To  the  same  brother,  now  entered  upon  his  sixty-sixth 
year,  he  writes  the  next  day  : 

I  now  abandon  the  care  of  the  place  entirely  to  you.  You  will  find, 
iu  my  little  library,  books  about  gardening,  farming,  poultry,  &c.,  by 
which  to  direct  yourself.  The  management  of  the  place  will  give  you 
healthful  and  cheerful  occupation,  and  will  be  as  much  occupation  as 
you  want.  *  *  *  So  content  yourself  at  Sunnyside,  and  never 
think  of  seeking  any  other  "  berth  "  for  the  rest  of  your  days.  Try 
if  you  cannot  beat  me  at  farming  and  gardening.  I  shall  be  able  to 
bestow  a  little  more  money  on  the  place  now,  to  put  it  in  good  heart 
and  good  order. 

Tell  the  girls  they  must  not  repine  at  my  going  away  for  a  time, 
but  must  cheer  me  off  with  pleasant  faces.  The  parting  from  Sunny- 
side  will  be  hard  for  me,  aud  must  be  rendered  as  cheerful  as  possible. 
*  *  *  I  shall  apply  myself  steadily  and  vigorously  to  my  pen,  which 
I  shall  be  able  to  do  at  Madrid,  where  there  are  few  things  to  dis- 
tract one's  attention,  and  in  a  little  while  I  shall  amass  a  new  literary 
capital.  I  shall  therefore  return  to  Sunnyside  with  money  in  both 
pockets,  be  able  to  "  burn  the  candle  at  both  ends,"  and  put  up  as 
many  weathercocks  as  I  please. 

The  following  is  his  letter  of  acceptance  : 

The  Hon.  DANIEL  WEBSTER,  Secretary  of  State,  Washington. 

New  York,  Feb.  18,  1842. 

SIR, — I  accept,  with  no  common  feelings  of  pride  and  gratitude, 
the  honourable  post  offered  me  by  the  government,  of  Envoy  Extra- 
ordinary and  Minister  Plenipotentiary  to  Spain.  It  will  take  some 
little  time  for  me  to  arrange  my  affairs  preparatory  to  so  sudden  and 
unexpected  a  change  of  position  and  pursuits,  but  I  trust  to  he  ready 
to  depart  early  in  April,  previous  to  which  time  I  will  visit  Washing- 
ton, to  receive  my  instructions. 

I  am,  sir,  very  respectfully  yours, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

Previous  to  the  date  of  this  formal  acceptance,  Mr. 
Irving  had  intimated  a  desire  to  have  Mr.  Joseph  G.  Cogs- 
well appointed  as  Secretary  of  the  Legation.  "  He  is  a 
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gentleman,"  he  wrote,  "  with  whom  I  am  on  terms  of  confi- 
dential intimacy,  and  I  know  no  one  who,  by  his  various 
acquirements,  his  prompt  sagacity,  his  knowledge  of  the 
world,  his  habits  of  business,  and  his  obliging  disposition, 
is  so  calculated  to  give  me  that  counsel,  aid,  and  companion- 
ship so  important  in  Madrid,  where  a  stranger  is  more 
isolated  than  in  any  other  capital  of  Europe." 

It  was  an  object  of  great  solicitude  to  him  to  get  the 
right  person  for  this  important  and  confidential  relation  ; 
but  just  as  he  had  succeeded  in  procuring  the  appointment 
for  Cogswell,  Mr.  John  Jacob  Astor,  finding  that  he  was 
likely  to  lose  the  valuable  services  of  this  gentleman  in  or- 
ganising the  Astor  Library,  made  him  librarian  of  that 
embryo  institution ;  and  Mr.  Irving,  unwilling  to  stand  in 
the  way  of  a  selection  so  admirable  and  of  so  much  public 
importance,  set  about  procuring  the  appointment  of  another 
in  his  place.  His  personal  comfort  and  happiness  were 
somewhat  at  stake  in  this  matter,  and  it  was  a  little  doubtful 
whether  he  could  get  his  inclinations  consulted  in  another 
choice.  He  was  most  fortunate,  however,  in  accomplishing 
the  appointment  of  Alexander  Hamilton,  jun.,  for  the  post ; 
though  not  without  some  political  scruples  on  the  part  of 
Mr.  Tyler,  which  were  finally  yielded  to  a  conviction  of  his 
fitness  for  the  place,  and  a  disposition  to  oblige  the  newly- 
appointed  minister. 

On  the  eve  of  his  departure,  President  Tyler  wrote  him 
that  he  was  most  happy  to  say  the  difficulties  in  the  way  of 
Mr.  Hamilton's  nomination  as  his  Secretary  of  Legation 
had  been  removed,  and  that  his  name  would  immediately  be 
sent  up  to  the  Senate.  "  I  am  sorry,"  writes  afterward  the 
eloquent  Hugh  S.  Legare,  "  Cogswell  does  not  go  with  you, 
but  this  appointment  of  his  successor  makes  all  possible 
amends,  especially  as  the  motive  of  his  remaining  is,  with  a 
view  both  to  the  public  and  to  himself,  of  so  much  impor- 
tance." His  wishes,  in  fact,  could  not  have  been  better 
accommodated  than  by  this  appointment  of  Hamilton,  and 
his  satisfaction  was  the  greater  that  he  was  the  sou  of  a 
friend  and  a  near  neighbour.  "  It  will  be  like  taking  a  bit 
of  home  with  me,"  said  Mr.  Irving  to  the  mother  of  the 
youthful  secretary. 

Taking  no  lady  with  him  to  preside  over  his  bachelor 
establishment  at  Madrid,  his  Secretary  of  Legation  and  two 
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young  gentlemen,  Hector  Ames,  a  son  of  Barrett  Ames,  of 
the  city  of  New  York,  and  J.  Carson  Brevoort,  a  son  of  his 
old  friend,  Henry  Brevoort,  would  comprise  his  diplomatic 
family — the  two  last  as  attaches. 

It  was  just  when  Mr.  Irving  had  received  the  appoint- 
ment of  Minister  to  Spain,  that  Charles  Dickens,  the 
renowned  author,  made  his  first  appearance  in  New  York, 
having  arrived  shortly  before  at  Boston. 

The  genial  and  lamented  Felton,  at  this  date  Professor, 
afterwards  President,  of  Harvard  University,  was  visiting 
New  York  at  the  same  time ;  and,  after  the  death  of  Mr. 
Irving,  in  his  remarks  before  the  Massachusetts  Historical 
Society,  in  paying  his  tribute  to  his  memory,  gives  the  fol- 
lowing delightfully  characteristic  picture  of  their  intercourse 
at  that  period : 

The  time  when  I  saw  the  most  of  Mr.  Irving,  was  the  winter  of 
1842,  during  the  visit  of  Charles  Dickens  in  New  York.  I  had 
known  this  already  distinguished  writer  in  Boston  and  Cambridge, 
and  while  passing  some  weeks  with  my  dear  and  lamented  friend, 
Albert  Sumner.  I  renewed  my  acquaintance  with  Mr.  Dickens,  often 
meeting  him  in  the  brilliant  society  which  then  made  New  York  a 
most  agreeable  resort.  Halleck,  Bryant,  Washington  Irving,  Davis, 
and  others  scarcely  less  attractive  by  their  genius,  wit,  and  social 
graces,  constituted  a  circle  not  to  be  surpassed  anywhere  in  the 
world.  I  passed  much  of  the  time  with  Mr.  Irving  and  Mr.  Dickens ; 
and  it  was  delightful  to  witness  the  cordial  intercourse  of  the  young 
man,  in  the  flush  and  glory  of  his  fervent  genius,  and  his  elder  com- 
peer, then  in  the  assured  possession  of  immortal  renown.  Dickens 
said,  in  his  frank,  hearty  manner,  that  from  his  childhood  he  had 
known  the  works  of  Irving ;  and  that,  before  he  thought  of  coming 
to  this  country,  he  had  received  a  letter  from  him,  expressing  the 
delight  he  felt  in  reading  the  story  of  Little  Nell ;  and  from  that  day 
they  had  shaken  hands  autographically  across  the  Atlantic.  Great 
and  varied  as  was  the  genius  of  Mr.  Irving,  there  was  one  thing  he 
shrank  with  a  comical  terror  from  attempting,  and  that  was  a  dinner 
speech.  A  great  dinner,  however,  was  to  be  given  to  Mr.  Dickens  in 
New  York,  as  one  had  already  been  given  in  Boston;  and  it  was 
evident  to  all  that  no  man  but  Washington  Irving  could  be  thought 
of  to  preside.  With  all  his  dread  ot  making  a  speech,  he  was 
obliged,  to  obey  the  universal  call,  and  to  accept  the  painful  pre- 
eminence. I  saw  him  daily  during  the  interval  of  preparation,  either 
at  the  lodgings  of  Dickens,  or  at  dinner  or  evening  parties.  I  hope 
I  showed  no  want  of  sympathy  with  his  forebodings,  but  I  could  not 
help  being  amused  with  his  tragi-comical  distress  which  the  thought 
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of  that  approaching  dinner  had  caused  him.  His  pleasant  humour 
mingled  with  the  real  dread,  and  played  with  the  whimsical  horrors 
of  his  own  position  with  an  irresistible  drollery.  Whenever  it 
was  alluded  to,  his  invariable  answer  was,  "I  shall  certainly  break 
down !" — uttered  in  a  half  melancholy  tone,  the  ludicrous  effect  of 
which  it  is  impossible  to  describe.  He  was  haunted,  as  if  by  a 
nightmare ;  and  I  could  only  compare  his  dismay  to  that  of  5lr. 
Pickwick,  who  was  so  alarmed  at  the  prospect  of  leading  about 
that  "  dreadful  horse"  all  day.  At  length  the  long-expected  evening 
arrived;  a  company  of  the  most  eminent  persons,  from  all  the  pro- 
fessions and  every  walk  of  life,  were  assembled,  and  Mr.  Irving  took 
the  chair.  I  had  gladly  accepted  an  invitation,  making  it,  however, 
a  condition  that  I  should  not  be  called  upon  to  speak — a  thing  I  then 
dreaded  quite  as  much  as  Mr.  Irving  himself.  The  direful  compul- 
sions of  life  have  since  helped  me  to  overcome,  in  some  measure,  the 
post-prandial  fright.  Under  the  circumstances — an  invited  guest, 
with  no  impending  speech — I  sat  calmly  and  watched  with  interest 
the  imposing  scene.  I  had  the  honour  to  be  placed  next  but  one  to 
Mr.  Irving,  and  the  great  pleasure  of  sharing  in  his  conversation. 
He  had  brought  the  manuscript  of  his  speech  and  laid  it  under  his 
plate.  "  I  snail  certainly  break  down,"  he  repeated  over  and  over 
again.  At  last  the  moment  arrived.  Mr.  Irving  rose,  and  was 
received  with  deafening  and  long-continued  applause,  which  by  no 
means  lessened  his  apprehension.  He  began  in  his  pleasant  voice ; 
got  through  two  or  three  sentences  pretty  easily,  but  in  the  next 
hesitated;  and,  after  one  or  two  attempts  to  go  on,  gave  it  up,  with 
a  graceful  allusion  to  the  tournament,  and  the  troops  of  knights 
all  armed  and  eager  for  the  fray  ;  and  ended  with  the  toast, 
"  Charles  Dickens,  the  guest  of  the  nation."  "There!"  said  he,  as 
he  resumed  his  seat  under  a  repetition  of  the  applause  which  had 
saluted  his  rising ;  "  there  !  I  told  you  I  should  break  down,  and 
I've  done  it." 

There  certainly  never  was  made  a  shorter  after-dinner  speech ;  I 
doubt  if  there  ever  was  a  more  successful  one.  The  manuscript 
seemed  to  be  a  dozen  or  twenty  pages  long,  but  the  printed  speech 
was  not  as  many  lines.  I  suppose  that  manuscript  may  be  still  in 
existence ;  and  if  so,  I  wish  it  might  be  published.*  Mr.  Irving 
often  spoke  with  a  good-humoured  envy  of  the  felicity  with  which 
Dickens  always  acquitted  himself  on  such  occasions. 

The  following  letter  is  addressed  to  his  brother  from 
Washington,  where  he  and  "  Boz"  had  gone  shortly  after 
the  Dickens  dinner : 

*  The  manuscript,  which  consisted,  no  doubt,  only  of  notes  or  hints,  was 
probably  destroyed  at  the  time. — ED. 
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To  EBENEZER  IRVING. 

Washington,  March  16,  1^ 

MY  DE.VR  BROTHER, — My  reception  in  Washington,  by  all  persons 
and  parties,  has  been  of  the  most  gratifying  kind.  The  government 
seems  disposed  to  grant  me  every  indulgence  as  to  the  time  and 
mode  of  my  embarkation,  my  route,  &c.  I  shall  remain  here  until 
some  time  in  the  early  part  of  next  week,  to  read  the  correspondence 
and  documents  connected  with  my  mission,  and  to  make  myself  ac- 
quainted with  the  affairs  of  the  legation,  after  which  I  shall  return 
home  to  make  my  final  preparations  for  departure. 

I  dined  with  Mr.  Granger  yesterday;  Mr.  Webster  to-day;  I  dine 
to-morrow  with  Mr.  Preston,  of  the  Senate,  the  next  day  with  the 
President,  and  on  Saturday  with  Mr.  Tayloe;  so  you  see  I  am 
launched  in  a  complete  round  of  dissipation.  Last  evening  I  was  at 
the  President's  levee — a  prodigious  crowd.  I  set  put  to  walk,  with 
Julia  Sanders  on  my  arm,  but  was  penned  up  against  the  wall,  and 
for  an  hour  had  to  stand  shaking  hands  with  man,  woman,  and  child 
from  all  parts  of  the  Union,  who  took  a  notion  to  lionise  me.  I 
thought  I  had  become  so  old  a  story  as  to  be  past  all  such  bozzing, 
but  they  seem  to  think  me  brought  out  in  a  new  edition  at  Washing- 
ton. *  *  * 

March  17th  he  resumes : 

I  have  nearly  finished  my  business  here.  I  have  read  all  the  cor- 
respondence and  documents  of  importance  connected  with  my  mis- 
sion, and  had  private  conversations  with  the  Secretary  of  State.  I 
have  received  my  letter  of  credit  on  the  Rothschilds,  London,  for  my 
salary,  which,  I  find,  commences  from  the  date  of  my  commission — 
10th  of  February  last.  I  shall  receive  a  draft  for  my  outfit  on  Tues- 
day next.  I  intend  paying  a  visit  to  Mount  Veruon  on  Monday,  and 
hope  to  leave  this  for  Baltimore  on  Tuesday  afternoon.  As  I  shall 
stop  in  Philadelphia  to  see  my  booksellers,  I  shall  not  reach  New 
York  until  toward  the  end  of  the  week.  I  shall  endeavour  to  make 
all  my  arrangements  so  as  to  sail  in  the  Liverpool  packet  on  the  7th 
of  April,  as  I  am  anxious  to  get  out  to  Europe  early  enough  to  have 
a  portion  of  the  fine  season  for  travelling. 

Yesterday  I  dined  at  the  President's,  and  had  a  very  pleasant 
dinner.  Mr.  Tyler  has  all  the  air  of  a  very  good-hearted,  fine-tem- 
pered man,  and  I  have  experienced  the  most  cordial  reception  from 
him.  I  sat  next  to  his  daughter-in-law,  a  daughter  of  my  early 
friend,  Mary  Fairlie,  and  we  had  much  interesting  conversation  about 
her  mother,  among  whose  papers  she  had  found  many  of  my  letters 
during  the  time  that,  in  our  young  days,  we  kept  up  an  amusing  cor- 
respondence. 
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In  the  following,  we  have  a  further  glimpse  of  Boz  and 
Diedrich : 

CHARLES  DICKENS  to  WASHINGTON  IBVING. 

Washington,  Monday  afternoon,  March  21,  1842. 

MY  DEAR  IRVING, — We  passed  through— literally  passed  through 
— this  place  again  to-day.  I  did  not  come  to  see  you,  for  I  really 
have  not  the  heart  to  say  "  good-by"  again,  and  felt  more  than  I  can 
tell  you  when  we  shook  hands  last  Wednesday. 

You  will  not  be  at  Baltimore,  I  fear  ?  I  thought,  at  the  time,  that 
you  only  said  you  might  be  there,  to  make  our  parting  the  gayer. 

Wherever  you  go,  God  bless  you !  What  pleasure  I  have  had  in 
seeing  and  talking  with  you,  I  will  not  attempt  to  say.  I  shall  never 
forget  it  as  long  as  I  live.  What  would  I  give,  if  we  could  have  but 
a  quiet  week  together !  Spain  is  a  lazy  place,  and  its  climate  an  in- 
dolent one.  But  if  you  have  ever  leisure  under  its  sunny  skies,  to 
think  of  a  man  who  loves  you,  and  holds  communion  with  your  spirit 
oftener,  perhaps,  than  any  other  person  alive — leisure  from  listless- 
ness,  I  mean — and  will  write  to  me  in  London,  you  will  give  me  an 
inexpressible  amount  of  pleasure. 

Your  affectionate  friend, 

CHARLES  DICKENS. 

The  following  letter  from  Henry  Clay  has  reference  to  the 
nomination  of  Alexander  Hamilton  as  Secretary  of  Legation, 
some  difficulties,  as  before  hinted,  having  been  interposed  in 
the  way  of  his  appointment,  which  were  not  removed  until 
the  7th  of  April,  when  his  name  was  sent  into  the  Senate, 
and  immediately  confirmed.  I  introduce  the  brief  epistle  of 
this  eloquent  and  illustrious  man  for  the  genial  tone  of  its 
closing  paragraph : 

Washington,  March  29,  1842. 

MY  DEAR,  SIR, — I  received  your  favour,  and,  should  I  be  in  the 
Senate  when  the  nomination  to  which  it  refers  shall  be  acted  upon, 
your  wishes  are  sufficient  to  command  my  vote. 

Take  with  you,  my  dear  sir,  the  fervent  wishes  of  one  whose  sen- 
timents of  regard  have  remained  unabated  during  twenty-eight  years, 
for  your  success  in  your  public  mission,  and  for  increased  fame  in 
your  literary  pursuits. 

I  am,  truly  and  faithfully,  your  friend  and  obedient  servant, 

H.  CLAY. 

Philip  Hone,  who  presents  Mr.  Irving  with  the  following 
invitation  to  a  public  dinner  on  the  eve  of  his  departure,  was 
an  old  friend  and  his  next-door  neighbour  in  their  boyhood, 
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and  had  served  the  city,  at  one  period,  with  great  acceptance, 
as  its  mayor  : 

Friday,  April  1,  1842. 

MY  DEAR  IRVING, — The  pleasant  duty  is  assigned  to  me  of  hand- 
ing  you  the  enclosed ;  and  I  am  directed  to  request  you  will  com- 
municate your  answer  (which  it  is  hoped  will  be  favourable)  to, 
Dear  sir,  your  obedient  servant  and  sincere  friend, 

PHILIP  HONE. 

The  letter  of  invitation  vrhich  follows,  is  signed  by  some 
of  the  most  honoured  names  in  New  York,  without  distinc- 
tion of  party,  and  is  worth  giving  as  a  testimony  that  his  ap- 
pointment was  regarded  as  gratuitous  and  national,  and  not 
in  return  for  claims  of  a  political  nature.  Among  the  signers 
are  William  Cullen  Bryant,  Charles  King,  Grulian  C.  Ver- 
planck,  "William  Kent,  Daniel  Lord,  Samuel  B.  Ruggles, 
Thomas  J.  Oakley,  Samuel  Jones,  Charles  Augustus  Davis. 

New  York,  March  29,  1842. 

DEAR  SIR, — It  is  now  nearly  ten  years  since  a  number  of  the 
citizens  of  New  York,  prompted  by  personal  affection,  and  an  honest 
pride  in  the  high  literary  character  of  their  townsman,  assembled  at 
the  festive  board  to  welcome  your  return  from  Europe ;  to  renew 
with  you  the  recollection  of  former  days  of  pleasant  intercourse,  and 
to  participate  in  the  rich  stores  of  information,  the  fruits  of  your 
sojourn  of  seventeen  years  in  foreign  parts. 

An  occasion  now  occurs  to  repeat  this  "  feast  of  reason,"  which 
dwells  so  pleasantly  on  the  memory  of  many  of  us.  You  have  been 
appointed,  in  a  manner  alike  honourable  to  the  government  and 
yourself,  unassisted  by  intrigue,  and  unpledged  to  party,  the  nation's 
representative  at  the  Court  of  Spain — a  station  which  seems  to  be 
universally  conceded  as  your  peculiar  right.  You  have  studied  the 
language  of  that  interesting  country,  searched  her  archives,  embel- 
lished her  story,  and  made  her  literature  familiar  to  your  country- 
men. 

Understanding  that  your  departure  is  nigh  at  hand,  we  are  desirous 
to  give  you  a  "  God  speed"  upon  your  honourable  mission,  to  con- 
vince you  that  the  hearts  of  your  "  brethren  and  friends"  here  in  your 
native  city  beat  warmly  as  ever  toward  you,  and  that  their  pride  in 
your  literary  fame  has  suffered  no  abatement.  With  this  view  we 
offer  ourselves,  as  the  representatives  of  a  large  number  of  your 
fellow-citizens,  to  invite  you,  most  affectionately,  to  dine  with  them 
previous  to  your  departure  for  Spain,  on  any  day  most  convenient  to 
yourself. 
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We  are,  dear  sir,  with  respect  and  affection,  your  friends  and 
townsmen, 

PHILIP  HONE,  &c. 
The  reply  was  as  follows  : 

To  MR.  PHILIP  HONE. 

New  York,  April  4,  1842. 

MY.  DEAR  HONE, — I  have  just  received  your  kind  note  of  the  1st 
instant,  enclosing  an  invitation,  signed  by  a  number  of  my  townsmen, 
to  partake  of  a  public  dinner,  as  a  farewell  expression  of  their  regard, 
prior  to  my  departure  for  Spain. 

I  cannot  but  remember  with  deep  sensibility  a  similar  testimonial 
of  their  good  will  with  which  I  was  surprised  and  overpowered  ten 
years  since,  on  my  return  home  from  so  long  an  absence  that  I  had 
almost  feared  it  had  alienated  me  from  their  affection ;  and  it  is  a 
proud  gratification  to  me  to  find  that,  after  ten  years  of  familiar  inter- 
course, the  same  good  will  still  appears  to  be  exhibited.  Indeed,  the 
manifestations  of  public  regard  have  thickened  upon  me  rather  than 
declined  with  the  lapse  of  years.  And  when  I  have  made  up  my 
mind  to  find  myself  naturally  waning  in  popular  favour,  and  rightfully 
giving  place  to  younger  and  fresher  candidates,  I  am  surprised  by 
new  marks  of  popular  esteem  and  national  confidence,  surpassing  all 
that  have  gone  before.  Thus  have  I  continually  been  paid,  and  over- 
paid, and  paid  again  for  all  the  little  good  I  may  have  effected  in  my 
somewhat  negligent  and  fortuitous  career,  until,  at  times,  I  feel  as  if, 
in  acquiescing  in  such  over-measured  rewards,  I  am  tacitly  pocketing 
what  is  not  due  to  me. 

In  the  present  instance  that  shall  not  be  the  case.  Indeed,  the 
nature  of  my  preparations,  on  the  eve  of  departure  for  a  post  of  im- 
portant and  untried  responsibility,  leaves  me  neither  the  leisure  nor 
the  frame  of  mind  necessary  to  participate  in  such  a  festivity  as  is 
proposed ;  but  I  beg  you  to  assure  my  townsmen  that,  while  I  excuse 
myself  from  accepting  their  proffered  banquet,  I  will  treasure  up  in 
my  heart  of  hearts  the  cordial  "  farewell "  intended  by  it,  as  one  of 
the  dearest  of  the  many  testimonials  of  regard  received  by  me  from 
my  native  place. 

To  you,  my  good  friend,  who  have  known  me  "  from  my  childhood 
on,"  accept  my  thanks  for  the  kind  expressions  with  which  you  have 
accompanied  this  invitation,  and  my  sincere  wish  that,  should  I  live 
once  more  to  return  to  my  native  land,  I  may  find  you  in  the  full 
enjoyment  of  health  and  prosperity. 

Yours  very  faithfully, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

Seven  days  later,  when  his  departure  was  close  at  hand, 
he  addresses  the  following  letter  to  his  niece,  Sarah  Irving, 
at  his  cottage : 
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New  York,  April  7,  1842. 

MY  DEAR  SARAH, — I  have  given  Pierre  M.  Irving  a  full  power  of 
attorney  to  act  in  my  name,  and  have  made  arrangements  with  him 
for  the  conduct  of  my  pecuniary  affairs.  *  *  * 

And  now,  my  dear,  good  little  girl,  God  bless  you !  You  have  beea 
like  a  daughter,  and  an  affectionate  one,  to  me,  and  so  have  all  your 
sisters;  and  have,  by  your  kind  attentions,  made  the  years  I  have 
lived  among  you  one  of  the  happiest  portions  of  my  life.  In  a  little 
while  we  shall  come  together  again,  I  trust,  and  then  we  will  have 
merry  times  at  sweet  little  Sunnyside. 

With  my  love  to  all  the  flock,  your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

On  the  10th  of  April  he  embarked,  with  fine  weather  and 
a  fair  wind. 


CHAPTEE  LXIV. 

Mr.  Irving  in  London — Levee — Reception  at  Court — Qneen  Victoria — 
Prince  Albert — Meeting  of  old  Acquaintances — Rogers — Leslie — James 
Bandinel  —  Monastic  Seclusion  in  Westminster  Abbey  —  Anniversary 
Dinner  of  the  Literary  Fund — His  Struggle  about  going — Extract  from 
Moore's  Diary  on  the  Subject — The  Queen's  Grand  Fancy  Ball — At 
Paris — A  Guest  of  Mrs.  Storrow — Passages  from  Letters  to  Sarah  Irving 
and  Mrs.  Paris — Mr.  Cass—  Letter  to  Mrs.  Henry  Van  Wart — Letter  to 
Mrs.  Paris — Presentment  to  Louis  Philippe  and  other  Members  of  the 
Royal  Family  at  Neuilly — His  Reception — Fete  at  Colonel  Thorn's — 
Passages  of  Letters  to  Pierre  M.  Irving  and  Wife. 

THE  following  letter  to  his  sister,  written  at  a  scanty 
moment  snatched  from  amidst  the  hurry  of  various  occupa- 
tions, gives  the  first  tidings  of  his  arrival  in  England,  where 
the  members  of  the  family  at  Birmingham,  from  whom  he 
had  now  been  separated  ten  years,  were  looking  forward 
with  impatience  to  a  meeting  : 

To  MRS.  PARIS,  at  Tarry  town. 

London,  May  3,  1842. 

MY  DEAR  SISTER, — I  have  arrived  in  England  before  my  ship,  ami 
in  London  before  visiting  Birmingham ;  and  these  are  the  circum- 
stances of  the  case:  We  had  a  fair  wind  and  fine  voyage  until  we 
made  the  Irish  coast,  when  the  wind  came  ahead.  After  beating  for 
a  day  or  two  hi  the  Channel,  with  the  prospect  of  passing  several 
more  days  on  shipboard,  a  steam-packet  hove  in  sight.  A  signal 
brought  it  within  hail.  It  was  bound  from  Cork  for  Bristol,  where  it 
would  arrive  on  the  following  day.  Several  of  my  fellow-passengers 
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and  myself,  therefore,  got  on  board,  and  were  landed  on  the  follow- 
ing day  (April  30th)  at  Bristol.  *  *  *  We  landed  after  dark,  and 
the  next  morning  I  set  off  in  the  railroad  cars  for  London.  These 
railroads  have  altered  the  whole  style  and  course  of  travelling  in  Eng- 
land. You  fly  through  the  country  rather  than  ride.  We  were  about 
four  hours  travelling  a  distance  of  one  hundred  miles ;  and  such 
admirable  vehicles.  I  sat  as  comfortably  cushioned  and  accommo- 
dated as  in  my  old  Voltaire  chair  at  the  cottage.  The  railroads,  too, 
are  so  well  finished,  that  you  experience  none  of  the  jarring  and 
vibration  that  are  felt  in  purs.  In  this  way  we  were  whirled  through 
a  succession  of  enchanting  scenery,  in  all  the  freshness  of  spring ; 
the  weather  was  lovely,  and  the  sunshine  worthy  of  our  own  country. 
I  had  intended  merely  to  touch  in  London,  and  proceed  by  railroad 
to  Birmingham,  which  is  now  but  a  five-hours'  journey  from  the  me- 
tropolis. I  found,  however,  once  here,  it  was  impossible  to  get  away 
as  readily  as  I  had  supposed.  I  waited  on  our  minister.  Mr.  Edward 
Everett,  and  had  some  matters  to  arrange  with  him,  and  understood 
that  it  would  be  proper  for  me  to  appear  at  the  levee,  and  be  pre- 
sented to  the  Queen  on  Wednesday  morning  (to-morrow).  Then  I 
had  to  order  some  addition  to  my  diplomatic  uniform  for  the  occasion 
— to  get  clothes,  &c.  &c.  It  worries  me  extremely  to  be  thus  de- 
tained from  seeing  sister  Sarah,  and  I  fear  she  will  be  grieved  at  my 
delay.  I  shall  endeavour  to  break  away  from  town  the  day  after  to- 
morrow, and  put  off  all  further  business  and  arrangements  until  my 
return.  In  fact,  I  am  not  in  mood  and  trim  to  enter  upon  the  bustle 
and  agitation  of  public  life.  The  hurried  transitions  of  the  latter 
part  of  my  voyage,  and  of  my  arrival,  have  excited  me  too  much. 
I  arrived  here  flushed,  and  heated,  and  agitated,  and  since  that  have 
experienced  something  of  depression.  I  have  avoided  making  any 
calls  that  might  involve  me  in  engagements,  and  have  felt  a  singular 
reluctance  to  commit  myself  once  more  to  the  current  of  society  and 
the  turmoil  of  the  world.  *  *  *  However,  all  this  will  pass  away. 
When  I  have  made  my  visit  to  Birmingham,  I  will  come  back  and 
plunge  into  the  stream,  and  trust  to  the  buoyancy  and  activity  of  my 
spirit  to  enable  me  once  more  to  buffet  with  the  waves.  I  find  that, 
by  getting  on  board  the  steamer,  and  landing  at  Bristol,  I  escaped 
the  bother  of  a  public  dinner  which  they  were  prepared  to  offer  me 
at  Liverpool.  This  is  a  great  comfort.  *  *  *  I  question  whether  I 
shall  get  away  from  England  until  toward  the  end  of  the  month  ;  and 
then  I  shall  hurry  on  to  Paris,  where  I  expect  to  be  joined  by  Mr. 
Hamilton.  *  *  * 

To  MRS.  PARIS,  at  Tarrytown. 

The  Shrubbery,  May  7,  1842. 

MY  DEAR  SISTER, — I  wrote  you  a  hasty  scrawl,  a  few  days  since, 
from  London.  I  was  detained  in  town  three  or  four  days  by  business, 
and  then  set  off  for  Birmingham,  where  I  arrived  in  about  five  hours 
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by  railroad,  travelling  without  the  least  fatigue.  My  meeting  with 
our  dear  sister  was,  as  you  may  suppose,  most  affecting.  *  *  * 

While  I  was  in  London  I  attended  the  levee,  to  be  presented.  I 
know  the  great  interest  you  take  in  the  young  Queen,  and  that  you 
will  expect  some  account  of  her.  She  is  certainly  quite  low  in  stature, 
but  well  formed  and  well  rounded.  Her  countenance,  though  not 
decidedly  handsome,  is  agreeable  and  intelligent.  Her  eyes  light  blue, 
with  light  eyelashes ;  and  her  mouth  generally  a  little  open,  so  that 
you  can  see  her  teeth.  She  acquits  herself  in  her  receptions  with 
great  grace,  and  even  with  dignity.  Prince  Albert  stood  beside  her 
— a  tall,  elegantly  formed  young  man,  with  a  handsome,  prepossess- 
ing countenance.  He  is  said  to  be  frank,  manly,  intelligent,  and 
accomplished ;  to  be  fond  of  his  little  wife,  who,  in  turn,  is  strongly 
attached  to  him.  It  is  rare  to  see  such  a  union  of  pure  affection  on 
a  throne. 

I  experienced  a  very  kind  reception  at  court ;  was  warmly  wel- 
comed by  many  members  of  the  diplomatic  corps,  though  most  of 
them  were  strangers  to  me  ;  but  I  met  several  of  my  old  acquain- 
tances among  the  ministers — Lord  Aberdeen,  Sir  Robert  Peel,  &c. — 
who  were  very  cordial  in  their  recognitions,  and  seemed  to  be  in  high 
good  humour  at  having,  themselves,  got  once  more  into  office. 

Among  the  most  gratifying  meetings  with  old  friends  during  my 
brief  sojourn  in  London,  1  must  mention  those  with  Mr.  Rogers,  and 
with  Leslie.  Mr.  Rogers  was  quite  affected  on  meeting  with  me  (it 
was  at  a  dinner  party  at  our  minister's,  Mr.  Everett's).  The  old 
man  took  me  in  his  arms,  quite  in  a  paternal  manner.  He  begins 
to  show  the  marks  of  his  advanced  age,  though  he  still  goes  out  to 
parties,  and  is  almost  as  much  in  company  as  ever.  Leslie  is  occu- 
pied in  painting  a  picture  of  the  Royal  Christening.  His  picture  of 
the  Coronation  has  been  the  making  of  him.  He  has  more  orders 
for  paintings  than  he  can  execute. 

Little  Cloisters,  Westminster  Abbey,  May  Qth. — I  returned  to  town 
on  Saturday,  after  passing  two  days  in  Birmingham,  intending  to  pay 
it  another  and  a  longer  visit  before  I  leave  England.  I  am  here 
ensconced  in  the  very  heart  of  this  old  monastic  establishment,  with 
an  old  friend  who  keeps  bachelor  hall  in  one  of  the  interior  buildings 
connected  with  the  Abbey.  My  host  is  Mr.  James  Bandinel,  of  the 
Foreign  Office,  with  whom  I  became  acquainted  during  my  former 
diplomatic  residence  in  London.  He  is  a  peculiar  character ;  a 
capital  scholar,  a  man.  variously  and  curiously  informed,  of  great 
worth,  kindness,  and  hospitality.  His  quarters  in  the  old  Abbey  are 
a  perfect  "  old  curiosity  shop,"  furnished  with  all  kinds  of  antiquities 
and  curiosities,  quaint  old  furniture;  the  walls  hung  with  ancient 
armour ;  weapons  of  all  ages  and  countries ;  curious  pictures,  &c. 
&c. ;  cases  and  shelves  of  old  books  in  every  room.  The  entrance  to 
this  singular  and  monkish  nest  is  through  the  vaulted  passages  and 
the  long  arcades  of  the  cloisters,  over  the  tombstones  (inserted  in  the 
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pavements)  of  the  ancient  abbots,  which  I  have  mentioned  in  the 
Sketch  Book,  and  past  that  mural  monument  with  a  marble  figure 
reclining  on  it,  which  frightened  Sarah  so  much  that  evening  when 
she  was  brought  to  the  Abbey  unexpectedly  by  Mr.  Storrow.  I  have 
repeatedly  passed  through  these  cloisters  and  by  that  monument  at 
midnight,  on  my  way  home  from  a  party,  and  on  one  occasion  the 
Abbey  clock  struck  twelve  just  as  I  was  passing.  How  strange  it 
seems  to  me  that  I  should  thus  be  nestled  quietly  in  the  very  heart 
of  this  old  pile,  that  used  to  be  so  much  the  scene  of  my  half- 
romantic,  half-meditative  haunts,  during  my  scribbling  days.  It  is 
like  my  sojourn  in  the  halls  of  the  Alhambra.  Am  I  always  to  have 
my  dreams  turned  into  realities  ? 

May  \Wi. — I  have  kept  this  letter  by  me  several  days,  but  have 
been  unable  to  add  a  word,  such  is  the  hurry  of  engagements,  visits, 
calls,  notes,  &c.  &c.,  in  this  overwhelming  metropolis.  I  have  neither 
rest  by  day  nor  sleep  by  night,  and  am  almost  fagged  out.  I  had 
hoped  to  enjoy  some  delightful  quiet  in  this  glorious  seclusion  in  the 
heart  of  the  cloisters,  but  the  claims  of  the  world  follow  me  here, 
and  keep  me  in  continual  agitation.  Last  Sunday,  it  is  true,  I  had  a 
delicious  treat  in  hearing  the  cathedral  service  performed  in  a  noble 
style,  with  the  chants  of  the  choir,  and  the  accompaniment  of  the 
organ ;  but  besides  this,  I  have  seen  nothing  of  the  Abbey  excepting 
to  pass  to  and  fro,  by  night  and  day,  through  the  cloisters,  making 
the  vaults  and  monuments  echo  \vith  my  footsteps  at  midnight. 

I  have  not  been  able  to  call  on  many  of  my  old  friends,  but  have 
met  some  of  them  on  public  occasions.  Many  of  the  literary  men  I 
met  at  an  anniversary  dinner  of  the  Literary  Fund,  at  which  Prince 
Albert  presided.  Here  I  sat  beside  my  friend  Moore,  the  poet,  who 
came  to  town  to  attend  the  dinner.  He  looks  thinner  thau  when  I 
last  saw  him,  and  has  the  cares  and  troubles  of  the  world  thickening 
upon  him  as  he  advances  in  years.  He  has  two  sons ;  both  had  com- 
missions in  the  army.  The  youngest  has  recently  returned  home, 
broken  in  health,  and  in  danger  of  a  consumption.  Tlie  elder,  Tom, 
has  been  rather  wild,  and  is  on  his  return  from  India,  having,  for 
some  unknown  reason,  sold  his  commission.  The  expenses  of  these 
two  sons  bear  hard  upon  poor  Moore,  and  he  talks  with  some  de- 

Kondency  of  the  likelihood  of  his  having  to  come  upon  the  Literary 
ind  for  assistance.  The  Literary  Fund  dinner  was  very  splendid, 
and  there  was  much  dull  speaking  from  various  distinguished  cha- 
racters. I  had  come  to  it  with  great  reluctance,  knowing  that  my 
health  would  be  drunk ;  and,  though  I  had  determined  not  to  make  a 
speech  in  reply,  yet  the  very  idea  of  being  singled  out,  and  obliged  to 
get  on  my  legs  and  1'eturn  thanks,  made  me  nervous  throughout  the 
evening.  The  flattering  speech  of  Sir  Robert  Inglis,  by  which  the 
toast  was  preceded,  and  the  very  warm  and  prolonged  cheering  by 
which  it  was  received,  instead  of  relieving,  contributed  to  agitate  me, 
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and  I  felt  as  if  I  would  never  attend  a  public  dinner  again,  where  I 
should  have  to  undergo  such  a  trial. 

There  is  an  amusing  description,  in  the  Diary  of  Thomas 
Moore,  of  his  endeavours  to  persuade  Mr.  Irving  to  be  pre- 
sent at  this  annual  dinner  of  the  Literary  Fund  Society, 
which  I  am  tempted  to  extract  in  this  place,  though,  in  so 
doing,  I  break  off  from  the  letter,  to  return  to  it,  however, 
again : 

From  the  Diary  of  THOMAS  MOOKE. 

May  \(Hh. — Started  for  town,  leaving  our  dear  boy  somewhat 
better.  Found,  with  my  usual  good  luck,  a  note  from  Murray,  asking 
me  to  meet,  at  dinner,  to-day,  the  man  of  all  others  I  wanted  to  shake 
hands  with  once  more — Washington  Irving.  Called  at  Murray's,  to 
say  "  Yes,  yes,"  with  all  my  heart. 

UtA. — Went  to  the  Literary  Fund  Chambers  to  see  what  were  the 
arrangements,  and  where  I  was  to  be  seated,  having,  in  a  note  to 
Blewitt,  the  secretary,  begged  him  to  place  me  near  some  of  my  own 
personal  friends.  Found  that  I  was  to  be  seated  between  Hallam 
and  Washington  Irving.  All  right.  By-the-by,  Irving  had  yesterday 
come  to  Murray's,  with  the  determination,  as  I  found,  not  to  go  to 
the  dinner,  and  all  begged  of  me  to  use  my  influence  with  him  to 
change  this  resolution.  But  he  told  me  his  mind  was  made  up  on  the 
point ;  that  the  drinking  his  health,  and  the  speech  he  would  have  to 
make  in  return,  were  more  than  he  durst  encounter ;  that  he  had 
broken  down  at  the  Dickens  dinner  (of  which  he  was  chairman)  in 
America,  and  obliged  to  stop  short  in  the  middle  of  his  oration,  which 
made  him  resolve  not  to  encounter  another  such  accident.  In  vain 
did  I  represent  to  him  that  a  few  words  would  be  quite  sufficient  in 
returning  thanks.  "  That  Dickens  dinner,"  which  he  always  pro- 
nounced with  strong  emphasis,  hammering  all  the  time  with  his  right 
arm,  more  suo,  "  that  Dickens  dinner"  still  haunted  his  imagination, 
and  I  almost  gave  up  all  hope  of  persuading  him.  At  last  I  said  to 
him,  "  Well,  now,  listen  to  me  a  moment.  If  you  really  wish  to  dis- 
tinguish yourself,  it  is  by  saying  the  fewest  possible  words  that  you 
•will  effect  it.  The  great  fault  with  all  the  speakers,  myself  among 
the  number,  will  be  our  saying  too  much.  But  if  you  content  your- 
self with  merely  saying  that  you  feel  most  deeply  the  cordial  recep- 
tion you  have  met  with,  and  have  great  pleasure  in  drinking  their 
healths  in  return,  the  very  simplicity  of  the  address  will  be  more 
effective,  from  such  a  man,  than  all  the  stammered-out  rigmaroles 
that  the  rest  of  the  speecliifiers  will  vent."  This  suggestion  seemed 
to  touch  him ;  and  so  there  I  left  him,  feeling  pretty  sure  that  I  had 
carried  my  point.  It  is  very  odd,  that  while  some  "of  the  shallowest 
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fellows  go  on  so  glib  and  ready  with  the  tongue,  men  whose  minds 
are  abounding  with  matter  should  find  such  difficulty  in  bringing  it 
out.  I  found  that  Lockhart  also  had  declined  attending  this  dinner 
under  a  similar  apprehension,  and  only  consented  on  condition  that 
his  health  should  not  be  given. 

Whether  Moore's  suggestion  was  adopted  or  not,  certain 
it  is  that  Mr.  Irving  did  little  more  than  bow  his  thanks  to 
the  toast  of  Sir  Robert  Inglis.  Happily  the  brilliant  Eve- 
rett, never  at  a  loss,  was  there  to  speak  for  the  honour  of 
American  literature. 

I  now  resume  with  some  further  passages  from  the  letter 
to  his  sister : 

I  believe  I  told  you,  in  a  previous  letter,  of  the  public  dinner  that 
had  been  intended  me  at  Liverpool.  I  have  since  received  an  in- 
vitation to  accept  a  public  dinner  at  Glasgow,  which,  of  course,  I 
declined;  indeed,  the  manifestations  of  public  regard  which  I  have 
continually  experienced  since  my  arrival  here  have  been  quite  over- 
powering. 

Last  evening  I  was  at  the  Queen's  grand  fancy  ball,  which  sur- 
passed, in  splendour  and  picturesque  effect,  any  courtly  assemblage 
that  I  ever  witnessed  or  could  imagine.  The  newspapers  are  full  of 
details  of  this  magnificent  pageant,  and  I  must  refer  you  to  them  for 
particulars,  for  the  whole  is  a  scene  of  bewilderment  in  my  recollec- 
tion. There  were  at  least  two  thousand  persons  present,  all  arrayed 
in  historical,  poetical,  or  fanciful  costumes,  or  in  rich  military  or 
court  uniforms.  A  kind  of  scheme  was  given  to  the  whole,"  by 
making  it  the  representation  of  the  visit  of  Anne  of  Brittany  (the 
character  sustained  by  the  Duchess  of  Cambridge)  to  the  Court  of 
Edward  III.  (Prince  Albert)  and  his  Queen  Phihppa  (Queen  Vic- 
toria). The  respective  sovereigns  had  all  their  courtiers  and  attend- 
ants in  the  costumes  of  the  times,  faithfully  executed  after  old  histo- 
rical paintings  and  engravings.  There  was  a  reality  mingled  with  the 
fiction  of  the  scene.  Here  royalty  represented  royalty,  and  nobility 
represented  nobility.  Many  of  the  personages  present  played  the 
parts  of  their  own  ancestors,  their  dresses  being  faithfully  copied 
from  old  family  paintings  by  Vandyke  and  other  celebrated  persons. 
There  was  no  tinsel  or  stage  trumpery  in  the  dresses  and  jewels  ;  all 
was  of  the  richest  materials,  such  as  the  characters  represented 
would  have  worn :  and  there  was  on  all  sides  a  blaze  of  diamonds  be- 
yond anything  I  had  ever  seen.  The  saloons  of  the  palace  were  of 
great  size,  so  that  there  was  ample  room  for  display;  and  nothing 
could  surpass  the  effect  of  the  various  groups,  processions,  &c.,  or 
the  splendour  of  the  assemblage  in  the  Throne  Room,  where  Albert 
and  Victoria,  as  Edward  and  Philippa,  were  seated  in  state,  receiving 
the  homage  of  the  brilliant  throng. 
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I  had  a  very  favourable  situation  in  one  part  of  the  evening,  near 
the  royal  party,  when  the  different  quadrilles,  each  in  uniform 
costumes,  danced  before  them.  The  personage  who  appeared  least  to 
enjoy  the  scene  seemed  to  me  to  be  the  little  Queen  herself.  She 
was  flushed  and  heated,  and  evidently  fatigued  and  oppressed  with 
the  state  she  had  to  keep  up,  and  the  regal  robes  in  which  she  was 
arraved,  and  especially  by  a  crown  of  gold,  which  weighed  heavy  on 
her  brow,  and  to  which  she  was  continually  raising  her  hand  to  move 
it  slightly  when  it  pressed.  I  hope  and  trust  her  real  crown  sits 
easier.  Prince  Albert  looked  uncommonly  well  in  his  costume.  He 
would  have  realised  the  idea  you  have  no  doubt  formed  of  a  prince, 
from  all  that  you  have  read  in  fairy  tales.  He  came  up  to  where  I 
was  standing  and  held  some  little  conversation  with  me.  He  speaks 
English  very  well,  and  his  manner  is  extremely  bland  and  prepos- 
sessing. 

The  Shrubbery,  May  I6(h. — I  was  interrupted  in  my  letter,  and  had 
to  abandon  it.  Yesterday  I  made  my  escape  from  London,  in  spite 
of  a  host  of  tempting  invitations,  and  came  off  here,  glad  to  get  a 
little  repose.  I  arrived  wearied,  exhausted,  rheumatic  (which  I  have 
been  ever  since  my  arrival  on  the  coast  of  England) ;  and  yesterday 
afternoon,  and  all  last  evening,  could  do  little  else  than  sleep,  to  make 
up  for  nights  of  broken  rest.  *  *  * 

The  Shrubbery,  from  which  he  dates  on  the  16th  of  May, 
was  the  residence  of  his  sister,  Mrs.  Van  Wart. 

A  few  days  afterward  he  embarked  at  Southampton  for 
France,  in  company  with  Hector  Ames,  of  New  York,  who 
was  to  be  attached  to  the  legation  at  Madrid,  and  form  one 
of  his  household. 

To  his  sister,  at  Birmingham,  he  writes,  June  8th  : 

I  arrived  at  Havre  at  an  early  hour  on  the  Sunday  morning  after  I 
left  you,  having  had  a  very  smooth  voyage  across  the  Channel.  I 
passed  the  day  at  the  delightful  little  half-rural  retreat  of  my  friend 
I5easley,  which  is  situated  in  a  garden  on  the  descent  of  the  hill  over- 
looking Havre  and  the  surrounding  extent  of  land  and  sea.  I  stayed 
there  until  Monday  morning,  Hector  being  quartered  there  with  me. 
We  then  ascended  the  Seine  in  a  steam-boat  to  Rouen ;  passed  a 
night  there,  and  the  next  day  proceeded  by  steam-boat  and  railroad 
to  Paris,  where  we  arrived  on  Tuesday  evening.  My  visit  to  my 
excellent  friend  Beasley,  and  my  voyage  up  the  Seine,  however 

f ratifying  in  other  respects,  were  full  of  melancholy  associations; 
)r  at  every  step  I  was  reminded  of  my  dear,  dear  brother  Peter, 
who  had  so  often  been  my  companion  in  these  scenes.  In  fact,  he  is 
continually  present  to  my  mind  since  my  return  to  Europe,  where 
we  passed  so  many  years  together,  and  I  think  this  circumstance 
contributes  greatly  to  the  mixture  of  melancholy  with  which,  of  late, 
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I  regard  all  those  scenes  and  objects  which  once  occasioned  such 
joyous  excitement.  There  is  one  little,  quiet,  conventual  garden, 
with  shady  walks,  and  shrubberies,  and  seats,  behind  the  old  Gothic 
church  of  St.  Ouen,  at  Rouen,  which  used  to  be  his  favourite  resort 
during  his  solitary  residence  in  that  city,  and  where  he  used  to  pass 
his  mornings  with  his  book,  amusing  himself  with  the  groups  of 
loungers  and  of  nursery  maids  and  children.  I  felt  my  heart  com- 
pletely give  way  when  I  found  myself  in  that  garden.  I  was  for  a 
time  a  complete  child.  My  dear,  dear  brother !  As  I  write,  the 
tears  are  gushing  from  my  eyes. 

The  following  characteristic  extract  is  taken  from  a  letter 
to  his  niece,  Sarah  Irving,  an  inmate  of  Sunnyside,  in  reply 
to  some  welcome  intelligence  from  home.  It  is  dated  five 
days  after  his  arrival  in  Paris,  and  is  addressed  to  her  from 
beneath  the  roof  of  Mrs.  Storrow,  with  whom  he  was  residing, 
and  who,  it  may  be  remembered,  had  not  long  before  been 
domesticated  with  him  at  the  "  Boost." 

y  29M,  1842. —  *  *  *  My  visit  to  Europe  has  by  no  means 
the  charm  of  former  visits.  Scenes  and  objects  have  no  longer  the 
effect  of  novelty  with  me.  I  am  no  longer  curious  to  see  great 
sights  or  great  people,  and  have  been  so  long  accustomed  to  a  life  of 
quiet,  that  I  find  the  turmoil  of  the  world  becomes  irksome  to  me. 
Then  I  have  a  house  of  my  own,  a  little  domestic  world,  created  in  a 
manner  by  my  own  hand,  which  I  have  left  behind,  and  which  is  con- 
tinually haunting  my  thoughts,  and  coming  in  contrast  with  the 
noisy,  tumultuous,  heartless  world  in  which  1  am  called  to  mingle. 
However,  I  am  somewhat  of  a  philosopher,  and  can  accommodate  my- 
self to  changes,  so  I  shall  endeavour  to  resign  myself  to  the  splendour 
of  courts  and  the  conversation  of  courtiers,  comforting  myself  with 
the  thought  that  the  time  will  arrive  when  I  shall  once  more  return 
to  sweet  little  Sunnyside,  and  be  able  to  sit  on  a  stone  fence,  and 
talk  about  politics  and  rural  affairs  with  neighbour  Forkel  and  Uncle 
Brom. 

In  a  similar  vein  he  writes  to  his  sister,  Mrs.  Paris,  the 
same  day : 

*  *  *  Hitherto,  since  my  arrival  in  Paris,  I  have  been  living  very 
quietly,  avoiding  all  engagements,  that  I  might  pass  my  time  as  much 
as  possible  with  Sarah;  but  now  I  shall  have  to  launch  in  some 
degree  into  society.  I  have  to  make  diplomatic  calls  in  company  with 
our  minister,  General  Cass,  and  these  will  lead,  more  or  less,  to 
various  engagements.  Fortunately,  the  fashionable  season  is  over ; 
the  royal  family  are  absent,  and  there  is  less  call  for  visits  of  cere- 
mony aud  crowded  entertainments.  Still  1  feel  a  mortal  repugnance 
to  launching  into  the  stream  of  public  life,  and  I  cling  as  long  as 
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possible  to  the  quiet  shore  I  am  about  to  leave.  I  endeavour  to  con- 
form to  our  old  family  motto,  Sub  sole  sub  umbra  virens  (flourishing 
iii  the  sun  and  in  the  shade);  but  I  think,  upon  the  whole,  I  am  more 
calculated  for  the  shade. 

My  predec<"-M,r,  Mr.  Vail, expects  me  early  in  July,  and  is  anxious 
to  leave  Madrid  with  his  family  before  the  intense  heats  of  summer. 
I  have  made  a  kind  of  half  arrangement,  by  letter,  with  Mr.  Vail,  by 
which  I  shall  take  up  my  quarters  with  him  when  I  arrive,  and  pretty 
much  take  his  establishment,  carriage,  furniture,  and  servants  off  his 
hands.  *  *  *  I  shall  thus  have  a  home  at  once  on  my  arrival,  with- 
out being  subjected  to  the  loss  of  time  and  trouble,  the  bother,  and 
perplexity,  and  cheatery  which  I  would  otherwise  incur  in  forming 
an  establishment.  I  mention  this  to  you  because  I  know  you  are 
anxious  on  this  point.  *  *  * 

Not  long  after,  he  entertains  the  same  correspondent  with 
the  following : 

Paris,  June  10,  1842. 

MY  DEAK  SISTER, — A  few  days  since,  I  drove  out,  in  the  evening, 
with  our  minister,  General  Cass,  to  Neuilly,  one  of  the  royal  country 
residences  near  Paris,  to  be  presented  to  the  King.  Neuilly  is  situated 
in  the  midst  of  an  English  park,  through  which  we  had  a  pleasant 
drive.  I  observed  sentinels  stationed  here  and  there  about  the  park— 
a  precaution  taken  in  consequence  of  the  repeated  attempts  upon  the 
life  of  the  King.  Louis  Philippe,  I  am  told,  is  extremely  annoyed, 
in  his  rides  on  horseback  about  the  park,  at  finding  himself  thus 
under  perpetual  surveillance.  He  says  he  is  almost  as  badly  off  as 
Napoleon  at  Longwood,  who  could  never  find  himself  out  of  sight  of 
a  sentinel. 

A  suite  of  saloons  on  the  ground  floor  of  the  palace  were  lighted 
up.  Very  little  formality  is  observed  in  these  country  receptions. 
Passing  through  a  number  of  domestics  in  the  entrance-hall,  we  found 
our  way  from  one  chamber  to  another,  until  we  came  to  where  the 
company  were  assembled  in  a  central  saloon.  The  Queen  and  Madame 
Adelaide  (sister  to  the  King)  were  seated,  with  several  ladies,  at  a 
round  table,  at  work.  The  King  was  conversing  by  turns  with  gen- 
tlemen who  were  standing  in  groups  round  the  room,  some  few  of 
whom  (General  Cass  and  myself  among  the  number),  who  were  there 
on  ceremony,  were  in  court  uniforms.  The  King  was  simply  dressed 
in  black,  with  pantaloons  and  shoes.  I  am  thus  particular  m  noting 
his  dross,  knowing  your  curiosity  with  respect  to  royalty,  and  lest  you 
should  suppose  that  kings  and  queens  are  always  in  long  velvet  robes, 
with  golden  crowns  on  their  heads.  I  experienced  a  very  kind  recep- 
tion from  the  King  and  Queen  and  Madame  Adelaide,  each  of  whom 
took  occasion  to  say  something  complimentary  about  my  writings. 
The  King  has  altered  much  since  I  last  saw  him  (which  was  in  1  - 
when  he  took  the  oaths  of  office).  Age  may  begin  to  weigh  upon 
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him,  but  care,  no  doubt,  still  more.  He  is  less  erect  than  he  used  to 
be,  and  at  times  stoops  considerably.  How  different  from  what  he 
was  when  I  first  saw  him,  nearly  twenty  years  since,  as  the  Duke  of 
Orleans,  in  hussar  uniform,  mounted  on  a  superb  horse,  in  a  public 
procession,  the  admiration  of  every  eye.  Still,  he  is  a  fine-looking 
man  for  his  years,  and  appeared  to  be  in  good  health  and  good  spirits, 
laughing  heartily  with  some  of  those  with  whom  he  was  conversing. 
In  his  conversation  with  General  Cass  and  myself,  he  spoke  of  Ame- 
rican affairs,  and  showed  himself  to  be  minutely  observant  of  all  that 
was  passing  in  our  country,  and  of  the  state  of  its  relations  with 
its  neighbours  in  Canada,  Texas,  and  Mexico.  I  am  told  he  keeps  a 
vigilant  eye  upon  the  newspapers,  and  thus  informs  himself  of  what 
is  going  on  in  all  parts  of  the  world.  I  am  sure  this  will  recommend 
him  to  the  good  opinion  of  our  worthy  brother,  the  present  Laird  of 
Sunnyside  (whose  devotion  to  the  newspapers  nearly  excluded  all 
other  reading). 

The  Queen,  who  is  a  most  excellent,  amiable  person,  is  pale  and 
thin,  with  blue  eyes,  and  hair  quite  white.  Nothing  can  be  kinder 
than  her  manners.  Her  life  is  an  anxious  one.  The  repeated  at- 
tempts upon  the  life  of  her  husband,  and  even  of  her  sons,  have  filled 
her  with  alarm,  and  I  am  told  she  is  in  a  state  of  nervous  agitation 
whenever  they  are  absent  on  some  public  occasion  of  ceremony.  She 
is  a  devoted  wife  and  mother,  a  perfect  pattern  in  the  domestic  rela- 
tions of  life.  The  King's  sister,  Madame  Adelaide,  is  a  woman  of 
more  force  of  character ;  resembles  the  King  in  features,  possesses 
vigorous  good  sense  and  great  ambition.  She  is  said  to  take  great 

interest  in  public  affairs,  and  in  the  stability  of  her  brother's  throne. 
*  *  * 

June  \±th. — T  had  intended  to  write  something  in  this  letter  every 
day,  but  I  have  been  so  much  taken  up  by  the  usual  demands  of 
society,  and  so  oppressed  by  the  heat  of  the  weather,  that  I  have 
found  it  impossible  to  do  so.  Two  or  three  days  since,  Mr.  Storrow, 
Sarah,  and  myself,  dined  at  the  country  seat  of  Mrs.  Welles,  and  • 
passed  the  evening  delightfully  in  strolling  about  the  grounds.  The 
day  after  to-morrow  we  intend  going  to  Versailles,  to  pass  two  or 
three  days  there.  *  *  * 

I  shall  be  glad  to  get  out  of  Paris  into  the  country.  The  weather 
is  uncommonly  warm,  and,  in  spite  of  all  my  holding  back,  I  have  got 
launched  into  society,  and  find  myself  obliged  to  dine  out  almost 
every  day.  Yesterday  I  dined  at  the  British  ambassador's  (Lord 
Cowley,  brother  to  the  Duke  of  Wellington).  The  dinner,  however, 
was  very  pleasant.  Lady  Cowley  I  knew  some  years  since,  in  Eng- 
land. I  was  treated  most  cordially.  General  Cass  dined  there  also, 
and  Mr.  Rumpf,  son-in-law  to  Mr.  Astor,  besides  other  persons  of  my 
acquaintance.  In  the  evening  I  was  at  a  magnificent  fete  given 
by  our  countryman,  Colonel  Thorn,  on  the  occasion  of  one  of  his 
daughters'  tnarriage  with  a  French  baron.  You  know  the  history  of 
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Colonel  Thorn,  and  the  stand  be  has  taken  among  the  old  French 
noblesse  by  diiit  of  his  wealth.  His  fete  was  really  magnificent, 
hotel  was  brilliantly  lighted  up,  the  extensive  gardens  fancifully  illu- 
minated, and  singers  and  musicians  stationed  among  the  distant 
groves,  who  occasionally  regaled  the  company  with  concerted  pieces 
of  instrumental  music,  or  romantic  choruses  and  glees.  The  whole 
was  one  of  those  fairy  scenes  that  would  have  enchanted  me  in  my 
greener  years  of  inexperience  and  romance ;  but  I  have  grown  too 
to  be  duped  by  such  delusions,  so  I  sagely  came  away  just  as 
ilic  thoughtless  throng  were  beginning  to  dance.  It  is  wonderful 
how  much  more  difficult  it  is  to  astonish  or  amuse  me  than  when  I 
was  last  in  Europe.  It  is  possible  I  may  have  gathered  wisdom 
under  the  philosophic  shades  of  Sleepy  Hollow,  or  may  have  been 
rendered  fastidious  by  the  gay  life  of  the  cottage ;  it  is  certain  that, 
amidst  all  the  splendours  of  London  and  Paris,  I  find  my  imagination 
refuses  to  take  fire,  and  my  heart  still  yearns  after  dear  little  Sunny- 
side.  This  letter,  I  trust,  will  find  you  up  there,  and  must  answer 
for  the  household,  for  I  have  not  time  to  write  any  more.  Give  my 
love  to  all  the  girls.  I  will  not  name  any  one  in  particular,  lest  it 
might  appear  like  giving  a  preference;  and,  God  knows,  I  love  them 
all  with  all  my  heart.  Oh  !  what  would  I  not  give  to  be  once  more 
among  them. 

The  following  is  in  reply  to  a  letter  from  myself,  inform- 
ing him  how  I  had  invested  some  funds  left  in  my  hands, 
and  giving  some  personal  details : 

To  PIERRE  M.  IRVING. 

Paris,  June  26,  1842. 

MY  DEAR  PIERRE, — I  have  just  received  your  most  welcome  letter 
of  May  31st,  and  have  read  it  with  great  interest.  I  thank  you 
heartily  for  your  kind  attention  to  my  pecuniary  affairs,  and  am  \\  ell 
pleased  with  the  investment  you  have  made. 

*  *  *  I  am  delighted  with  the  account  you  give  of  your  nest  at 
the  bank.   *  *  *  I  presume  the  iron  safe  which  you  extol  as  such  a 
"  convenient  fixture,"  must  have  become  necessary  to  hoard  up  the 
bags  of  money  you  are  now  accumulating.   *  *  * 

*  *  *  Since  1  begun  this  letter,  Alexander  Hamilton  and  Carson 
Brevoort  have  reached  Paris,  and  have  brought  me  a  thousand  in- 
teresting details  about  home.     Being  now  joined  by  my  household,  I 
shall  set  forward  for  Spain  as  soon  as  possible,  though  I  suppose  they 
will  want  a  little  time  at  Paris  to  fit  themselves  out.     I  am  anxious  to 
be  at  my  post,  to  have  my  establishment  formed,  my  books  and  papers 
about  me,  and  to  get  settled.     The  restless  life  L  have  led  for  some 
months  past  has  grown  extremely  irksome,  and  the  continual  shifting 
of  the  scene,  and  of  the  dramatis  personee,  distracts  my  iniud  without 
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interesting  me.  I  am  too  old  a  frequenter  of  the  theatre  of  life 
to  be  much  struck  with  novelty,  pageant,  or  stage  effect,  and  could 
willingly  have  remained  in  my  little  private  loge  at  Sunnyside,  and 
dozed  out  the  rest  of  the  performance. 

Do  write  often,  and  let  me  know  all  about  your  own  concerns, 
and  the  concerns  of  those  around  you.     My  heart  dwells  among  you 
all  at  home,  and  my  thoughts  are  continually  reverting  thither. 
Your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IKVING. 

To  a  postscript  added  to  my  letter  by  my  wife,  he  replied 
as  follows  : 

MY  DEAB,  HELEN, — If  you  knew  with  what  avidity  and  relish  1 
devoured  your  half  letter,  you  would  immediately  sit  down  and  write 
me  a  whole  one.  *  *  *  The  merest  gossip  about  home  and  its 
everyday  concerns  would  be  more  prized  by  me  than  the  finest 
turned  periods.  The  accidental  mention  you  make  in  your  letter 
about  the  green  sodded  bank  before  the  cottage,  and  about  Julia 
and  Mary  in  their  new  bonnets  and  dresses,  has  presented  home  pic- 
tures that  speak  at  once  to  my  heart. 

*  *  *  I  have  been  living  as  quietly  as  I  could  for  some  time  past, 
in  Sarah's  pretty  little  establishment,  trying  to  keep  out  of  the  tur- 
moil of  the  great  world ;  for  my  desire  has  been  not  to  mount  the 
minister,  if  possible,  until  my  arrival  in  Spain,  having  no  great  relish 
for  the  pageantry  of  courts,  or  the  thronged  saloons  of  fashionable 
life ;  but  I  am  drawn  into  the  vortex  occasionally  in  spite  of  myself, 
so  I  am  kept  in  a  half-drowned  state,  neither  one  thing  nor  t'other ; 
neither  enjoying  repose  nor  dissipation ;  like  a  poor  drenched  Yankee 
fisherman  whom  I  once  met  with,  shivering  and  drying  himself  before 
a  fire  in  a  little  sea-shore  inn  at  Martha's  Vineyard,  and  who,  tired  of 
being  neither  fish  nor  flesh,  wished  he  was  "  clever-fy  dead."     The 
fact  is,  I  am  spoiled  by  the  life  I  have  led  at  Sunnyside,  and  have  not, 
during  the  whole  time  that  I  have  been  in  Europe,  had  one  of  those 
right  down  frolicsome  moods  that  I  have  enjoyed  at  the  cottage; 
but,  indeed,  they  would  not  be  becoming  in  diplomatic  life.     I  shall 
therefore  put  by  all  my  merriment  until  my  return  home,  and  will 
endeavour,  in  the  mean  time,  to  be  dignified  and  dull. 

*  *  *  I  am,  my  dear  Helen,  your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 
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CHAPTER  LXV. 

Passages  of  a  Letter  to  Henry  Brevoort  —  Letter  to  Mrs.  Paris  from 
Bayonne — Bordeaux  Reminiscences — Arrival  at  Madrid,  and  occupation 
of  his  new  Home — Domestic  Details — Duke  de  Gor — Audience  of  the 
Minister  of  Foreign  Affairs — Interview  with  the  Regent  at  his  Palace  of 
liiicua  Vista — Audience  of  the  Queen  at  the  Royal  Palace — Letter  to 
Mrs.  Romeyn — Passages  from  Letters  to  Ebenezer  Irving. 

THE  following  lines  were  addressed  to  Henry  Brevoort 
from  the  office  of  the  legation  at  Paris,  in  reply  to  a  letter 
from  that  gentleman  brought  by  his  son,  J.  Carson  Brevoort, 
whom  he  was  to  have  with  him  as  an  attache  at  Madrid : 
"  I  am  delighted  to  have  him  with  me,"  he  writes.  "  My 
heart  warms  toward  him,  not  merely  on  his  own  account, 
but  also  on  your  own.  He  seems  like  a  new  link  in  our  old 
friendship,  which  commenced  when  we  were  both  about  his 
age  or  even  younger,  and  which  I  have  always  felt  as  some- 
thing almost  fraternal."  Then,  after  giving  a  reason  for  his 
being  detained  eight  or  ten  days  longer  in  Paris,  he  adds : 

I  am  anxious  to  get  to  my  post  and  relieve  my  predecessor,  Mr. 
Vail,  who  wishes  to  get  to  the  mountains  with  his  family  for  the 
health  of  his  children.  I  am  desirous,  also,  of  forming  my  esta- 
blishment, and  feeling  myself  once  more  settled.  The  unsettled  life 
I  have  led  for  some  months  past  begins  to  be  extremely  irksome.  I 
have  enough  to  do  to  bother  me,  yet  no  settled  occupation,  to  interest 
me.  My  mind  is  perplexed  by  arrangements  for  my  domestic  esta- 
blishment and  solicitude  about  my  new  career,  and,  with  all  this,  I  am 
harassed  by  the  claims  of  society,  which,  with  all  my  exertions,  I 
cannot  fight  off.  Paris  and  London  are  terrible  places  for  these  kind 
of  claims,  which  cut  up  one's  time,  disturb  one's  quiet,  and  render 
life  a  continual  round  of  empty  toils.  I  am  amused  with  the  soli- 
citude of  our  friend  on  my  account,  who  thinks  I  am  turn- 
ing my  back  upon  fortune,  and  ruining  my  prospects  in  life  by 
neglecting  to  follow  up  the  friendships  proffered  me  in  saloons.  He 
could  restrain  his  feelings  no  longer,  a  few  evenings  since,  at  an  even- 
ing party,  where  the  Duchess  of had  sought  an  acquaint- 
ance with  me,  and  held  me  for  some  time  in  very  amiable  conver- 
sation. On  leaving  her,  took  me  aside,  and  implored  me  to 

leave  a  card  the  next  day  for  the  Duchess,  and  at  the  same  time  read 
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me  a  most  affectionate  lecture  on  my  neglect  of  this  piece  of 
etiquette  with  respect  to  various  other  persons  of  rank.  He  attri- 
butes all  this  to  my  extensive  modesty,  not  dreaming  that  the  empty 
intercourse  of  saloons  with  people  of  rank  and  fashion  could  be  a  bore 
to  one  who  has  run  the  rounds  of  society  for  the  greater  part  of  half 
a  century,  and  who  likes  to  consult  his  own  humour  and  pursuits. 

In  the  following  letter,  written  when  he  was  accomplishing 
his  journey  from  Paris  to  Madrid,  in  company  with  the 
future  members  of  his  diplomatic  family,  we  have  a  touching 
allusion  to  his  former  sojourn  at  Bordeaux,  where  he  and 
his  brother  Peter  spent  four  months,  prior  to  their  entrance 
into  Spain  in  1826 : 

To  MRS.  PARIS,  New  York. 

Bayonne,  July  20,  1842. 

MY  DEAR  SISTER, — Here  I  am,  in  the  frontier  town  of  France, 
with  the  Pyrenees  in  view,  which  I  shall  be  traversing  in  the  course 
of  the  day.  My  journey  from  Paris  hither  has  been  very  pleasant. 
*  *  *  We  stopped  at  several  fine  old  historical  places,  such  as  Or- 
leans, Tours,  Poitiers,  and  AngoulSme.  My  fellow-travellers  are  ex- 
cellent companions,  young  and  fresh  and  buoyant,  and  we  get  on 
joyously  together.  I  have  picked  up  a  most  valuable  servant  at 
Paris,  a  mulatto  named  Benjamin  Gowien,  native  of  South  Carolina, 
who  came  out  with  Mr.  Middleton  when  he  went  minister  to  Russia, 
remained  with  him  ten  or  twelve  years,  and  has  been  travelling  about 
Europe  in  various  capacities  for  twenty-four  years  past.  He  speaks 
most  of  the  European  languages  fluently,  is  a  capital  travelling 
servant,  and,  indeed,  a  valuable  servant  at  all  points — steady,  quiet, 
respectful,  and  trustworthy.  He  has  already  been  three  times  at 
Madrid,  and  made  himself  well  acquainted  with  the  language  and 
with  the  customs  of  the  country.  I  write  particularly  on  this  point, 
as  I  know  you  will  feel  some  solicitude  about  my  personal  comforts. 
I  passed  between  four  and  five  days  at  Bordeaux,  among  my  excellent 
friends  the  Guestiers,  Johnsons,  and  Bartons.  I  was  received  by 
them  as  if  I  were  one  of  their  family  connexion.  That  good  old  lady, 
Mrs.  Johnson,  the  great  friend  of  our  dear  brother  Peter,  I  found 
still  in  good  health,  though  complaining  of  advanced  age.  My  heart 
was  full  on  meeting  with  her,  for  I  thought  of  the  many  happy  hours 
I  had  passed  in  her  company  and  under  her  hospitable  roof,  with 
our  dear  brother.  The  good  old  lady  received  me  with  the  warmest 
affection,  and  talked  in  the  kindest  and  most  touching  manner  about 
past  times.  My  sojourn  at  Bordeaux  was  indeed  full  of  heartfelt 
recollections,  for  here  my  dear  brother  was  constantly  by  my  side, 
enjoying  the  cordial  intercourse  with  these  excellent  people,  who  all 
cherish  the  kindest  remembrances  of  him.  Indeed,  who  ever  knew 
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him  without  loving  him  ?  For  my  own  part,  never  have  I  felt  his 
loss  more  deeply  than  since  my  return  to  Europe,  where  every  step  I 
take  recals  him  to  my  mind,  and  recals  something  lie  has  done  or 
said ;  some  happy  observation,  some  tasteful  remark,  some  delightful 
pleasantry,  from  him  whose  whole  life  was  an  exempliQcation  of  every 
excellence. 

At  the  close  of  bis  journey,  after  reaching  Madrid  011  the 
morning  of  July  25tb,  and  reconnoitring  his  establishment, 
he  writes  to  his  sister,  Mrs.  Paris : 

I  found  the  house  in  good  order,  and  commodious.  Juana  (late 
head  maid  to  Mrs.  Vail,  now  my  housekeeper)  showed  me  through 
the  rooms.  Benjamin,  my  valet,  who  had  travelled  with  me  from 
Paris,  brought  my  trunks  to  the  house,  and  1  at  once  found  myself 
at  home.  The  young  gentlemen  have  since  been  here,  chosen  their 
rooms,  and  are  to  bring  their  luggage  in  the  course  of  the  day.  Until 
my  china  ware,  linen,  &c.  &c.,  arrive  from  France,  we  have  to  make 
shift  by  hiring  bedding,  table  furniture,  &c. ;  but  we  shall  all  feel  de- 
lighted to  be  under  our  own  roof,  and  settled.  I  like  the  appearance 
of  my  new  servants,  especially  Lorenzo  and  Juana ;  their  counte- 
nances, deportment,  and  mode  of  dressing  themselves  are  highly  in 
their  favour,  and  I  make  no  doubt  I  shall  find  them  to  answer  to  the 
high  recommendations  of  Mr.  Vail,  with  whom  they  have  resided  ever 
since  he  has  been  here.  My  cook,  Antonio,  who  is  a  Greek,  is  said  to 
be  excellent  in  his  art.  He  is  not  very  brilliant  in  appearance,  but, 
as  he  will  be  among  pots  and  kettles,  it  is  not  of  much  moment. 

It  seems  strange  to  me  to  find  myself,  all  at  once,  the  master  of  a 
new  home,  walking  from  room  to  room,  all  having  the  look  of  a  long- 
established  abode  ;  strange  servants  running  at  my  call,  and  bowing 
to  me  with  profound  respect.  My  own  chamber,  which  is  a  very 
spacious  one,  is  already  all  in  order,  my  trunks  all  emptied,  and  their 
contents  neatly  arranged  by  Benjamin  in  the  various  drawers  and 
presses,  and  everything  has  an  air  as  if  I  had  been  master  here  for  a 
long  time  past. 

To  the  same,  he  writes,  five  days  later  (July  30th),  giving 
a  glimpse  into  the  composition  of  his  household,  and  a 
sketch  of  his  meeting  with  his  Granada  friend,  the  Duke  de 
Gor: 

I  am  completely  installed  in  the  late  residence  of  Mr.  Vail,  and 
shall  probably  continue  to  reside  there  for  some  time  to  come,  as  it 
is  not  easy  to  find  a  suitable  habitation  in  that  part  of  the  city  which 
I  should  prefer.  I  am  in  one  wing,  or  half,  of  the  hotel  of  the  Duke 
of  San  Lorenzo;  the  opposite  wing  is  occupied  by  Mr.  Albuquerque, 
Brazilian  resident  minister,  who  married  one  of  the  Miss  Oalceys,  of 
New  York,  so  that  we  have  a  very  pleasant  and  intelligent  country- 
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woman  for  near  neighbour.  "We  are  not  far  from  the  royal  library 
and  the  royal  palace. 

I  have  made  Benjamin  my  butler,  or  upper  servant,  as  I  found  he 
best  understood  the  business,  and  had  the  most  judgment.  He  ap- 
pears to  manage  the  house  extremely  well.  Lorenzo  is  footman,  or 
valet.  Juana  is  housemaid,  and  has  charge  of  the  linen,  &c.  &c. 
Antonio  is  cook.  The  young  gentlemen  have  made  a  page,  or  tiger, 
of  a  nephew  of  Lorenzo,  a  boy,  whom  they  keep  to  loiter  in  the  ante- 
chamber, run  their  errands,  &c.  Such  is  my  household.  As  I  have 
no  horses  yet,  I  have  not  engaged  a  coachman,  though  I  have  be- 
spoken a  trusty  one,  who  is  well  recommended. 

The  other  morning,  as  I  was  seated  in  the  saloon,  conversing  with 
a  gentleman,  the  servant  announced  the  Duke  de  Gor  ;  in  a  moment 
I  was  in  his  arms.  You  may  remember  that  this  was  the  nobleman 
with  whom  I  was  so  intimate  at  Granada,  at  whose  house  I  was  so 
often  a  guest,  and  who,  with  his  children,  made  me  frequent  visits  in 
the  Alhambra.  He  is  now  resident  with  his  family  in  Madrid.  I 
cannot  express  to  you  how  rejoiced  I  was  to  see  him.  He  is  a  most 
estimable  character  in  every  respect.  One  of  the  Moderados,  and 
therefore  not  exactly  in  favour  with  the  party  in  power.  He  is  a 
leading  man,  however,  in  all  public  institutions,  and  the  Duchess  is 
at  the  head  of  many  of  the  charitable  institutions.  The  Duke  gave 
me  anecdotes  of  my  friends  in  Granada.  Mateo,  on  the  strength  of 
my  writings,  is  quite  the  cicerone  of  Granada  and  the  Alhambra. 
Dolores  and  her  husband  reside  elsewhere.  The  lovely  little  Nina, 
the  daughter  of  the  old  Count,  she  who  was  quite  my  admiration  and 
delight,  is  dead.  *  *  *  The  Duke  was  accompanied  by  a  young  gen- 
tleman, whom  he  recalled  to  my  recollection  as  little  Nicholas,  alias, 
el  rey  chico,  who,  a  very  small  boy,  had  chased  bats  about  the  vaulted 
halls  of  the  Alhambra.  *  *  * 

An  evening  or  two  since,  I  had  my  audience  of  the  Minister  of 
Foreign  Affairs,  the  Count  Almodovar,  who  received  me  in  the  most 
courteous  manner,  expressing  his  satisfaction  at  my  being  sent  to 
this  court.  I  delivered  him  an  official  copy  of  the  President's  letter 
to  the  Queen,  and  requested  that  a  day  might  be  assigned  for  me  to 
present  the  original  to  the  Regent.  The  day  after  to-morrow  (Mon- 
day), at  one  o'clock,  is  appointed  for  the  ceremonial.  Mr.  Albuquerque 
(hitherto  charge  d'affaires)  will  present  his  letters  of  credence  as  resi- 
dent minister  at  the  same  time.  This  ceremony  over,  I  shall  be  a 
regularly  accredited  minister,  and  will  then  make  my  visits  of  cere- 
mony to  the  heads  of  departments  and  the  gentlemen  of  the  diplo- 
matic corps.  I  am  curious  to  have  this  presentation,  that  I  may  have 
an  interview  with  Espartero,  the  Regent,  who  certainly  is  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  men  of  the  age.  I  have  as  yet  only  seen  him  one  day 
in  public,  on  the  Prado,  when  I  was  pleased  with  his  soldier-like  air 
and  manly  deportment. 

The  following  letter  relates  his  audience  \vith  the  Eegent 
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and  the  Queen,  and  reads,  in  some  of  its  particulars,  like  a 
chapter  in  the  romance  of  history.  In  sending  it  unsealed 
to  Mrs.  Storrow,  at  Paris,  to  be  read  and  forwarded,  he 
writes :  "  You  are  curious  about  the  little  Queen  and  her 
sister.  The  enclosed  letter  to  your  mother  will  give  you 
some  particulars  about  them.  I  feel  a  great  interest  in 
them,  isolated  as  they  are  at  such  a  tender  age,  surrounded 
by  dreary  magnificence,  and  by  the  political  and  military 
precautions  incident  to  the  present  position  of  the  govern- 
ment." 

To  MRS.  PARIS,  New  York. 

Madrid,  Aug.  3,  1842. 

MY  DEAR  SISTER, — The  day  before  yesterday  I  had  my  audience 
of  the  Regent,  Espartero,  Duke  of  Victoria,  to  present  to  him  my 
original  letter  of  credence  from  the  President  to  the  Queen.  I  was 
accompanied  by  Mr.  Vail,  who  went  to  take  leave,  and  by  Alexander 
Hamilton  as  Secretary  of  Legation.  We  were  in  diplomatic  uniform. 
The  Regent  resides  in  a  very  spacious  palace  called  Buena  Vista, 
formerly  belonging  to  the  Prince  of  the  Peace.  It  has  an  elevated 
site,  with  terraces  in  front,  so  that  it  might  resist  an  attack  and 
maintain  a  respectable  defence — an  important  consideration  in  the 
residence  of  the  present  military  head  of  the  government,  who  is  sur- 
rounded by  dangers,  and  the  object  of  incessant  machinations. 

\Vt:  passed  by  sentinels  posted  at  the  entrance  and  in  various  parts 
of  the  palace,  and  were  introduced  into  an  ante-room  of  spacious 
dimensions,  with  busts  of  Espartero  in  two  of  the  corners,  and  a  pic- 
ture of  him  in  one  of  his  most  celebrated  battles.  Some  of  his  officers 
and  aides-de-camp  were  in  this  room,  as  well  as  Mr.  Cavalcanti  de 
Albuquerque,  charge  d'affaires  of  Brazil,  who  came  to  deliver  letters 
of  credence  as  resident  minister.  After  a  little  while,  we  (Mr.  Vail, 
Hamilton,  and  myself)  were  ushered  into  an  inner  saloon,  at  one  end 
of  which  Espartero  stationed  himself,  with  Count  Almodovar,  Mini- 
ster of  State,  on  his  right  hand.  I  advanced,  and  read  in  Spanish  a 
short  address,  stating  that  I  had  the  honour  of  delivering  the  letter 
of  the  President  to  the  Queen  into  his  hands,  as  Regent  of  the  king- 
dom, and  expressing  the  sentiments  of  respect  and  good  will  enter- 
tained by  my  government  for  the  sovereign  of  this  country,  for  its  in- 
stitutions, ana  its  people  ;  its  desire  to  draw  still  closer  the  bonds  of 
comity  which  exist  between  the  two  nations,  and  its  ardent  wish  for 
the  prosperity  and  glory  of  Spain  under  its  present  constitutional 
form  of  government.  I  concluded  by  expressing  my  own  feelings  of 
gratification  in  being  appointed  to  a  mission,  the  only  object  of 
which,  I  trusted,  would  be  to  cultivate  the  relations  of  good  will  be- 
tween my  own  country  and  a  country  which  T  had  ever  held  in  the 
highest  consideration.  My  address  was  well  received,  and  the  Regent 
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replied  in  a  manly,  frank,  cordial,  and  courteous  manner,  responding 
to  the  expressions  of  national  good  will,  and  ending  with  some  com- 
plimentary expressions  to  myself.  I  then  introduced  Mr.  Hamilton 
as  Secretary  of  Legation ;  after  which  Mr.  Vail,  having  taken  leave 
of  the  Regent,  with  mutual  expressions  of  respect  and  good  will,  we 
retired  to  the  ante-room,  to  make  way  for  the  Brazilian  minister. 

It  being  signified  to  us  that  the  Queen  would  receive  us  at  the  royal 
palace,  we  drove  thither,  but  had  to  wait  some  time  in  the  apartment 
of  Count  Almodovar.  After  a  while,  we  had  notice  that  the  Queen 
was  prepared  to  receive  us.  "We  accordingly  passed  through  the 
spacious  court,  up  the  noble  staircase,  and  through  the  long  suites  of 
apartments  of  this  splendid  edifice,  most  of  them  silent  and  vacant, 
the  casements  closed  to  keep  out  the  heat,  so  that  a  twilight  reigned 
throughout  the  mighty  pile,  not  a  little  emblematical  of  the  dubious 
fortunes  of  its  inmates.  It  seemed  more  like  traversing  a  convent 
than  a  palace.  I  ought  to  have  mentioned  that  on  ascending  the 
grand  staircase  we  found  the  portal  at  the  head  of  it,  opening  into 
the  royal  suite  of  apartments,  still  bearing  the  marks  of  the  midnight 
attack  upon  the  palace  in  October  last,  when  an  attempt  was  made 
to  get  possession  of  the  persons  of  the  little  Queen  and  her  sister,  to 
carry  tnem  off,  that  their  presence  might  give  strength  and  authority 
to  the  party  of  the  Queen-Mother  (Queen  Maria  Christina,  now  at 
Paris),  in  any  contemplated  insurrection  or  invasion  of  the  country  to 
regain  the  authority  which  she  had  abdicated.  The  marble  casements 
of  the  doors  had  been  shattered  in  several  places,  and  the  double 
doors  themselves  pierced  all  over  with  bullet  holes,  from  the  musketry 
that  played  upon  them  from  the  staircase  during  that  eventful  night. 
What  must  have  been  the  feelings  of  those  poor  children,  on  listening, 
from  their  apartment,  to  the  horrid  tumult,  the  outcries  of  a  furious 
multitude,  and  the  reports  of  fire-arms,  echoing  and  reverberating 
through  the  vaulted  nails  and  spacious  courts  of  this  immense 
edifice,  and  dubious  whether  their  own  lives  were  not  the  object  of 
the  assault ! 

After  passing  through  various  chambers  of  the  palace,  now  silent 
and  somore,  but  which  I  had  traversed  in  former  days,  on  grand 
court  occasions  in  the  time  of  Ferdinand  VII.,  when  they  were  glit- 
tering with  all  the  splendour  of  a  court,  we  paused  in  a  great  saloon, 
with  high  vaulted  ceiling  iucrusted  with  florid  devices  in  porcelain, 
and  hung  with  silken  tapestry,  but  all  in  dim  twilight  like  the  rest  of 
the  palace.  At  one  end  of  the  saloon  a  door  opened  to  an  almost 
interminable  range  of  other  chambers,  through  which,  at  a  distance, 
we  had  a  glimpse  of  some  indistinct  figures  in  black.  They  glided 
into  the  saloon  slowly,  and  with  noiseless  steps.  It  was  the  little 
Queen,  with  her  governess,  Madame  Mina,  widow  of  the  general  of 
that  name,  and  her  guardian,  the  excellent  Arguelles,  all  in  deep 
mourning  for  the  Duke  of  Orleans.  The  little  Queen  advanced  some 
steps  within  the  saloon,  and  then  paused ;  Madame  Mina  took  her 
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station  a  little  distance  behind  her.  The  Count  Almodovar  then 
introduced  me  to  the  Queen  in  my  official  capacity,  and  she  received 
me  with  a  grave  and  quiet  welcome,  expressed  in  a  very  low  voice. 
She  is  nearly  twelve  years  of  age,  and  is  sufficiently  well  grown  for 
her  years.  She  has  a  somewhat  fair  complexion,  quite  pale,  with 
bluish  or  light  grey  eyes,  a  grave  demeanour,  but  a  graceful  deport- 
ment. I  could  not  but  regard  her  with  deep  interest,  knowing  what 
important  concerns  depended  upon  the  life  of  this  fragile  little  being, 
and  to  what  a  stormy  and  precarious  career  she  might  be  destined. 
Her  solitary  position,  also,  separated  from  all  her  kindred  except  her 
little  sister,  a  mere  effigy  of  royalty  in  the  hands  of  statesmen,  and 
surrounded  by  the  formalities  and  ceremonials  of  state,  which  spread 
sterility  around  the  occupant  of  a  throne.  I  must  observe,  however, 
that  the  little  Queen  and  her  sister  are  treated  with  great  deference 
and  protecting  kindness ;  that  in  Madame  Mina,  and  in  the  upright, 
intelligent,  and  kind-hearted  Arguelles,  they  have  the  best  of  guar- 
dians. *  *  * 

As  I  was  retiring  from  the  presence-chamber,  I  was  overtaken  by 
Arguelles,  who  accosted  me  in  the  most  cordial  manner,  reminding 
me  of  our  having  met  in  London,  at  the  time  of  my  return  from 
Spain,  when  he  was  in  a  state  of  exile.  I  had  not  recollected  the 
circumstance,  though  I  well  remembered  having  heard  him  often 
spoken  of  during  my  former  residence  in  Spain  as  one  of  the  best 
spirits  of  the  nation.  He  promised  to  call  upon  me,  and  I  look  forward 
with  interest  to  cultivating  an  intimacy  with  a  man  who  holds  in  his 
hands  a  sacred  trust,  so  important  to  the  future  destinies  of  Spain. 
He  and  Espartero  are  men  I  felt  extreme  interest  in  seeing.  Es- 
partero  is  a  fine,  manly,  soldier-like  fellow,  with  a  frank  deportment, 
a  face  full  of  resolution  and  intelligence,  and  a  bright,  beaming, 
black  eye.  He  was  dressed  in  full  uniform,  with  various  orders.  He 
lias  before  him  a  grand  career,  if  he  follows  it  out  as  he  has  begun, 
and  is  permitted  to  carry  it  to  a  successful  termination.  I  am  inclined 
to  think  his  ambition  of  the  right  kind,  and  that  he  has  the  good  of 
his  country  at  heart.  If  he  can  conduct  the  affairs  of  Spain  through 
the  storms  and  quicksands  that  beset  his  regency  ;  if  he  can  establish 
the  present  constitutional  form  of  government  on  a  firm  basis,  and, 
when  the  Queen  arrives  at  the  age  to  mount  the  throne,  resign  the 
power  into  her  hands,  and  give  up  Spain  to  her,  reviving  in  its 
industry  and  its  resources,  peaceful  at  home  and  respected  abroad, 
he  will  leave  a  name  in  history  to  be  enrolled  among  the  most  illus- 
trious of  patriots. 

I  cannot  but  feel  a  deep  interest  in  the  fortunes  of  this  harassed, 
impoverished,  depressed,  yet  proud-spirited  and  noble  country,  and 
a  most  earnest  desire  to  see  it  relieved  from  its  troubles  and  embar- 
rassments, and  re-established  in  a  prosperous  and  independent  stand 
among  the  nations.  *  *  * 

I  am  looking  for  the  arrival  of  my  books  and  papers,  which  were 
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forwarded  from  New  York  to  Cadiz.  As  soon  as  I  receive  them,  I 
shall  set  to  work  at  my  Life  of  Washington,  and  foresee  that  I  shall 
have  abundant  leisure  here  for  literary  occupation. 

These  expectations  of  leisure  for  literary  occupation  were 
doomed  to  be  sadly  frustrated  by  a  long  indisposition,  and 
other  interruptions  consequent  upon  his  diplomatic  position. 

The  following  is  addressed  to  a  niece,  a  daughter  of  his 
deceased  sister,  then  residing  temporarily  at  Sunnyside,  and 
gives  an  interesting  picture  of  a  day's  life  at  Madrid  : 

To  MRS.  ELIZA  ROMEYN. 

Madrid,  Aug.  16,  1842. 

MY  DEAR  ELIZA, —  *  *  *  Having  no  news  to  tell  you  that  is  not 
in  the  other  letters  to  the  family,  I  shall  give  you  a  picture  of  the 
routine  of  one  day,  which  will  serve  pretty  much  for  a  specimen  of 
every  day  in  the  week.  I  rise  about  five  o'clock,  that  I  may  have  a 
good  start  of  the  sun,  which  rules  like  a  tyrant  throughout  the  day. 
Throwing  open  the  doors  and  windows  of  my  chamber,  to  admit  a 
free  current  of  the  morning  air,  I  occupy  myself  reading  and  writing 
until  about  eight  o'clock.  At  this  time  the  distant  sound  of  military 
music  gives  notice  of  the  troops  on  their  way  to  relieve  guard  at  the 
royal  palace.  In  a  little  while  the  horse  guards  pass  under  my 
window,  with  a  band  of  music  on  horseback,  performing  some  favourite 
march  or  military  air.  I  watch  and  listen  as  they  prance  down  the 
street,  between  spacious  dwellings  of  the  nobility,  and  turn  into  the 
passage  leading  to  the  palace  ;  by  this  time  another  band  of  music 
comes  swelling  from  a  distance,  and  the  foot  guards  approach  in 
quick  step  to  some  glorious  march  or  waltz;  by  the  time  these  have 
disappeared,  I  am  summoned  to  breakfast,  which  is  always  a  lively 
meal  with  us.  While  we  are  seated  at  breakfast,  we  again  hear  the 
strains  of  military  music,  and  the  troops  come  back  from  relieving 
guard,  reversing  the  order  of  their  march — the  foot  guards  coming 
first,  and  the  horse  guards  afterward.  This  pageant,  which  invariably 
takes  place  at  the  same  hour  every  morning,  is  a  regale  of  which  we 
never  get  tired.  On  our  breakfast-table  are  laid  the  Madrid  gazettes, 
which  seldom  contain  anything  of  peculiar  interest.  Shortly  after 
breakfast  arrives  the  mail,  with  Paris  and  London  papers,  which  oc- 
cupy us  some  time  in  reading  and  discussing  news.  Should  the  mail 
bring,  as  it  sometimes  does,  a  packet  of  letters  for  the  different  mem- 
bers of  the  household,  giving  us  the  news  and  gossip  of  home,  there 
is  a  complete  scene  of  excitement,  each  hurrying  on  his  letters,  and 
calling  out,  every  moment,  some  piece  of  intelligence,  or  some  amusing 
anecdote.  This  over,  we  separate  to  our  different  rooms  and  pursuits, 
exchanging  visits  occasionally,  as  circumstances  may  require  or  hu- 
mours dictate.  The  front  windows  of  my  apartments  look  into  one 
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of  the  main  streets,  traversing  the  city  from  the  Prado,  or  public 
walk,  to  the  royal  palace,  so  that  every  movement  of  consequence  is 
sure  to  pass  through  it.  Immediately  opposite  some  of  my  windows 
is  a  small  square,  with  the  (tyitntamiento,  or  town-hall,  on  one  side, 
and  a  huge  mansion  on  the  ot  her,  in  a  tower  of  which  Francis  I.  is 
said  to  have  been  confined  when  a  prisoner  in  Madrid.  In  the  centre 
of  this  square  is  a  public  fountain,  thronged  all  day,  and  until  a  late 
hour  of  the  night,  by  water-carriers,  male  and  female  servants,  and 
the  populace  of  the  neighbourhood,  all  waiting  for  their  turns  to  re- 
plenish their  kegs,  pitchers,  and  other  water  vessels.  An  officer  of 
police  attends  to  regulate  their  turns  ;  but  such  is  the  demand  for 
water  in  this  thirsty  climate  at  this  thirsty  season,  that  the  fountain 
is  a  continual  scene  of  strife  and  clamour.  The  groups  that  form 
around  it,  however,  in  their  different  costumes,  are  extremely  pic- 
turesque. My  day,  during  the  hot  weather,  is  chiefly  passed  in  my 
bedroom,  which  I  likewise  make  my  study.  It  is  lofty  and  spacious, 
about  thirty  feet  by  twenty-two.  The  heat  of  day  is  shut  out,  as  in 
the  rest  of  the  house,  and  just  sufficient  light  admitted  to  permit  me 
to  read  and  write.  Indeed,  a  kind  of  twilight  reigns  throughout  a 
Spanish  house  during  the  summer  heats.  At  five  o'clock  we  dine, 
after  which  some  take  a  siesta,  or  lounge  about  until  the  evening  is 
sufficiently  advanced  to  take  a  promenade  either  on  the  Prado,  or  on 
the  esplanade  in  front  of  the  royal  palace.  Such  is  the  dull  heat, 
however,  that  occasionally  lingers  in  the  streets,  that  I  frequently  re- 
main at  home  all  the  evening,  taking  my  seat  in  the  balcony  of  my 
room,  where  I  can  catch  any  night  breeze  that  is  stirring,  and  can 
overlook  the  street.  Between  nine  and  ten  a  running  footman  gives 
notice,  by  the  sound  of  a  bugle,  of  the  approach  of  the  Queen,  on  her 
return  from  her  evening's  drive  in  the  Retiro  and  in  the  Prado.  Next 
come  three  or  four  horsemen  in  advance ;  then  the  royal  carriage, 
drawn  by  six  horses,  in  which  are  the  little  Queen  and  her  sister,  and 
their  aw,  or  governess,  Madame  Mina.  As  the  carriage  is  an  open 
barouche,  and  passes  immediately  under  my  balcony,  I  have  a  full 
view  of  these  poor,  innocent  little  beings,  in  whose  isolated  situation 
I  take  a  great  interest.  Mounted  attendants  ride  beside  the  carriage, 
and  it  is  followed  by  a  troop  of  horse,  after  which  comes  another  car- 
riagc-and-six,  with  those  whose  duties  bring  them  in  immediate  at- 
tendance upon  the  persons  of  the  Queen  and  Princess.  After  this 
cortege  has  passed  by,  I  continue  in  my  balcony  until  a  late  hour, 
enjoying  the  gradually  cooling  night  air,  which  grows  more  and  more 
temperate  until  toward  midnight,  when  I  go  to  bed. 

Such  is  the  routine  of  most  of  my  days  during  this  hot  weather, 
occasionally  varied  by  a  sultry  visit  of  ceremony  in  the  course  of  the 
day,  or  a  stroll  late  in  the  evening  to  the  Prado,  or  the  esplanade 
about  the  palace.  *  *  * 

I  have  as  yet  been  but  once  to  the  royal  museum  of  paintings,  but 
it  was  like  a  peep  into  a  gold  mine.  The  collection  was  one  of  the 
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very  best  in  Europe  when  I  was  here  before,  but  such  treasures  have 
been  added  to  it  of  late  years,  that,  to  my  mind,  it  surpasses  all 
others  that  I  have  seen.  This  of  itself  will  be  an  inexhaustible  re- 
source to  me.  *  *  * 

Write  to  me  as  often  as  you  feel  disposed.  Your  letters  are  just 
such  as  I  delight  to  receive. 

Your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IKYING. 

It  will  be  seen,  by  the  following  extracts  from  his  letters 
to  his  brother  Ebenezer,  still  his  agent  in  negotiating  with 
the  booksellers,  that  he  could  make  no  further  arrangements 
with  Lea  and  Blanchard,  of  Philadelphia,  for  the  right  of 
publishing  his  works.  He  had  not  expected  a  renewal  of 
the  arrangement  sucli  as  the  last,  which  was  about  to  expire, 
at  a  positive  yearly  stipend,  but  it  had  occurred  to  him  that 
an  arrangement  might  be  made  by  which  they  might  con- 
tinue to  sell  his  works  already  printed,  they  allowing  him  a 
stipulated  sum  on  each  copy  sold.  This  would  enable  them 
to  trade  off  the  stock  on  hand,  and  him  to  participate  in  the 
profits : 

Madrid,  Sept.  8M,  1842.—  *  *  *  I  observe  that  Lea  and 
Blanchard  decline  the  arrangement  I  proposed.  I  presume,  there- 
fore, the  source  of  income  from  that  quarter  is  effectually  dried  up 
for  the  present.  *  *  * 

To  the  same  brother  he  replies,  somewhat  later : 

*  *  *  You  give  me  a  sad  account  of  my  literary  harvest ;  every- 
thing behind  me  seems  to  have  turned  to  chaff  and  stubble,  and  if  I 
desire  any  further  profits  from  literature,  it  must  be  by  the  further 
exercise  of  my  pen.  *  *  *  If  I  can  have  one  good  course  of  literary 
occupation,  I  may  produce  another  profitable  crop,  though  I  cease  to 
be  very  sanguine  of  profit. 

*  *  *  I  have  all  my  books  aiid  papers  now  around  me,  and  am 
about  to  set  to  work.    I  find  I  have  no  copies  of  the  Crayon  Mis- 
cellany, containing  the  Tour  on  the  Prairies,  the  Legends  of  the 
Conquest  of  Spain,  and  Abbotsford  and  Newstead  Abbey.     I  wish 
you  would  send  me  a  set  of  each.  *  *  *  You  may  send  them  by 
the  captain  of  any  ship  bound  to  Cadiz,  and  direct  them  to  the 
care  of  Alexander  Barton,  Esq.,  Consul  of  the  United  States  at  that 
port. 

He  was  now  meditating  to  use  what  leisure  he  could  spare 
from  more  important  literary  occupations,  in  preparing  re- 
vised and  improved  editions  of  all  his  works,  to  be  put  forth 
at  some  future  period,  when  business  had  revived,  and  the 
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world  was  once  more  prosperous.     Hence  his  request  for  the 
copies  of  the  Crayon  Miscellany. 

I  close  this  chapter  with  the  following  extract  of  a  letter 
to  his  brother  Ebenezer,  upon  which  I  venture  no  comment, 
further  than  to  state  that  the  remains  of  his  brother  Peter 
were  now  deposited  in  a  churchyard  about  three  miles  south 
of  Sunnyside,  and  were  afterward  transferred  to  the  spot 
where  he  himself  hopes  "some  day  or  other  to  sleep"  his 
"  last  sleep  :" 

I  mentioned,  in  a  former  letter,  my  wish  that  you  would  have  an 
iron  railing  put  around  the  grave  of  our  dear  brother  Peter,  and  a 
gravestone  within,  with  a  simple  inscription  of  his  name,  age,  date  of 
his  birth,  &c.  Have  honeysuckles  and  shrubs  planted  inside  of  the 
enclosure,  that  they  may,  in  time,  overrun  it.  I  had  intended  to  have 
his  remains  transported  to  a  family  vault  or  burying-ground  which  I 
contemplated  establishing  at  the  old  Dutch  Sleepy  Hollow  church. 
*  *  *  Even  now,  perhaps,  it  might  be  as  well  to  buy  of  the  Widow 
Beekman  a  few  yards  square  of  the  woody  height,  adjacent  to  the 
north  end  of  the  burying-ground,  and  have  it  enclosed  with  a  paling 
for  the  family  place  of  sepulture.  *  *  *  I  think  a  family  burying- 
place,  with  a  gate  opening  into  the  main  burying-ground,  would  be 
preferable  to  a  vault.  If  this  should  be  determined  upon,  it  would 
not  be  necessary  to  put  up  the  iron  railing  above  mentioned,  as  our 
dear  brother's  remains  might  be  conveyed  to  the  above-mentioned 
place.  Think  of  all  this,  and  carry  it  into  effect.  It  is  a  thing  that 
lies  near  my  heart.  I  hope,  some  day  or  other,  to  sleep  my  last  sleep 
in  that  favourite  resort  of  my  boyhood. 

P.S. — You  do  not  mention,  in  any  of  your  letters,  whether  neigh- 
bour Forkel  has  still  the  superintendence  of  Mrs.  Jones's  property.  I 
like  to  hear  occasionally  how  all  my  country  neighbours  are  coming 
on — the  Manns,  the  Forkels,  the  Ackers,  &c.  Give  a  kind  word  to 
them  occasionally  in  my  name.  They  have  always  proved  good  neigh- 
bours to  me. 


CHAPTEE  LXVI. 

Letter  to  Mrs.  Paris — Sketch  of  Spanish  Politics  and  Spanish  Characters 
— The  Insurrection  in  October,  1841 — Attempt  to  get  Possession  of  the 
Person  of  the  Queen — The  Royal  Palace — Its  Situation — Details  of  his 
first  Audience  with  the  Queen — His  Sympathy  in  her  Position — Diplo- 
matic Themes — Curiosity  about  the  Delivery  of  his  Credentials — Louis 
Philippe. 

THE  long  domestic  letter  which  I  now  offer,  gives  a  peep 
into  the  affairs  of  the  court,  and  abounds  in  details  which 
VOL.  in.  3  B 
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will  account  to  us  for  the  deep  interest  Mr.  Irving  took  in 
his  first  audience  with  the  little  Queen.  "  I  must  confess," 
he  writes  to  Mrs.  Pierre  M.  Irving,  "the  more  I  get 
acquainted  with  the  present  state  of  Spanish  politics  and 
the  position  of  the  government,  the  more  does  the  whole 
assume  a  powerful  dramatic  interest,  and  I  shall  watch  with 
great  attention  every  shifting  of  the  scene.  The  future 
career  of  this  gallant  soldier,  Espartero,  whose  merits  and 
services  have  placed  him  at  the  head  of  the  government, 
and  the  future  fortunes  of  these  isolated  little  princesses,  the 
Queen  and  her  sister,  have  an  uncertainty  hanging  about 
them  worthy  of  the  fifth  act  of  a  melodrama." 

To  MRS.  PARIS,  Tarry  town. 

Madrid,  Sept.  2,  1842. 

MY  DEAR  SISTER, — In  the  letter  last  received  from  you,  dated  July 
19th,  you  give  me,  as  usual,  a  world  of  news  from  the  cottage.  I 
will,  in  return,  give  you  a  little  history  of  the  palace.  I  know  you 
like  to  hear,  now  and  then,  what  is  going  on  in  the  grand  world,  and, 
from  your  little  sheltered  country  nook,  to  "  take  a  peep  at  royalty." 
So  I  will  perform  the  promise  I  made  you  in  a  former  letter,  to  give 
you  an  inkling  of  Spanish  politics,  that  you  may  understand  the  pre- 
sent state  of  this  harassed  country. 

Spain,  having  long  experienced  the  evils  of  an  absolute  monarchy, 
where  the  will  of  the  monarch  was  supreme  law,  has  made  repeated 
struggles  to  establish  a  constitutional  form  of  government,  such  as  is 
enjoyed  in  England  and  France,  where  the  power  of  the  king  is 
limited  and  controlled  by  the  constitution,  and  where  the  people  have 
a  voice  in  affairs  through  elective  chambers  of  legislation.  It  suc- 
ceeded in  forming  such  a  constitution  in  1812,  with  the  approbation 
of  its  sovereign,  Ferdinand  VII.,  who  was  at  that  time  detained  by 
Napoleon  in  France.  The  constitution  was  overthrown  by  Napoleon, 
who  placed  his  brother  Joseph  on  the  throne.  At  the  downfal  of 
Napoleon,  Ferdinand  regained  his  throne ;  but,  false  to  the  nation,  he 
refused  to  restore  the  constitution,  persecuted  those  who  had  sup- 
ported it,  and  reigned  absolute  monarch.  A  revolution,  in  1820,  was 
the  consequence ;  the  constitution  was  again  proclaimed,  and  Fer- 
dinand again  swore  to  support  it,  declaring  that,  in  opposing  it,  he 
had  acted  under  the  influence  of  bad  advisers.  A  French  army,  sent 
by  Charles  X.,  again  trampled  down  the  constitution,  and  replaced 
the  faithless  Ferdinand  in  absolute  power,  which  he  exercised  for  the 
remainder  of  his  worthless  life.  At  the  time  of  my  former  visit  to 
Spain,  he  was  on  the  throne,  and  the  French  troops  which  had  placed 
him  there  still  lingered  in  the  country.  The  liberties  of  Spain  seemed 
completely  prostrate,  and  many  of  her  most  enlightened,  virtuous, 
and  patriotic  men  were  in  exile. 
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In  1829,  Ferdinand  married,  for  his  fourth  wife,  Maria  Christina, 
sister  of  the  King  of  Naples,  and  niece  of  the  present  Queen  of 
France.  By  her  lie  had  two  daughters,  his  only  children.  Ju  1833, 
being  low  in  health,  without  prospect  of  recovery,  he  became  anxious 
to  secure  the  succession  to  the  throne  to  his  own  progeny  ;  but  here 
arose  a  difficulty.  By  long  usage,  the  Salique  law  of  France,  which 
excludes  females  from  the  exercise  of  regal  authority,  had  become 
naturalised  in  Spain.  According  to  this,  the  King's  eldest  brother, 
Don  Carlos,  being  next  male  heir,  would  inherit  the  crown.  Ferdi- 
nand, however,  supported  by  the  opinions  of  men  learned  in  the  law, 
revived  the  old  Spanish  law  of  succession,  which  made  females  equally 
entitled  to  inherit  with  males,  and  quoted  the  reign  of  the  illustrious 
Isabella  of  glorious  memory  as  a  case  in  point.  The  question  agi- 
tated the  country  even  before  the  death  of  Ferdinand.  Don  Carlos 
insisted  on  his  rights,  and  had  a  strong  party  in  his  favour,  composed 
of  many  of  the  aristocracy,  who  knew  him  to  be  an  absolute  mo- 
narchist ;  and  by  the  monks  and  a  great  part  of  the  clergy,  who  knew 
him  to  be  a  bigot.  The  Queen,  Maria  Christina,  of  course,  stood  up 
for  the  rights  of  her  infant  daughter,  and  her  cause  was  the  popular 
one,  having  all  the  Liberals,  or  those  who  were  anxious  for  a  consti- 
tutional government,  in  its  favour. 

Ferdinand  died  in  1833,  and,  in  conformity  to  his  will  and  testa- 
ment, his  eldest  daughter,  then  but  three  years  of  age,  was  proclaimed 
Queen,  by  the  name  of  Isabella  II.,  and  her  mother,  Maria  Christina, 
Queen-Regent,  to  exercise  the  royal  authority  in  the  name  of  her 
daughter,  until  the  latter  should  be  fourteen  years  of  age ;  when,  ac- 
cording to  Spanish  law,  she  is  of  age  to  ascend  the  throne.  Maria 
Christina  was  likewise  constituted  guardian  to  the  Queen  during  her 
minority.  • 

Don  Carlos  immediately  raised  the  standard  of  rebellion,  and  here 
commenced  the  modern  "  war  of  succession"  which  desolated  Spain 
for  seven  years.  The  Liberals  rallied  round  the  standard  of  the 
Queen-Regent,  and  for  a  time  she  was  exceedingly  popular.  Indeed, 
never  had  a  woman  a  better  opportunity  of  playing  a  noble  part  as  a 
mother  and  a  sovereign ;  but  she  proved  herself  unworthy  of  both 
characters.  What  first  impaired  her  popularity  with  the  Liberals  was 
the  opposition  which  she  manifested  to  all  their  plans  of  salutary  re- 
form ;  to  this,  it  was  suspected,  she  was  secretly  instigated  by  her 
uncle,  Louis  Philippe,  King  of  France,  who,  though  his  own  power 
originated  in.  constitutional  reform,  has  constantly  been  hostile  to 
constitutional  reform  in  Spain. 

Another  deadly  blow  to  the  popularity,  and,  indeed,  respectability, 
of  the  Queen-Regent,  was  an  unworthy  connexion  which  she  formed, 
not  very  long  after  the  death  of  her  husband,  with  one  of  the  royal 
body  guards,  named  MuQoz,  whom  she  subsequently  advanced  in  rank 
and  fortune.  This  scandalous  connexion,  it  is  said,  was  ultimately 
reconciled  to  ideas  of  decency  by  a  private  marriage  ;  though  such  a 
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marriage  was  not  valid  in  point  of  Spanish  law,  and,  if  promulgated, 
would  have  incapacitated  her  from  acting  as  Regent,  or  as  guardian 
to  the  Queen.  The  effect  of  this  connexion,  in  fact,  was  to  render 
Maria  Christina  remiss  in  the  exercise  of  her  high  office  as  Regent, 
and,  what  was  still  worse,  neglectful  of  her  sacred  duties  to  her  legi- 
timate children ;  and  the  little  Queen  and  her  sister  were  left  to  the 
interested  and  venial  services  of  the  attendants  about  a  court,  to 
supply  the  want  of  the  vigilant  tenderness  of  a  mother. 

At  length,  in  1836,  a  popular  movement  wrung  from  the  fears  of 
Maria  Christina  what  it  was  impossible  to  obtain  from  her  gratitude 
or  her  sense  of  justice,  and  she  was  compelled  to  restore  the  consti- 
tution of  1812.  From  this  time,  it  is  thought,  she  contemplated  the 
probability  of  a  retirement  from  Spain.  She  had  already  amassed 
great  property  from  her  yearly  allowance  of  two  millions  of  dollars. 
This  was  sent  out  of  the  kingdom,  as  were  large  sums  arising  from 
the  sale  of  every  object  under  her  control  that  she  could  convert  into 
money.  Munoz,  her  minion,  who  formerly  appeared  everywhere  with 
her  in  public,  had  for  some  time  ceased  to  make  himself  conspicuous ; 
but  it  was  known  that  she  had  lavished  much  of  her  wealth  on  him 
and  his  family,  and  that  her  children  by  this  degrading  union  had 
alienated  her  thoughts  from  her  regal  offspring. 

At  length,  in  1839,  the  civil  war  was  brought  to  a  close,  and  Don 
Carlos  driven  from  the  kingdom.  A  patriot  general,  Espartero,  had 
risen  to  great  popularity  and  influence  by  his  successful  campaigns, 
and  was  now  commander-in-chief  of  the  army,  which  idolized  him, 
and  virtually  controller  of  the  politics  of  the  kingdom.  By  this  time 
Maria  Christina  had  made  herself  an  object  of  popular  distrust,  and 
she  gave  a  finishing  blow  to  her  ascendancy,  by  signing  an  act  vest- 
ing the  appointment  of  all  municipal  officers  in  the  Crown ;  thereby 
violating  one  of  the  grand  principles  of  the  constitution,  and  restoring, 
in  a  great  measure,  the  absolute  power  of  the  throne.  This  rash 
measure  she  was  secretly  prompted  to  by  the  French  minister  resi- 
dent at  this  court ;  but,  before  signing  the  act,  she  repaired  to  Bar- 
celona, under  pretence  of  taking  the  royal  children  there  for  sea- 
bathing, but,  in  fact,  to  get  the  support  of  General  Espartero  and  his 
victorious  army,  who  were  quartered  in  that  city.  Maria  Christina 
miscalculated  on  her  own  reputed  powers  of  persuasion,  and  on  the 
pcnuasibility ',  if  I  may  use  the  term,  of  Espartero.  That  general  re- 
mained true  to  the  popular  cause,  and  warned  her  against  the  conse- 
quences of  the  act  she  contemplated.  She  disregarded  his  advice 
and  his  remonstrances,  and  signed  the  act.  The  consequence  was,  a 
burst  of  indignation  from  all  parts  of  Spain,  under  the  appalling 
effects  of  which,  and  the  public  obloquy  of  her  connexion  with 
Munoz,  she  abdicated  the  regency  and  retired  from  Spain,  leaving 
her  royal  children  to  their  fortunes.  The  little  Queen  and  her  sister, 
then  of  the  respective  ages  of  ten  and  eight  years,  were  reconducted 
in  state  by  Espartero  to  Madrid,  where  they  were  received  with  ac- 
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clamation,  replaced  in  their  usual  residence  in  the  royal  palace,  and 
surrounded  with  the  usual  state  and  ceremony  accorded  to  their  rank 
and  station.  The  office  of  regent  being  vacant  by  the  abdication  of 
Maria  Christina,  Espartero  was  elected,  and  has  hitherto  discharged 
the  sovereign  duties  with  great  integrity.  Maria  Christina  having 
also  forfeited  her  claims  to  the  guardianship  of  the  Queen  and  her 
sister,  that  important  trust  was  conQded  to  Don  Augustin  Arguelles, 
one  of  the  most  intelligent,  upright,  and  patriotic  men  of  Spam,  who, 
for  his  lofty  principles,  suffered  exile  under  the  perfidious  Ferdi- 
nand. A  kind  of  maternal  care  has  likewise  been  exerted  over  the 
children  by  the  Countess  Miua,  widow  of  a  patriot  general.  She  fills 
the  station  of  ay  a,  or  governess,  and  is  a  woman  of  amiable  character 
and  unblemished  virtue.  Their  education  is  superintended  by  Quin- 
tana,  one  of  the  most  learned  men  of  the  kingdom ;  the  royal  children, 
therefore,  are  more  likely  to  be  well  educated  and  trained  up  in  pure 
principles  under  the  persons  of  worth  who  now  have  charge  of  them, 
than  they  were  under  the  former  misrule  of  a  corrupt  and  licentious 
court.  They  are  treated,  too,  with  mingled  respect  and  tenderness  ; 
still  they  cannot  but  feel  their  isolated  situation,  without  a  mother's 
care,  and  separated  from  all  their  kindred.  *  *  * 

Maria  Christina,  on  leaving  Spain,  repaired  to  the  Court  of  France, 
where  she  was  received  with  great  distinction,  and  where  she  has 
since  resided,  countenanced  and  favoured  by  Louis  Philippe  and  his 
queen,  the  latter  of  whom,  as  I  have  before  observed,  is  her  aunt. 
Her  residence  at  Paris  and  in  its  vicinity  has  become  the  focus  of  all 
kinds  of  machinations  against  the  constitutional  government  of  Spain. 
Her  immense  wealth  gave  her  the  means  of  fomenting  insurrections, 
and  the  relics  of  the  rebel  armies,  and  the  rebel  generals  and  nobles 
ejected  from  the  kingdom,  have  lent  themselves  to  her  plans.  Louis 
Philippe  is  accused,  and  with  apparent  justice,  of  having  countenanced 
her,  and  secretly  promoted  her  plans,  in  the  hope  of  increasing  the 
power  of  his  family  by  effecting  a  match  between  one  of  his  sons  and 
the  little  Queen.  The  consequence  of  all  these  plots  beyond  the 
Pyrenees  was  an  insurrection  in  the  north  of  Spain,  in  the  month  of 
October  last,  when  General  O'Donnell  (a  Spaniard  in  spite  of  his 
name)  seized  upon  the  citadel  of  Pamplona,  and  proclaimed  Maria 
Christina  Queen-Regent.  The  most  nefarious  part  of  this  plot  was 
an  attempt  to  get  possession  of  the  persons  of  the  little  Queen  and 
her  sister,  and  bear  them  off  to  the  rebel  army,  so  as  to  give  it  the 
sanction  of  the  royal  presence.  To  promote  this  plan,  immense  sums 
had  been  spent  in  Madrid,  to  corrupt  the  soldier}'  and  the  people 
about  the  palace,  and  the  evening  of  the  7th  of  October  was  the  time 
appointed  for  the  attempt.  The  royal  palace  stands  on  the  confines 
of  the  city,  on  the  brow  of  a  steep  descent  sweeping  down  into  the 
valley  of  the  Manzanares  ;  it  overlooks  the  open  country  toward  the 
Guadarrama  mountains,  which  is  so  lonely,  in  the  very  vicinity  of 
Madrid,  that  ten  minutes'  gallop  from  its  walls  takes  you  into  scenes 
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as  savage  and  deserted  as  any  of  Salvator  Rosa's.  The  palace  is 
guarded  every  night  by  a  body  of  troops,  and  is  capable  of  a  powerful 
defence ;  but  the  troops  who  were  to  mount  guard  that  night  were 
mostly  under  the  influence  of  Generals  Concha  and  Leon,  who  had 
been  gained  over  to  the  conspiracy.  Concha  was  an  artful  man, 
related  by  marriage  to  Espartero,  so  that,  in  this  affair,  he  was  guilty 
of  a  double  treason.  Leon  was  a  brave,  warm-hearted,  weak-headed 
fellow,  who,  from  his  popularity  with  the  soldiery,  was  made  use  of 
as  a  tool.  It  was  a  dark,  tempestuous  evening  when  the  attempt  was 
made.  A  part  of  the  armed  force  was  left  to  guard  the  avenues  of 
the  palace,  and  Concha  and  Leon,  with  a  number  of  their  followers, 
entered  the  main  portal,  rushed  up  the  grand  staircase,  and  expected 
to  gain  immediate  entrance  through  the  door  leading  into  the  Queen's 
suite  of  apartments,  being  guarded  merely  by  a  band  of  eighteen 
veteran  halberdiers.  To  their  astonishment  they  met  with  a  vigorous 
repulse  from  these  gallant  fellows,  and  several  of  the  assailants  were 
shot  down.  Repeated  attempts  were  made  to  force  an  entrance,  but 
were  uniformly  repelled  with  loss.  The  halberdiers  ensconced  them- 
selves within  the  apartment,  and  fired  through  the  woodwork  of  the 
door  the  moment  they  heard  footsteps  at  the  head  of  the  staircase. 
In  this  way  the  door  became  completely  riddled  with  bullet  holes, 
which  remain  to  this  day,  and  many  of  the  assailants  were  slain  and 
wounded.  In  the  mean  time,  the  situation  of  the  poor  little  Queen 
and  her  sister  may  be  more  easily  imagined  than  described.  The 
repeated  discharges  of  fire-arms,  which  reverberated  through  the  courts 
and  halls  of  the  palace ;  the  mingled  shouts  and  curses  and  groans 
and  menaces  which  accompanied  the  attack,  joined  to  the  darkness  of 
the  night  and  the  howling  of  the  storm,  filled  their  hearts  with  terror. 
They  had  no  one  with  them  but  their  aya,  or  governess,  Madame 
Mina,  and  some  of  their  female  attendants,  excepting  their  poor 
singing-master,  who  was  as  much  frightened  as  any  of  the  women. 
Ignorant  of  the  object  of  this  attack,  and  fearful  that  their  own  lives 
were  menaced,  the  poor  children  gave  themselves  up  to  tears  and  out- 
cries. The  Queen  threw  herself  into  the  arms  of  her  governess, 
crying,  "Aya  nda  (my  dear  aya),  who  are  they  ?  Are  they  rebels  ? 
What  do  they  want  of  me  ?"  The  Princess  was  in  convulsions  in  the 
arms  of  an  attendant,  making  the  most  piteous  exclamations.  It  was 
with  the  greatest  difficulty  that  the  governess  was  able  to  soothe  them 
into  some  degree  of  calmness.  The  noise  of  fire-arms  continued; 
attempts  were  heard  to  force  a  door  leading  through  a  private 
passage  ;  two  or  three  musket-balls  broke  the  windows  of  the  apart- 
ment, but  were  stopped  by  the  inside  shutters.  In  the  midst  of  these 
horrors,  the  poor  little  princess,  trembling  and  sobbing,  called  to  one 
of  the  ladies  in  attendance,  "  Inez,  I  wish  to  say  something  to  you  ; 
Inez,  I  want  to  pray  !"  The  wish  of  the  innocent  child  was  gratified ; 
they  all  knelt  down  at  the  couch  of  the  Queen,  and  prayed :  "  And  I 
felt  relieved,"  says  Madame  Mina,  in  her  narrative  of  this  eventful 
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night — "  1  felt  relieved  by  the  tears  which  I  shed  on  contemplating  the 
situation  of  those  two  innocent  beings,  who,  full  of  fervour,  directed 
their  supplications  to  Heaven  to  protect  and  deliver  them  from  a 
peril,  the  extent  of  which  no  one  knew  so  well  as  I."  The  clamour 
of  the  attack  subsided,  the  firing  became  less  frequent.  Th. 
tendants  now  spread  mattresses  for  the  Queen  and  her  sister  in  a 
corner  of  the  apartment  where  they  would  be  safe  from  any  random 
shot ;  and  the  poor  little  beings,  exhausted  by  the  agitation  and 
fatigue  they  had  suffered,  at  length  fell  asleep. 

Toe  gallant  defence  of  the  handful  of  halberdiers  effectually  de- 
feated tliis  atrocious  attempt.  They  kept  the  assailants  at  bay  until 
assistance  arrived.  The  alarm  spread  through  Madrid.  The  regular 
troops  and  national  guards  assembled  from  all  quarters ;  Espartero 
hastened  to  the  scene  of  action,  and  the  palace  was  completely  sur- 
rounded. Concha  and  Leon,  seeing  the  case  was  desperate,  left  their 
followers  in  the  lurch,  and  consulted  their  own  safety  inflight.  They 
spurred  their  horses  to  the  open  country,  but  Concha,  being  in 
ordinary  dress,  returned  unobserved,  concealed  himself  in  Madrid, 
and  ultimately  escaped  out  of  the  kingdom.  The  heedless  Leon,  being 
in  full  general's  uniform,  was  a  marked  object.  He  was  discovered 
and  arrested  at  some  distance  from  Madrid,  and,  though  great  interest 
was  made  in  his  favour,  was  ultimately  shot.  *  *  * 

The  result  of  this  brutal  attempt  has  been  to  throw  complete  odium 
on  the  course  of  Maria  Christina,  to  confound  the  enemies  of  the  con- 
stitution, and  to  strengthen  the  hands  of  government.  The  insur- 
rection in  the  provinces  was  speedily  put  down.  Maria  Christina 
hastened  to  disavow  all  share  in  the  conspiracy ;  but  proofs  are  too 
strong  against  her,  and  the  French  government  stands  chargeable 
with  at  least  connivance.  The  stand  which  England  has  taken,  of 
late,  in  the  matter,  and  the  declaration  of  ministers  in  Parliament  that 
they  would  not,  quietly  permit  the  hostile  interference  of  any  foreign 
power  in  the  affairs  of  Spain,  lias  had  a  happy  effect  in  checking  UK- 
machinations  of  France.  Spain  now  enjoys  a  breathing  spell,  and,  I 
hope,  may  be  enabled  to  regulate  her  internal  affairs,  and  recover 
from  the  exhausting  effects  of  her  civil  wars.  The  little  Queen  is 
now  nearly  twelve  years  of  age ;  in  about  two  years  more  her 
minority  will  terminate,  and,  with  it,  the  regency  of  Espartero.  I 
hope,  while  the  power  still  remains  in  his  hands,  he  may  be  enabled 
to  carry  out  his  proposed  plans  of  reform,  and  to  confirm  the  consti- 
tutional government,  so  that  it  may  not  easily  be  shaken.  *  *  * 

The  foregoing  sketch  will,  1  trust,  enable  you  to  form  an  idea  of 
the  position  of  Spanish  afl'airs,  and  to  take  an  interest  in  any  particu- 
lars about,  this  court  which  I  may  hereafter  have  to  relate.  You 
will  understand  that  Spain  is  now  a  constitutional  monarchy,  having 
its  Cortes,  or  representative  bodies  of  legislature,  consisting  of  a 
Senate  and  Chamber  of  Deputies  ;  and  that,  until  llu-  Queen  is  four- 
teen years  of  age,  Esparlero  (Duke  of  Victoria)  holds  the  reins  of  go- 
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vernment  as  Regent,  in  her  name.  He  is  a  soldier  of  fortune,  who 
has  risen  by  his  merits  and  his  services,  and  been  placed  in  his  pre- 
sent elevated  situation  by  the  votes  of  the  Cortes.  *  *  * 

You  will  now  understand  something  of  the  jealousy  and  ill-will 
that  exists  between  this  country  and  France,  and  of  the  failure  of  the 
embassy  of  Mr.  Salvandy,  which  made  so  much  noise  last  winter. 
However,  as  the  last  affair  may  have  escaped  your  notice,  and  as 
you  and  I  are  now  embarked  in  diplomacy,  I  will  call  your  attention 
to  it. 

After  the  abdication  and  departure  of  Maria  Christina  from  Spain, 
the  French  government,  by  way  of  slight,  suffered  itself  for  a  time  to 
remain  unrepresented  at  the  Spanish  Court,  except  by  a  temporary 
charge  d'affaires,  whereas  it  has  usually  maintained  a  full  embassy  at 
Madrid.  At  length  Louis  Philippe,  finding  that  he  was  exciting  the 
indignation  of  the  Spanish  people  against  himself,  and  increasing 
their  antipathy  to  his  nation,  determined  to  send  an  ambassador. 
Mr.  Salvandy,  a  man  of  conspicuous  talents,  accordingly  appeared  at 
Madrid  with  a  brilliant  train ;  but  here  a  difficulty  arose :  his  letter 
of  credence  was  addressed  to  the  Queen,  and  he  was  instructed  to 
deliver  it  into  her  hands.  He  demanded  an  audience  of  her  for  that 
purpose.  It  was  objected,  on  the  part  of  the  Spanish  government, 
that  the  Queen,  being  yet  a  minor,  was  disqualified  by  the  constitu- 
tion from  the  performance  of  any  public  act ;  that  a  regent  had  been 
appointed,  to  whom,  under  that  constitution,  the  regal  power  had 
been  delegated,  and  who,  in  the  name  and  stead  of  her  Majesty,  and 
at  his  own  palace,  would  receive  Mr.  Salvandy,  and  from  his  hands 
the  credentials  of  which  he  was  the  bearer.  The  ambassador  refused 
to  deliver  his  letters  at  any  other  place  than  at  the  royal  palace,  or 
into  any  other  hands  than  those  of  the  Queen  herself;  though,  he 
observed,  the  Regent,  if  he  thought  proper,  might  be  present  at  the 
ceremonial.  The  Spanish  government  repeated  its  objections,  and 
the  ambassador  wrote  to  Paris  for  new  instructions.  The  Court  of 
France  approved  of  what  he  had  done,  and  instructed  him  to  persist ; 
Louis  Philippe  doubtless  being  disposed  to  pass  a  slight  upon  the 
constitutional  government,  and  to  pass  by  the  Regent  as  not  being 
the  actual  head.  The  ambassador  again  demanded  an  audience  of  the 
Queen,  adding,  that  if  he  were  refused,  he  should  require  his  pass- 
ports, take  down  the  French  arms  from  the  front  of  the  embassy,  and 
withdraw  with  the  whole  embassy  from  the  country.  The  Spanish 
government  stood  firm :  the  matter  was  discussed  and  argued  on 
both  sides,  but  the  Spaniards  were  not  to  be  argued  into  the  admis- 
sion of  any  slight  or  indignity  to  the  constitutional  Regent  of  their 
own  election.  Mr.  Salvandy,  after  several  days  of  fruitless  dis- 
cussion, at  length  demanded  passports  for  the  embassy,  which  were 
immediately  granted,  and  he  left  Madrid  with  his  retinue  the  same 
night.  He  moderated  so  much  of  his  diplomatic  threat,  however,  as 
to  leave  the  escutcheon  of  the  French  arms  standing  over  the  gate  of 
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tlie  embassy,  and  his  second  secretary,  as  charge  <?  affairs,  to  take 
temporary  care  of  the  affairs  of  the  mission  ;  otherwise  a  complete 
departure  would  have  been  tantamount  to  a  rupture  between  the  two 
nations. 

You  will  now  understand  why  some  little  importance  was  given  to 
my  arrival  as  minister  at  this  court.  There  was  a  curiosity  to  know- 
how  I  would  act  with  respect  to  the  delivery  of  my  credentials.  My 
written  instructions  were  to  present  the  President's  letter  of  cre- 
dence to  the  Queen  ;  but,  from  conversations  with  the  government  at 
Washington  before  my  departure,  I  understood  that  I  might  regulate 
my  conduct  by  circumstances.  As  it  is  a  principle  with  us,  there- 
fore, to  deal  always  in  our  diplomacy  with  the  actual  government  of 
a  country,  I  made  no  hesitation  in  delivering  my  letter  into  the 
hands  of  Espartero,  at,  an  audience  given  at  his  palace,  specifying  in 
my  address  that  it  was  from  the  President  to  the  Queen,  and  delivered 
into  his  hands  as  Regent  of  the  kingdom.  You  have  no  doubt  seen  the 
bad  translation  of  my  address,  as  the  government  was  careful  to  obtain 
from  me  a  copy  of  it  for  publication,  as  it  was  the  first  time  a  foreign 
minister  had  presented  his  credentials  since  the  regency  of  Espartero. 
It  was  considered  also  as  a  precedent;  and,  indeed,  the  resident 
minister  of  Brazil,  who  presented  his  credentials  at  the  same  time, 
but  after  me,  and  who  is  rather  opposed  to  the  present  form  of 
government,  told  me  he  should  not  have  presented  his  letter  of  cre- 
dence to  Espartero,  unless  I  had  broken  the  way  and  set  the  example. 
Whether  France  will  get  over  her  pique,  and  make  a  step  toward  re- 
conciliation with  Spain,  by  sending  a  full  mission,  and  authorising  her 
representative  to  acknowledge  Espartero  as  the  legitimate  head  of  the 
government,  by  delivering  the  letter  of  credentials  into  his  hand,  is 
et  to  be  seen.  The  conduct  of  France  toward  Spain,  of  late  years, 
as  been  anything  but  fair  and  magnanimous  ;  and  Louis  Philippe, 
in  manifesting  such  hostility  to  the  constitutional  forms  of  the  go- 
vernment, and  such  a  disposition  to  discountenance  Espartero,  the 
constitutional  depositary  of  the  regal  power,  seems  singularly  to  have 
forgotten  the  history  of  his  own  elevation. 

And  now,  having  discussed  these  royal  and  diplomatic  themes,  I 
find  it  impossible,  my  dear  sister,  to  descend  to  subjects  of  ordinary 
import,  so  shall  conclude,  for  the  present,  with  a  promise  of  giving 
you  some  further  anecdotes  of  courts,  kings,  and  queens,  in  my 
future  letters,  finding  these  matters  are  so  much  to  your  taste.  I 
would  observe,  however,  that  as  this  letter  is  really  meant  merely  for 
your  private  amusement,  I  do  not  wish  it  to  be  shown  about  ;  a 
minister  ought  not  to  be  gossiping  about  diplomatic  affairs.  Keep 
it,  therefore,  strictly  among  yourselves  in  the  family. 

And  so  God  bless  you.     Your  affectionate  brother, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

To  myself,  who  had  been  left  in  charge  of  his  pecuniary 
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affairs,  he  writes,  three  days  after  the  date  of  the  preceding 
epistle : 

MY  DEAR  PIERRE, — I  have  written  so  many  family  letters,  of  late, 
relative  to  myself  and  my  Madrid  concerns,  of  all  of  which  you  will 
probably  learn  the  contents,  that  I  have  little  to  say  to  you  on  that 
bead,  not  being  able,  like  Paganini,  to  play  a  thousand  variations  on 
one  string  of  my  fiddle. 

I  find  my  home  resources  are  drying  up  in  various  quarters,  by  the 
cessation  of  my  arrangement  with  booksellers,  the  non-payment  of 
dividend  on  stocks,  &c.  I  trust,  however,  you  have  the  ways  and 
means  to  keep  my  home  establishment  on  the  usual  footing.  *  *  * 
Get  all  my  funds,  as  soon  as  you  can  judiciously,  out  of  these 
fluctuating  stocks,  and  invest  them  safely,  even  though  at  less  in- 
terest. 1  cannot  afford  to  risk  more  losses  for  the  chance  of  extra 
profits.  *  *  * 

I  shall  soon  be  comfortably  settled  in  new  quarters,  with  my  books 
and  papers  about  me,  and  shall  then  open  a  literary  campaign,  which 
I  shall  have  ample  leisure  to  prosecute,  and  which,  I  trust,  will 
furnish  me  with  the  ways  and  means  to  abridge  my  absence  from 
home,  for  I  am  anxious  to  pass  as  much  as  possible  of  the  evening  of 
my  days  among  my  relatives  and  friends  at  sweet  little  Sunnyside. 

Of  that  "  dear  home,"  he  had  written  to  Mrs.  Irviug,  the 
day  before : 

It  seems  to  me  as  if  I  did  not  half  enough  appreciate  that  home 
when  I  was  there,  and  yet  I  certainly  delighted  in  it ;  but  the  longer 
I  am  away,  the  more  the  charm  of  distance  gathers  rouud  it,  until  it 
begins  to  be  all  romance.  I  sometimes  catch  myself  calculating  the 
dwindling  space  of  life  that's  left  to  me,  and  almost  repining  that  so 
much  of  the  best  of  it  must  he  passed  far  away  from  all  that  I  hold 
most  dear  and  delightful ;  but  I  check  such  thoughts,  and  re- 
collect how  much  there  is  around  me  to  interest  and  exercise  my 
mind.  *  *  * 

In  the  following  letter  to  a  juvenile  niece,  the  youngest 
daughter  of  his  brother  Ebenezer,  and  one  of  the  inmates  of 
Sunnyside,  he  announces  his  change  of  habitation  at  Madrid, 
and  gives  a  picture  of  his  new  abode.  The  letter  opens,  it 
will  be  perceived,  in  quite  a  sportive  vein  : 

To  Miss  CHARLOTTE  IRVING. 

Madrid,  Sept  16,  1842. 

MY  DEAR  CHARLOTTE, — Your  letter  of  July  28th  reached  me  three 
or  four  days  since,  and  brought  me  a  world  of  intelligence.  First  of 
all,  your  first  appearance  at  the  Tarrytown  and  Dobbs's  Ferry  soirtes, 
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held  that  evening  :it  Mrs.  Slieldon's,  at  wliich,  I  trust,  you  produced 
a  proper  sensation.  Then  the  invasion  of  Sunnyside,  by  sea,  by  a 
roving  piragua,  fitted  out  at  the  port  of  Yonkers,  and  manned  by 
Edfjar  and  a  desperate  crew  of  ladies  and  gentlemen.  Then  the  in- 
vasion by  land,  by  Mrs. and  Mrs. 's  mother,  and  Mrs. 's 

sister,  and  Mr. 's  mother — no,  Mr. 's  aunt,  and  a  Miss  P., 

who  was  staying  with  Mrs. .  And  then  the  influx  of  all  the 

s  and  of  all  the  Dr. s.  And  then  a  second  invasion  by  sea,  of 

all  the  Hamiltons  in  the  Dream,  and  the  carrying  off  of  half  the  gar- 
rison of  Sunnyside  to  Rockland  Lake  and  the  mountains ;  and  then 

the  great  party  at  Mr. 's,  given  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. ,  to  which 

Mrs. did  not  think  herself  invited,  but  to  which  she  afterward 

found  she  was  invited,  and  which  turned  out  a  most  delightful  party. 
Guide  us  and  keep  us  !  what  an  eventful  period  of  history  we  live  in  ! 
Why,  my  dear  Charlie,  if  matters  go  on  at  this  rate,  I  shall  find 
Sleepy  Hollow  wide  awake  by  the  time  I  come  back. 

And  now,  my  exceeding  good  and  very  dear  little  woman,  1  will 
try  to  give  you,  in  return  for  your  very  agreeable  letter,  some  little 
inkling  of  my  Spanish  home  and  its  affairs.  I  have  just  changed  my 
residence,  and  have  taken  the  principal  apartment  in  a  great.  Spanish 
house  belonging  to  a  bachelor  nobleman  named  the  Marquis  de 
Mos,  who  has  a  bachelor's  nest  in  one  wing  of  it.  I  have  such  a 
range  of  salons,  that  it  gives  me  quite  an  appetite  to  walk  from  my 
study  to  the  dining-room.  Then  the  windows  of  the  salons  all  face 
the  south,  and  look  into  a  little  dilapidated  garden,  in  the  centre  of 
which  is  an  old,  half-ruined  marble  fountain,  with  gold  fish  swimming 
about  in  it,  and  a  superannuated  triton  in  the  middle,  blowing  a 
conch-shell,  out  of  which  in  his  younger  days,  there  no  doubt  rose  a 
jet  of  water.  My  own  private  apartment,  consisting  of  a  bedroom 
and  study,  is  in  one  ena  of  the  building.  My  bedroom  formerly 
served  as  an  oratory  or  chapel  to  the  mansion.  It  is  a  small  octagon 
room,  rising  to  a  little  cupola  or  dome,  with  little  windows  in  the 
top,  about  fifteen  feet  from  the  floor,  by  which  the  chamber  is  lighted. 
These  windows  catch  the  first  rays  of  the  rising  sun,  and,  as  the 
oratory  is  prettily  painted  of  a  delicate  pink,  yellow,  and  pale  green, 
and  as  the  centre  of  the  dome  is  gilded,  the  whole  becomes  beau- 
tifully lighted  up.  You  have  no  idea  what  a  splendid  waking 
up  I  have  sometimes  in  the  morning.  I  don't  think,  "glorious 
Apollo,"  with  his  bed-chamber  of  sun-gilt  clouds,  has  much  the  ad- 
vantage of  me.  *  *  *  My  study  is  immediately  adjacent  to  the 
oratory ;  one  window  overlooks  the  garden  of  an  old  convent,  and 
has  a  line  view  of  the  Regent's  palace,  and  the  distant  groves  of  the 
Retire.  *  *  * 

I  have  experienced  a  kind  of  home  feeling  of  enjoyment  since  I 
have  got  into  this  house,  that  I  have  not  felt  before  since  my  arrival 
in  Madrid.  My  other  residence  was  excessively  noisy,  andaoounded 
with  inconveniences,  so  that  I  could  never  feel  at  home  in  it ;  indeed, 
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the  very  idea  that  I  should  remove  as  soon  as  I  could  find  a  house 
more  to  my  mind,  kept  me  unsettled  and  comfortless.  Now,  I  trust, 
I  am  fixed  for  the  whole  of  my  sojourn  in  Madrid,  and  I  consider 
myself  singularly  fortunate  in  finding  in  this  uncomfortable  metro- 
polis so  pleasant  an  abode. 

The  subjoined  letter  was  written  soon  after  the  happy 
adjustment  of  the  long-standing  dispute  between  Great 
Britain  and  the  United  States  respecting  the  North-Eastern 
boundary,  the  amicable  settlement  of  which  the  shipowning 
husband  of  his  correspondent  was  about  to  commemorate 
by  a  design,  to  which  he  suggests,  with  humorous  signifi- 
cance, a  ludicrous  heightening.  The  lady  to  whom  it  was 
addressed  was  a  daughter  of  his  deceased  brother  William, 
and  was  occupying  the  former  homestead  of  Abijah  Ham- 
mond, at  Throgg's  Neck,  on  the  East  River,  a  country  retreat 
about  fourteen  miles  from  the  city  of  New  York,  of  which 
Washington  remarks :  "  I  recollect  the  place  well,  having 
visited  it  occasionally  in  my  frolicing  and  dancing  days, 
when  it  was  the  seat  of  great  hospitality.  One  of  the  plea- 
santest  balls  I  ever  attended  was  in  that  mansion,  at  which 
divers  respectable  old  ladies  of  the  present  day  sparkled  as 
belles." 

To  MRS.  MOSES  H.  GBINNELL. 

Madrid,  Sept.  30,  1842. 

MY  DEAR  JULIA, — I  have  just  received  your  delightful  letter  of 
August  25th,  which  was,  indeed,  most  welcome.  I  wrote  to  you  not 
long  since,  in  hopes  of  drawing  from  you  a  letter  in  return,  but  you 
have  kindly  anticipated  me.  I  can  easily  imagine  your  satifaction 
with  your  country  residence  ;  I  know  the  old  mansion  well,  and  the 
delightful  country  in  which  it  is  situated,  with  its  splendid  advantages 
of  water.  I  should  think  it  would  just  hit  Mr.  GrinneU's  fancy,  and 
hope  he  may  find  loose  spending  money  enough  in  his  pocket  to  buy 
it.  *  *  *  Tell  him  not  to  cast  all  his  bread  upon  the  water  in  the 
shape  of  ships,  however  shipshaped  they  may  be,  but  to  anchor  a 
little  upon  land  in  fast  property.  I  like  your  idea  of  Lord  Ashburton 
and  Mr.  Webster  shaking  hands,  as  an  ornament  for  the  stern  of  the 
new  ship  to  be  called  after  the  former;  perhaps  the  effect  might  be 
heightened,  if  you  could  bring  in  the  boundary  line  running  across  his 
lordship's  toes. 

I  am  delighted  with  the  treaty ;  it  has  been  negotiated  in  a  fine 
spirit  on  both  sides,  and  is  a  great  achievement  for  Mr.  Webster.  He 
has  remained  in  the  Cabinet  to  some  purpose,  and  now,  if  he  thinks 
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proper,  may  retire  with  flying  colours ;  yet  I  should  be  loth  to  see 
such  a  statesman  retire  from  the  management  of  our  affairs.  "What 
successor  will  give  us  sucli  state  papers  ?  Who  would  have  ma- 
naged our  Mexican  correspondence  in  such  style  ?  Would  to  God 
he  could  remain  in  with  satisfaction  to  himself,  and  have  a  good 
majority  in  Congress  to  back  him. 

I  have  just  got  myself  settled  in  a  pleasant  habitation,  which,  I 
think,  will  be  my  home  during  my  residence  in  Madrid.  It  is  spa- 
cious, as  all  Spanish  houses  are,  but  quiet  and  clean,  which  are  rare 
qualities  in  Madrid  mansions.  I  have  just  given  my  first  dinner ; 
not  such  feasts  as  you  give  in  New  York,  one  of  which  would 
exhaust  a  Madrid  market,  but  in  a  pretty  French  style,  and  to  a 
small  party ;  never,  if  I  can  help  it,  intending  to  exceed  the  limits  of 
a  social  round  table.  I  have,  indeed,  to  play  the  ambassador  on  a 
cautious  scale.  *  *  *  Fortunately,  there  is  no  rivalry  in  expense 
in  the  diplomatic  corps  at  Madrid,  the  British  minister  being  the 
only  one  that  entertains,  and  his  immense  fortune  putting  competition 
out  of  the  question.  I  find  him  very  frank  and  cordial,  and  we  are 
already  on  the  most  social  terms. 

I  have  had  some  brooding  spells  of  home-sickness  since  my  arrival 
in  Europe,  but  they  are  gradually  wearing  away,  and  I  am  now  about 
to  enter  upon  a  career  of  literary  occupation  that  will  effectually  dis- 
pel them.  *  *  * 

Mr.  Grinnell,  in  his  appendix  to  your  letter,  says  that  Mr.  Webster 
inquired  particularly  after  me,  and  expressed  much  interest  in  my 
mission.  As  yet  my  mission  has  called  for  but  little  exertion  of 
diplomatic  skill,  there  being  no  question  of  moment  between  the 
governments,  and  1  not  being  disposed  to  make  much  smoke  where 
there  is  but  little  fuel.  *  *  *  I  have  been  very  quiet  ever  since  my 
arrival  in  Madrid,  getting  my  domestic  affairs  in  order,  and  making 
myself  acquainted  with  the  complicated  and  entangled  state  of 
Spanish  politics,  but  I  shall  now  gradually  take  my  stand  in  the 
diplomatic  circle,  and  endeavour  that  it  shall  be  an  unobtrusive,  but 
a  firm  one.  *  *  * 

It  was  not  long  after  the  date  of  this  letter,  that  Mr. 
Irving  addressed  his  fifth  diplomatic  despatch  to  the  Hon- 
ourable Secretary  of  State,  presenting  a  sketch  of  the 
political  affairs  of  Spain,  which  were  just  then  rising  to 
fever  heat,  as  the  time  for  the  opening  of  the  Cortes  was  ap- 
proaching, and  powerful  preparations  were  making  to  displace 
the  existing  Cabinet.  Mr.  Webster  used  to  speak  in  high 
terms  of  the  interest  of  these  papers,  and  once  remarked  to 
a  friend,  that  he  always  laid  aside  every  other  correspon- 
dence to  read  a  diplomatic  despatch  from  Mr.  Irving. 

The  following  half-melancholy  letter  to  his  old  companion 
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at  Madrid,  Prince  Demetri  Ivanovitcb  Dolgoronki,  now 
Russian  minister  at  Naples,  was  written  when  bis  young 
housemates,  Hamilton,  Brevoort,  and  Ames,  were  absent  on 
a  tour  in  Andalusia,  to  be  gone  four  or  five  weeks,  and  be 
was  living  "in  solitary  dignity,  pacing  (bis)  great  empty 
saloons  to  the  echoes  of  his  own  footsteps." 

Madrid,  Oct.  18,  1842. 

MY  DEAR  DOLGOROUKI, — You  certainly  are  one  of  the  most 
faithful,  long  suffering,  and  indulgent  of  friends,  still  to  write  to  me, 
notwithstanding  my  neglect  to  answer  your  previous  letters.  But  I 
am  reforming  as  a  correspondent,  and  henceforth,  I  trust,  you  will 
find  me  more  punctual  in  my  replies.  In  fact  I  had  grown  quite  in- 
dolent and  sell'-indulgent  in  my  happy  little  retreat  on  the  banks  of 
the  Hudson,  and  needed  something  to  rouse  me  into  action.  This 
most  unlooked-for  appointment  to  the  legation  at  Madrid  has  com- 
pletely drawn  me  out  of  the  oblivious  influence  of  Sleepy  Hollow,  and 
thrown  me  once  more  into  the  midst  of  the  busy  world  and  its  concerns. 

And  here  I  am,  on  our  old  campaigning  ground,  where  we  first 
became  acquainted ;  but  either  I  am  or  the  place  is  greatly  changed, 
for  we  seem  to  be  quite  strange  to  each  other.  I  miss  all  my  former 
intimates.  Navarrete,  grown  old  and  infirm,  has  been  absent  from 
Madrid  ever  since  my  arrival.  I  look  with  an  eye  of  wistful  recol- 
lection at  the  house  once  inhabited  by  the  D'Oubrils,  which  was  my 
familiar  and  favourite  resort.  It  is  undergoing  great  repairs  and 
alterations,  to  become  the  residence  of  some  millionaire  who  has 
made  a  fortune  by  speculation.  How  often  I  recal  the  happy,  happy 
hours  I  have  passed  there,  and  summon  up  the  recollections  of  that 
most  amiable  and  interesting  family.  Years  have  passed  without  my 
learning  anything  concerning  them.  Can  you  give  me  any  informa- 
tion ?  I  understand  Mr.  i)'0ubril  is  minister  at  Frankfort ;  the 
children,  of  course,  are  all  grown  up,  some,  perhaps,  married.  When 
I  was  recently  in  Paris,  I  heard  from  an  American  gentleman  that  he 
had  been  acquainted  with  Mademoiselle  Bolvilliers,  who,  with  her 
mother,  was  at  Florence.  Have  you  seen  her  lately  ? — and  how  is 
she? 

My  return  to  Europe,  after  such  a  long  absence,  is  full  of  half-melan- 
choly recollections  and  associations.  I  am  continually  retracing  the 
scenes  of  past  pleasures  and  friendships,  and  finding  them  vacant 
and  desolate.  I  seem  to  come  upon  the  very  footprints  of  those 
with  whom  I  have  associated  so  pleasantly  and  kindly,  but  they  only 
serve  to  remind  me  that  those  who  made  those  footprints  have  passed 
away. 

What  would  I  not  give  to  have  that  house  of  the  D'Oubrils  once 
more  inhabited  by  its  former  tenants,  just  as  they  were  when  1 
here  i.n  1826.     I  long  for  such  a  resort ;  I  long  for  such  beings  in 
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whom  I  can  take  interest  and  feel  delight.  Madrid  is  barren,  barren, 
barren  to  me  of  social  intimacies.  The  civil  wars,  the  political  feuds 
and  jealousies,  seem  to  have  cut  up  society,  and  rendered  the  Spaniards 
unsocial  except  in  their  own  peculiar  tertullias  and  cliques.  Besides, 
I  am  not  one  to  forage  at  large  in  general  society  ;  my  intimacies  arc 
generally  few  and  cherished. 

I  can  give  you  but  little  intelligence  of  the  gay  world  that  used  to 
assemble  at  the  soirees  of  Madame  D'Oubril.  If  you  may  remember, 
I  mingled  generally  as  a  mere  spectator,  and  seldom  took  sufficient 
interest  in  individuals  to  bear  them  in  distinct  recollection.  When 
I  have  done  so,  I  do  not  find  the  recollection  productive  of  present 
satisfaction.  Time  dispels  charms  and  illusions.  You  remember 
how  much  I  was  struck  with  a  beautiful  young  woman  (I  will  not 
mention  names)  who  appeared  in  a  tableau  as  Murillo's  Virgin  of  the 
Assumption  ?  She  was  young,  recently  married,  fresh  and  unhackneyed 
in  society,  and  my  imagination  decked  her  out  with  everything  that 
was  pure,  lovely,  innocent,  and  angelic  in  womanhood.  She  was 
pointed  put  to  me  at  the  theatre,  shortly  after  my  recent  arrival 
in  Madrid.  I  turned  with  eagerness  to  the  original  of  the  picture 
that  had  ever  remained  hung  up  in  sanctity  in  my  mind.  I  found  her 
still  handsome,  though  somewhat  matronly  in  appearance,  seated, 
with  her  daughters,  in  the  box  of  a  fashionable  nobleman,  younger 
than  herself,  rich  in  purse  but  poor  in  intellect,  and  who  was  openly 
and  notoriously  her  cavalier  servente.  The  charm  was  broken,  the 
picture  fell  from  the  wall.  She  may  have  the  customs  of  a  depraved 
country  and  licentious  state  of  society  to  excuse  her ;  but  I  can 
never  think  of  her  again  in  the  halo  of  feminine  purity  and  loveliness 
that  surrounded  the  Virgin  of  Murillo. 

And  so  you  have  got  my  fellow-traveller  of  the  American  wilds, 
and  buffalo-hunter  of  the  prairies,  Count  Pourtales,  in  your  neighbour- 
hood. When  next  you  see  him,  remember  me  to  him  most  cordially. 
Many,  many  pleasant  scenes  have  we  had  together.  He  was  full  of 
talent,  and  had  wonderful  aptness  at  anything  he  turned  to,  but  he 
seemed  careless  of  turning  his  talent  to  account. 

And  now,  my  dear  Dolgorouki,  let  me  hear  from  you  again,  and 
before  long.  I  envy  you  your  beautiful  residence  at  Naples,  which 
is  one  of  the  lovely  spots  of  earth  that  must  unquestionably  have 
dropped  from  the  sky.  Would  that  I  could  exchange  for  it  the 
sterile  vicinity  of  Madrid, 

Believe  me,  ever  yours  most  truly, 

WASHINGTON  IEVING. 
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CHAPTER  LXVII. 

Letter  to  Miss  Catherine  Irving — Passages  from  Letters  to  Mrs.  Paris — 
The  Queen  giving  Audience — Diplomatic  Conversation  with  Royalty — 
Insurrection  in  Barcelona  —  Departure  of  the  Regent  —  The  solitary 
Raven — Attacks  of  the  Southern  Literary  Messenger  and  Graham's  Ma- 
gazine— Letters  on  the  Subject — Literary  Occupation. 

THERE  is  a  vein  of  drollery  in  a  portion  of  the  following, 
to  one  of  the  youthful  members  of  his  home  establishment, 
quite  in  character : 

To  Miss  CATHERINE  IRVING. 

Madrid,  Nov.  15,  1842. 

MY  DEAR  KATE, — Your  letter  of  October  1st  reached  me  a  few 
days  since,  and  gave  me  a  very  sunshiny  account  of  affairs  at  pleasant 
little  Sunnyside.  I  thus  enjoy,  hy  reflection,  the  bright  days  which 
pass  at  that  brightest  of  little  homes.  My  present  home  is  enlivened 
by  the  return  of  the  young  travellers  from  their  tour  in  Andalusia, 
•which  has  been  a  very  satisfactory  one,  excepting  that  they  have  not 
been  robbed,  at  which  they  appear  rather  disappointed,  an  adventure 
with  robbers  being  looked  upon  as  essential  to  the  interest  and  romance 
of  a  tour  in  Spain.  They  have  a  world  of  travelling  anecdotes  to  relate 
about  Granada  and  Malaga  and  Gibraltar  and  Seville,  which  make 
our  repasts  quite  instructive  as  well  as  convivial.  They  are  all  in  fine 
health  and  spirits,  and,  from  their  good  tempers,  good  sense,  good 
breeding,  and  perfect  harmony,  make  a  very  pleasant  household. 

You  seem  to  pity  the  poor  little  Queen,  shut  up,  with  her  sister, 
like  two  princesses  in  a  fairy  tale,  in  a  great,  grand,  dreary  palace, 
and  "  wonder  whether  she  would  not  like  to  change  her  situation  for 
a  nice  little  cottage  on  the  Hudson."  Perhaps  she  would,  Kate,  if 
she  knew  anything  of  the  gaieties  of  cottage  life ;  if  she  had  ever 
been  with  us  at  a  pic-nic,  or  driven  out  in  the  shandry-dran,  with 
the  two  roans,  and  James,  in  his  slip-shod  hat,  for  a  coachman,  or 
yotled  in  the  Dream,  or  sang  in  the  Tarrytown  choir,  or  shopped  at 
Tommy  Dean's ;  but,  poor  thing !  she  would  not  know  how  to  set 
about  enjoying  herself.  She  would  never  think  of  appearing  at  church 

without  a  whole  train  of  the  Miss s  and  the  Miss s  and 

the  Miss s,  as  maids  of  honour,  nor  drive  through  Sleepy  Hollow 

except  in  a  coach  and  six,  with  a  cloud  of  dust  and  a  troop  of  horse- 
men in  glittering  armour.    So  I  think,  Kate,  we  must  be  content 
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with  pitying  her,  and  leaving  her  in  ignorance  of  the  comparative  de- 
solateness  of  her  situation. 

The  last  time  I  saw  the  little  Queen  was  about  ten  days  since,  at 
the  opera,  with  her  sister.  Espartero,  the  Regent,  sat  on  her  right 
hand.  She  is  fond  of  theatricals,  and  appeared  to  take  great  interest 
in  the  performance.  She  is  growing  fast,  and  will  soon  be  quite 
womanly  in  her  appearance.  I  cannot  say  that  she  is  strictly  hand- 
some, for  which  I  am  sorry,  on  account  of  your  aunt ;  but  you  may 
console  the  latter  by  assuring  her  that  the  Queen's  sister  is  decidedly 
pretty  enough  to  answer  her  notions  of  a  princess.  I  shall  give  your 
aunt  another  diplomatic  chapter  on  royalty  and  its  concerns  as  sooa 
as  I  can  find  leisure  from  my  diplomatic  communications  to  govern- 
ment ;  but  she  must  not  let  it  get  to  Mr.  Webster's  ears  how  com- 
municative I  am  to  her  on  these  subjects ;  he  may  not  be  disposed  to 
admit  her  into  our  secrets.  *  *  * 

God  bless  you,  my  excellent,  noble-hearted  little  girl !  I  can 
never  enough  express  how  deeply  I  feel  the  affection  I  have  expe- 
rienced and  daily  experience  from  you  all.  It  constitutes  the  great 
happiness  of  my  life. 

After  relating  a  second  interview  with  the  Queen,  on  her 
saint's  day — the  day  of  St.  Isabella — in  which  she  received 
congratulatory  deputations  from  the  Senate  and  the  Chamber 
of  Deputies  at  two  o'clock,  and  from  the  Corps  Diplomatique 
at  three,  and  giving  an  account  of  her  setting  forth,  followed 
by  her  sister,  "  on  her  awful  journey  along  the  diplomatic 
line,"  to  receive  and  reply  to  a  speech  from  each,  "  with  the 
terrors  of  a  school-girl,"  a  letter  to  his  sister  remarks : 

I  believe,  at  first,  I  felt  almost  as  much  fluttered  as  herself,  I  en- 
tered so  much  into  the  novelty  and  peculiarity  of  her  task — a  mere 
child  having  to  give  audience  to  the  official  representatives  of  nations. 
Mr.  Asten  first  addressed  her.  She  had  been  accustomed  to  see  him 
on  other  occasions,  and  that  served  to  put  her  more  at  her  ease.  It 
was  the  same  case  with  Count  Lima;  and,  by  the  time  she  had 
finished  with  him,  she  began  to  smile.  You  will  want  to  know  what 
discourse  I  held  with  her,  as  my  turn  came  next.  I  do  uot  know 
whether  I  ought  to  impart  these  diplomatic  conversations  with 
royalty,  as  these  are  the  verbal  links  that  connect  the  destinies  of 
nations.  However,  for  once,  I'll  venture  confiding  in  your  secresy. 
I  had  been  so  interested  in  contemplating  the  little  sovereign,  that  I 
had  absolutely  forgotten  to  arrange  anything  to  say  ;  and  when  she 
stood  before  me,  I  was,  as  usual  with  me  on  public  occasions,  at  a  loss. 
However,  something  must  be  said,  so  I  expressed  my  regret  that  my 
want  of  fluency  in  the  Spanish  language  rendered  it  so  difficult  for 
me  to  address  her  as  I  could  wish.  "  But  you  speak  it  very  well," 
said  she,  with  a  smile,  and  a-  little  flirt  of  her  fan.  I  shook  my  head 

TOL.  III.  3  C 


700  LITE  AND  LETTEES  [1842. 

negatively.  "Do  you  like  Spain?"  said  she.  "Very  much,"  replied 
I,  and  I  spoke  sincerely.  She  smiled  again,  gave  another  little  clack 
of  her  fan,  bowed,  and  passed  on.  Her  sister  followed.  She  had  not 
tlie  womanly  carriage  of  the  Queen,  being  still  more  the  child.  I 
told  her  I  hoped  she  had  been  pleased  at  the  opera,  where  I  had  had 
the  honour  of  seeing  her  a  few  nights  before.  She  said,  "  Yes ;  she 
liked  the  theatre,"  and  then  glided  on  after  her  sister.  When  they 
had  passed  down  the  line,  they  returned  to  their  pkces,  and  again, 
on  being  prompted,  bowed  to  us ;  upon  which  we  made  respectful 
reverences,  and  retired,  taking  care,  as  we  withdrew,  not  to  turn  our 
backs  upon  royalty. 

I  have  thus,  my  dear  sister,  given  you  another  peep  into  court 
scenes,  and  shown  you  the  petty  machinery  of  the  great  world.  I 
can  imagine  you  smiling  in  the  serene  wisdom  of  your  elbow-chair, 
at  this  picture  of  a  row  of  dignified  diplomatic  personages,  some  of 
them  well  stricken  in  years,  and  all  of  them  sage  representatives  of 
governments,  bowing  with  profound  reverence,  and  conjuring  up 
nothings  to  say  to  a  couple  of  little  girls.  However,  this  is  all  the 
whipt  syllabub  of  diplomacy.  If  I  were  to  take  you  into  one  of  our 
conferences  with  cabinet  ministers,  then  you  would  know  the  solid 
wisdom  required  by  our  station ;  but  this  department  of  our  official 
functions  is  a  sealed  book  ! 

It  was  not  long  after  this  audience,  that  a  popular  pa- 
roxysm occurred,  of  which  Mr.  Irving  gives  this  account, 
under  date  of  November  25th  : 

An  insurrection  has  taken  place  in  Barcelona.  This  is  the  next 
city  in  importance  to  Madrid.  It  is  the  capital  of  the  province  of 
Catalonia,  the  most  active  and  industrious  province  in  Spain.  The 
Catalans  are  to  Spain  what  the  New  England  people  are  to  the  United 
States.  Wherever  money  is  to  be  made,  there  is  a  Catalan.  They 
are  pushing,  scheming,  enterprising,  hardy,  and  litigious.  Catalonia 
is  one  of  the  most  restless  and  insubordinate  of  the  Spanish  pro- 
vinces, and  frequently  the  seat  of  political  disturbances.  It  borders 
on  France,  and  is  infested  by  half-robber,  half-rebel  bands,  the  rem- 
nants of  the  factions  of  the  civil  wars  which  lurk  about  the  French 
frontiers.  There  is  a  small  but  busy  party  of  republicans,  also,  at 
Barcelona,  who  would  gladly  pull  down  the  present  form  of  govern- 
ment, and  establish  a  republic.  Catalonia  also  has  a  strong  manu- 
facturing interest,  having  many  cotton  manufactories.  This  has 
taken  the  alarm  at  the  rumour  of  a  proposed  commercial  treaty  with 
England  for  the  introduction  of  her  cotton  goods  at  a  lower  rate  of 
duties,  so  that  there  is  a  mixture  of  various  motives  in  the  present 
convulsion;  and  the  whole  has  been  thrown  in  a  ferment  by  the 
intrigues  of  foreign  agents,  who  seek  the  confusion  of  Spain  and  the 
dounfal  of  its  constitutional  government.  The  present  insurrection 
seems  to  have  broken  out  suddenly  and  accidentally,  some  trifling 
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affray  with  custom-house  officers  having  been  the  spark  which  has  set 
the  combustible  community  in  a  flame.  There  has  been  fighting  in 
the  streets,  as  in  the  famous  "  three  days  of  Paris,"  and  the  troops 
have  been  obliged  to  evacuate  the  city,  but,  hold  it  closely  invested. 
The  Regent  set  off  from  Madrid  some  days  since  for  the  scene  of 
action,  and  troops  are  concentrating  upon  Catalonia  from  every  direc- 
tion ;  in  the  mean  time,  Madrid  is  full  of  rumours  and  reports  that 
insurrections  are  breaking  out  in  other  provinces,  but  I  believe,  as 
yet,  the  insurrection  is  confined  to  Barcelona,  and  I  think  it  probable 
it  will  be  suppressed  without  much  difficulty. 

The  departure  of  the  Regent  was  a  striking  scene.  All  the  uniform 
companies,  or  national  guard  of  Madrid,  consisting  of  several  thou- 
sand men,  well  armed,  equipped,  and  disciplined,  paraded  in  the 
grand  esplanade  of  the  Prado  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Regent's 
palace  of  Buena  Vista.  They  really  made  a  splendid  appearance,  and 
the  air  resounded  with  military  music,  several  of  the  regiments  having 
complete  bands.  It  was  a  bright,  sunshiny  day.  About  two  o'clock, 
the  Regent  sallied  forth  from  Buena  Vista,  at  the  head  of  his  staff. 
He  is  a  fine  martial  figure,  and  was  arrayed  in  full  uniform,  with 
towering  feathers,  and  mounted  on  a  noble  grey  charger  with  a  flowing 
mane,  and  a  long  silken  tail  that  almost  swept  the  ground.  He  rode 
along  the  heads  of  the  columns,  saluting  them  with  his  gauntleted 
hand,  and  receiving  cheers  wherever  he  went.  He  stopped  to  speak 
particularly  with  some  of  the  troops  of  horsemen  ;  then,  returning  to 
the  centre  of  the  esplanade,  he  drew  his  sword,  made  a  signal  as  if 
about  to  speak,  and  in  an  instant  a  profound  silence  prevailed  over 
that  vast  body  of  troops,  and  the  thousands  of  surrounding  spec- 
tators. I  do  not  know  that  ever  I  was  more  struck  by  anything, 
than  by  this  sudden  quiet  of  an  immense  multitude.  The  Regent 
then  moved  slowly  backward  and  forward  with  his  horse,  about  a 
space  of  thirty  yards,  waving  his  sword,  and  addressing  the  troops  in 
a  voice  so  loud  and  clear,  that  every  word  could  be  distinctly  heard 
to  a  great  distance.  The  purport  of  his  speech  was  to  proclaim  his 
determination  to  protect  the  present  constitution,  and  the  liberties  of 
Spain,  against  despotism  on  the  one  hand  and  anarchy  on  the  other ; 
and  that,  as  on  a  former  occasion,  when  summoned  away  by  distant 
insurrection,  he  confided  to  the  loyalty  of  the  national  guards  the 
protection  of  the  peace  of  the  capital,  and  the  safeguard  of  their 
young  and  innocent  Queen.  His  speech  was  responded  to  by  enthu- 
siastic acclamations  from  the  troops  and  the  multitude,  and  he  sallied 
forth  in  martial  style  from  the  great  gate  of  Alcala. 

I  must  note,  to  complete  the  scene,  that  just  as  Espartero  issued 
forth  from  Buena  Vista,  and  rode  slowly  down  the  Prado  between  the 
columns  of  the  troops,  a  solitary  raven  came  sailing  down  the  course 
of  the  public  promenade,  passed  immediately  above  him,  and  over 
the  whole  line  of  troops,  and  so  flitted  heavily  out  of  sight.  This 
has  been  cited,  even  in  the  public  papers,  as  a  bad  omen ;  and  some 
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of  the  superstitious  say  Espartero  will  never  return  to  Madrid.  I 
should  not  be  surprised,  however,  if  the  omen  had  been  prepared  by 
some  of  the  petty  politicians  with  which  this  capital  abounds,  and 
that  the  raven  had  been  let  loose  just  at  this  opportune  moment. 
However,  with  this  portentous  circumstance  I  will  close  ray  letter, 
especially  as  I  have  just  received  despatches  from  government,  which, 
with  the  stirring  events  of  the  day,  will  cut  out  plenty  of  occupation 
for  me. 

With  love  to  all,  your  affectionate  brother, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

A  fortnight  later,  be  writes  to  the  same  correspondent : 

My  last  letter  ended,  I  think,  with  the  departure  of  the  Regent  to 
quell  the  insurrection  in  Barcelona.  He  travelled  in  Ids  own  fearless 
style,  pushing  on  in  a  post-chaise  ahead  of  his  troops,  and  without 
escort,  accompanied  merely  by  an  officer  or  two  of  his  staff,  and  threw 
himself  frankly  among  the  people  in  the  towns  and  villages,  who 
showed  the  sense  of  this  confidence  in  their  loyalty,  receiving  him 
everywhere  with  acclamations.  After  his  departure,  Madrid  was  full 
of  rumours ;  insurrections  were  said  to  be  breaking  out  everywhere. 
The  downfal  of  Espartero  aud  of  the  existing  government  was  con- 
fidently predicted,  and  there  were  not  wanting  factious  people  and 
factious  prints  to  endeavour  to  blow  this  hidden  flame  into  a  general 
conflagration.  Thus  far,  however,  they  have  been  disappointed. 
Madrid  has  remained  quiet  under  the  guardianship  of  the  national 
guards,  and  the  insurrection  did  not  extend  beyond  Barcelona.  That 
factious  city  has  once  more  been  brought  into  submission  to  the 
government,  but  not  until  it  had  suffered  a  bombardment  of  several 
hours.  As  yet,  we  have  no  particulars  of  the  damage  done,  but  it 
must  have  been  considerable,  and  I  fear  we  shall  hear  of  some  punish- 
ments inflicted  upon  those  who  have  been  most  active  in  exciting 
this  rebellion.  Barcelona  has  sinned  so  often  in  this  way,  that  it  is 
deemed  necessary  to  treat  it,  in  the  present  instance,  with  rigour. 
The  bombardment,  though  repeatedly  threatened,  and  the  day  and 
hour  assigned,  was  put  off  from  day  to  day  and  hour  to  hour,  in  the 
hope  that  the  insurgent  city  would  surrender ;  but  a  band  of  despe- 
radoes had  got  the  upper  hand,  who  refused  to  submit  excepting  on 
such  terms  as  it  would  have  been,  degrading  to  the  government  to 
grant, 

The  year  of  Mr.  Irving's  departure  on  his  interesting 
mission  was  memorable  for  two  attacks  on  him,  to  which  it 
is  necessary  to  allude,  to  clear  the  way  lor  the  letters  from 
him  which  I  am  about  to  quote.  A  writer  in  the  Southern 
Literary  Messenger,  in  March,  1841,  had  been  at  great  pains 
to  show  that  Mr.  Irving's  expressions  of  obligation  to  Navar- 
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rete,  in  the  preface  to  his  Life  of  Columbus,  were  not  suf- 
ficiently explicit,  while  conceding  that  he  had  performed 
his  historical  task  with  "  accuracy,  judgment,  and  infinite 
beauty."  In  the  writer's  estimation,  his  statements  implied, 
though  perhaps  unintentionally,  he  admits,  a  more  extensive 
search  into  original  documents  than  he  could  have  made, 
while  the  history  was  mainly  digested  from  documents 
already  collected  by  Navarrete. 

The  article  was  sent  to  Mr.  Irving,  and,  without  a  perusal, 
handed  over  by  him  to  a  candid  and  discriminating  friend, 
with  a  request  that  he  would  read  it,  and  tell  him  if  there 
was  anything  in  it  which  required  an  answer  at  his  hands. 
If  so,  he  would  notice  it ;  otherwise  he  did  not  care  to  be 
discomposed  by  reading  it.  He  claimed  no  immunity  from 
critical  animadversion,  but  it  was  his  practice  to  shun  the 
perusal  of  all  strictures  that  did  not  involve  a  point  of  cha- 
racter, and  demand  reply. 

His  friend  read  it,  and,  satisfied  of  the  unsoundness  of 
the  strictures,  and  that  his  acknowledgments  to  Navarrete 
were  ample,  advised  him  to  give  himself  no  concern  about  it. 
He  dismissed  it,  accordingly,  from  his  thoughts. 

In  the  May  number  of  1842  of  the  same  magazine,  after 
Mr.  Irviug  had  left  the  country,  the  writer  returns  to  the 
attack,  and,  as  more  than  a  year  had  elapsed  without  any 
notice  or  refutation  by  the  author,  or  his  friends,  of  his 
"  grave  charges,"  he  comes  to  the  conclusion  that  he  had 
preferred  "the  quiet  disparagement  of  a  judgment  by  default 
to  the  notoriety  of  a  verdict  after  a  fruitless  contest."  To 
this  article  there  was  a  reply  in  the  Knickerbocker,  to  which 
Mr.  Irving  was  in  no  ways  privy,  and  a  rejoinder  in  the  Mes- 
senger, in  which  the  writer,  with  compliments  to  the  purity 
and  richness  of  his  general  style,  still  adhered  to  his  original 
position  that  Mr.  Irving  had  not  sufficiently  acknowledged 
his  indebtedness  to  Navarrete. 

The  other  attack  was  in  Graham's  Lady's  and  Gentleman's 
Magazine,  then  under  the  editorial  management  of  the  Eev. 
Rut  us  W.  Griswold,  a  Baptist  clergyman  of  some  six-and- 
twenty  years,  who  had  recently  given  to  the  world  a  valuable 
compilation,  styled  "  the  Poets  and  Poetry  of  America."  The 
Jfiti/azinc  was  published  in  Philadelphia,  had  a  circulation, 
it  was  said,  of  fifty  thousand  subscribers,  and  numbered, 
among  its  regular  contributors,  Cooper,  Bryant,  Dana,  and 
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other  distinguished  names.  In  a  notice  of  the  Critical  and 
Miscellaneous  Writings  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  contained  in 
the  October  number  of  that  periodical,  was  a  statement 
which,  after  charging  Scott  with  numerous  "  puffs  of  himself 
from  his  own  pen,"  proceeded  in  this  language  :  "  Washing- 
ton Irving  has  done  the  same  thing,  in  writing  laudatory 
notices  of  his  own  works  for  the  Reviews,  and,  like  Scott, 
received  pay  for  whitewashing  himself." 

As  Mr.  Irving  was  not  in  the  country  to  meet  this  coarse 
aspersion  with  instant  denial,  should  he  see  fit  to  notice  it, 
before  communicating  with  him  on  the  subject,  I  addressed 
a  letter  to  Mr.  Griswold,  asking  his  authority  for  the  state- 
ment, and  requesting  him  to  name  the  Reviews  containing 
the  laudatory  notices  in  question.  His  reply  gave  a  Mr. 

E ,  an  English  gentleman,  with  whom  his  acquaintance 

was  limited  to  a  single  interview,  as  the  person  who  informed 
him  that  "  Mr.  Irving  wrote  the  articles  in  the  Quarterly 
Revieiv  on  the  Life  of  Columbus,  and  the  Chronicles  of 
Granada."  I  replied,  that  the  London  Quarterly  contained 
no  review  of  the  Life  of  Columbus,  "laudatory"  or  other- 
wise, and  that  the  review  it  did  contain  of  the  Chronicles  of 
Granada  had  not  a  commendatory  expression  of  the  work  or 
its  author,  or  a  single  sentence  that  might  not  have  come 
from  the  pen  of  Mr.  Irving  without  the  slightest  impeach- 
ment of  his  delicacy.  If  a  self-review — and  I  did  not  then 
know  whether  it  was  or  not — it  was  not,  at  any  rate,  a  self- 
eulogy. 

Pointing  out  these  facts  to  Mr.  Griswold,  and  referring 
him  to  the  files  of  the  Quarterly  for  proof,  I  appealed  to  his 
sense  of  equity,  whether  it  were  not  due  to  Mr.  Irving  that 
he  should  review  the  grounds  upon  which,  thus  publicly  and 
uncalled  for,  he  had  sought  to  bring  the  delicacy  of  his  cha- 
racter into  suspicion. 

In  his  reply,  dated  October  13th,  he  expressed  great  regret 
for  the  whole  matter,  and  said  he  would  do  Mr.  Irving  jus- 
tice in  the  December  number  of  the  Magazine,  the  Novem- 
ber number  being  already  printed.  He  was  as  good  as  his 
word,  and  in  that  number  retracted,  though  rather  ungra- 
ciously, the  pitiful  charge  he  had  been  too  eager  to  catch  up 
and  circulate.  The  imputation  upon  Scott,  I  presume,  had 
as  little  foundation. 

On  the  sixth  of  October — before,  of  course,  the  receipt  of 
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Mr.  Griswold's  promise  of  recantation  of  the  13th — I  wrote 
to  Mr.  Irving,  enclosing  the  leaf  of  Graham's  Magazine 
which  contained  the  offensive  imputation,  and  a  copy  of  M  r. 
Griswold's  answer  to  my  first  letter.  In  this  answer,  which 
named  his  authority  for  the  assumed  self-laudation,  he  took 
occasion  to  add  that  he  had  strong  ground  for  supposing 
Mr.  Irving  to  have  been  a  frequent  contributor  to  the  Lon- 
don Quarterly,  while  that  periodical,  more  than  any  other  in 
Europe,  was  distinguished  for  its  unprincipled  hostility  to 
the  United  States. 

With  this  preface,  I  submit  the  letters  of  Mr.  Irving  on 
the  subject  of  these  separate  charges  : 

To  PIERRE  M.  IRVING. 

Madrid,  Nov.  12,  1842. 

MY  DEAR  PIERRE, — I  have  just  received  your  letter  of  October  Gth, 
enclosing  an  article  from  Graham's  Magazine,  charging  me  with 
writing  laudatory  notices  of  my  own  works  for  the  Reviews,  and 
alluding  especially  to  the  Quarterly.  The  only  notice  I  ever  took  of 
any  of  my  works,  was  an  article  which  I  wrote  for  the  Quarterly 
Review  on  my  Chronicle  of  the  Con'quest  of  Granada.  It  was  done  a 
long  time  after  the  publication  of  the  work,  in  compliance  with  the 
wishes  of  Mr.  Murray,  who  thought  the  nature  of  tiie  work  was  not 
sufficiently  understood,  and  that  it  was  considered  rather  as  a  work 
of  fiction  than  one  substantially  of  historic  fact.  Any  person  who 
will  take  the  trouble  to  read  that  review,  will  perceive  that  it  is 
merely  illustrative  not  laudatory  of  the  work,  explanatory  of  its 
historical  foundation.  I  never  made  a  secret  of  my  having  written 
that  review;  I  wrote  it  under  the  presumption  that  the  authorship  of 
it  would  become  known  to  any  person  who  should  think  it  worth  his 
while  to  make  the  inquiry.  I  never  wrote  any  other  article  for  the 
Quarterly  Review  excepting  a  review  to  call  favourable  attention  to 
the  work  of  my  friend  and  countryman,  Captain  McKenzie  (then 
Slidell),  entitled  "A  Year  in  Spain,  by  a  Young  American,"  and 
another  review,  for  the  same  purpose,  of  a  work  of  my  friend  and 
countryman,  Mr.  Wheaton,  at  present  minister  at  the  court  of 
Prussia.  This  last  article,  though  written  for  the  Quarterly  Review, 
did  not  appear  in  that  publication,  but  was  published  in  the  North 
American  Review.  The  work  of  Mr.  Wheaton  which  it  reviews,  was, 
I  think,  the  History  of  the  Northmen.  These  are  the  only  articles 
that  I  am  conscious  of  having  ever  written  for  the  Quarterly,  or  any 
other  European  Review.  I  have  never  inserted  in  any  publication  in 
Europe  or  America  a  puff  of  any  of  my  works,  nor  permitted  any  to 
be  inserted  by  my  publishers  when  I  could  prevent  it ;  nor  sought  to 
procure  favourable  reviews  from  others,  nor  to  prevent  unfavourable 


706  LIFE  AND  LETTERS  [1842. 

ones  where  I  thought  they  were  to  be  apprehended.  I  have  oil  all 
occasions,  and  in  every  respect,  left  my  works  to  take  their  chance, 
and  I  leave  them  still  to  do  the  same.  My  present  reply  to  your 
inquiry  is  only  drawn  forth  by  a  charge  that  would  affect  my  private 
character ;  though  I  hope  that  is  sufficiently  known  to  take  care  of 
itself  on  the  point  in  question. 

I  understand  a  kind  friend  has  recently  been  vindicating  me  against 
attacks  made  on  me  in  the  Southern  Literary  Messenger,  on  the  subject 
of  my  Life  of  Columbus.  I  have  never  read  those  attacks,  having 
been  assured  there  was  nothing  in  them  that  called  for  reply,  and  not 
being  disposed  to  have  my  feelings  ruffled  unnecessarily.  I  under- 
stood they  mainly  charged  me  with  making  use  of  Mr.  Navarrete's 
work  without  giving  him  due  credit.  Those  who  will  look  into  my 
Life  of  Columbus,  will  find  that  in  the  preface  I  have  cited  the  publi- 
cation of  Mr.  Navarrete  as  the  foundation  of  my  work,  and  that  I 
have  referred  to  him  incessantly  at  the  foot  of  the  pages.  If  I  have 
not  done  so  sufficiently,  I  was  not  aware  of  my  "short-comings." 
His  work  was  chiefly  documentary,  and,  as  such,  invaluable  for  the 
purpose  of  history.  As  my  work  was  not  a  work  of  invention,  I  was 
glad  to  find  such  a  store  of  facts  in  the  volumes  of  Mr.  Navarrete ; 
and  as  I  knew  his  scrupulous  exactness,  wherever  I  found  a  document 
published  by  him,  I  was  sure  of  its  correctness,  and  did  not  trouble 
myself  to  examine  the  original.  My  work,  however,  was  made  up 
from  various  sources,  some  in  print,  some  in  manuscript,  all  of  which, 
I  thought  at  the  time,  I  had  faithfully  cited.  Those  who  wish  to 
know  Mr.  Navarrete's  opinion  of  the  work,  will  find  it  expressed  in 
the  third  volume  of  his  collections  of  documents,  published  after  the 
appearance  of  Columbus,  in  which  his  expressions  are  anything  but 
those  of  a  man  who  felt  himself  wronged.  I  can  only  say,  that  I 
have  never  willingly,  in  any  of  my  writings,  sought  to  take  advantage 
of  a  contemporary,  but  have  endeavoured  to  be  fair  in  my  literary 
dealings  with  all  men ;  and  if  ever  you  hear  again  of  my  having 
practised  any  disingenuous  artifice  in  literature,  to  advance  myself  or 
to  injure  others,  you  may  boldly  give  the  charge  a  flat  contradiction. 
What  I  am  as  an  author,  the  world  at  large  must  judge.  You  know 
what  I  am  as  a  man,  and  know,  when  I  give  you  my  word,  it  is  to  be 
depended  upon.  *  *  * 

Your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IKYING. 

P.  S.  —  This  letter  is  written  in  great  haste  on  the  spur  of  the 
moment,  to  go  by  the  courier  that  sets  off  for  Paris  to-day.  I  have 
not  yet  read  Helen's  long  letter,  from  which  I  promise  myself  a 
perfect  treat.  The  foregoing  letter  is,  of  course,  not  intended  for 
publication,  but  you  may  use  it  as  "  authority,"  quoting  from  it  what 
you  think  proper.  I  must  expect  attacks  of  this  and  other  kinds 
now.  I  have  been  so  long  before  the  public,  that  the  only  way  to 
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make  anything  now  out  of  me  is  to  cut  me  up.  However,  I  shall 
follow  the  example  of  Sam  Williams,  whilom  American  banker  at 
London,  who,  when  the  ship  was  sinking  at  sea,  sprang  on  board  of 
another  one  that  had  run  foul  of  it,  and  was  saved.  As  literature  is 
sinking  under  me,  I  shall  cling  to  diplomacy. 

The  following  letter,  written  on  the  same  day,  has  a  more 
playful  allusion  to  the  same  topic  : 

To  MRS.  P.  M.  IRVING. 

Madrid,  Nov.  12,  1842. 

MY  DEAR  HELEN, — I  did  not  intend  to  write  to  you  by  this 
opportunity,  for  I  am  fairly  fagged  out  with  letter-writing  by  this 
courier,  having,  besides  scribbling  to  friends,  to  send  long  despatches 
to  government ;  but  I  cannot  suffer  your  long,  delightful  letter  to 
remain  unacknowledged,  though,  at  present,  1  scrawl  but  a  line  of 
thanks.  My  dear  Helen,  you  cannot  imagine  what  a  rich  treat  such 
a  letter  from  home  is  to  me.  It  fills  my  heart  to  the  very  brim,  and 
with  the  very  best  of  good  feelings  ;  and,  then,  your  details  about 
sweet  little  Sunnyside — God  bless  my  dear  little  cottage  ! — what  a 
treasure  of  comfort  and  enjoyment  it  is  to  me  !  Every  letter  from  it 
or  about  it  gives  me  such  a  picture  of  true,  innocent,  home-dwelling 
happiness,  and  of  such  joyous  meetings  and  gatherings  together  of 
those  I  love,  that  I  feel  for  a  time  as  if  I  had  just  heard  a  strain  of 
delightful  music,  which  is  one  of  my  purest  of  earthly  pleasures.  I 
had  just  been  reading  and  answering  one  of  Pierre's,  wherein  he  had 
given  a  most  indignant  account  of  a  charge  made  upon  me,  in  a  Lady's 
Magazine,  of  having  puffed  my  own  works.  Don't  tell  Pierre,  but 
absolutely  he  had  put  himself  in  such  a  passion  on  the  subject,  that  I 
found  all  the  indignation  appurtenant  to  the  matter  was  done  to  my 
hand,  so  I  retained  the  smoothness  of  my  temper  without  a  wrinkle. 
As  authorhood  seems  to  be  getting  down  iu  the  world,  and  I  have 
taken  to  the  company  of  kings  and  queens  and  regents,  and  others  of 
"  the  quality,"  I  begin  to  think  I'll  give  out  that  I  am  not  the 
Washington  Irving  that  wrote  that  farrago  of  literature  they  are 
occasionally  cutting  up,  and  that  I  have  never  followed  any  line  of 
life  but  diplomacy,  nor  written  anything  but  despatches.  I  certainly 
began  life  at  the  wrong  end ;  it  is  only  recently  I  have  discovered 
what  I  was  cut  out  for.  However,  don't  mention  it ;  people  might 
think  me  vain.  *  *  * 

*  *  *  And  now,  my  dear  Helen,  as  this  letter  was  a  perfect  im- 
promptu, totally  unpremeditated,  I  must  close  it,  to  attend  to  other 
correspondents.  I  will  take  some  other  occasion  to  answer  your 
long  letter  more  at  length ;  in  the  mean  time,  I  beg^  you  forthwith  to 
sit  down  and  write  me  such  another  one.  And  do,  I  again  charge 
you,  tell  me  everything  that  is  pleasant  and  prosperous  about  your- 
self and  Pierre ;  and  tell  Pierre  not  to  take  it  so  much  to  heart,  if 
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they  make  any  further  attacks  upon  that  poor-devil  author  who  has 
scribbled  under  my  name. 

Your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVTNG. 

Five  days  later,  he  returns  to  the  subject  of  these  attacks 
with  the  following  supplementary  letter,  which  relates,  in  his 
own  words,  particulars  in  his  literary  history  heretofore 
hinted  at  by  myself,  and  disposes  of  Mr.  Griswold's  episto- 
lary intimation  about  the  frequency  of  his  contributions  to 
the  London  Quarterly.  I  have  already  briefly  refuted  this 
charge,  by  which  it  was  intended  to  prejudice  his  popularity 
at  home,  but  the  reader  may  be  willing  to  see  in  what  spirit 
it  is  met  by  Mr.  Irving.  Mr.  Griswold,  it  will  be  understood, 
makes  no  such  charge  himself,  but  only  reports  it  as  a  sup- 
position which  he  was  disposed  to  entertain. 

To  PIERRE  M.  IRVING. 

Madrid,  Nov.  17,  1842. 

MY  DEAR  PIERRE, — I  wrote  to  you,  a  few  days  since,  in  reply  to 
your  letter  concerning  the  attack  upon  me  in  Graham's  Magazine. 
As  that  reply  was  written  hastily,  I  may  not  have  been  precise  in  one 
or  two  particulars.  The  review  of  the  Conquest  of  Granada  was 
written  nearly,  if  not  quite,  two  years  after  the  publication  of  the 
work,  and  after  it  had  been  very  favourably  noticed  in  several  pe- 
riodical publications.  As  I  before  observed,  it  was  written  in  com- 
pliance with  the  wishes  of  Mr.  Murray,  to  state  the  historical  nature 
of  the  work ;  my  use  of  the  sobriquet  of  Fray  Antonio  Agapida, 
and  the  occasional  romantic  colouring,  having  led  many  to  suppose  it 
was  a  mere  fabrication.  I  did  not  ask  or  expect  any  remuneration 
from  Mr.  Murray,  but  he  sent  me  the  sum  he  was  accustomed  to  pay 
for  similar  contributions  to  his  Review,  and  I  did  not  hesitate  to 
accept  it,  the  article,  in  fact,  being  written  for  his  benefit.  Perhaps 
it  would  be  as  well  to  have  the  review  republished  in  the  Knicker- 
bocker, and  then  the  public  will  be  able  to  judge  whether  or  no  it  is 
"  laudatory." 

While  I  am  upon  these  literary  matters,  I  will  furnish  you  with  a 
fact  or  two  in  my  literary  life  in  Europe,  which  may  enable  you  to 
reply  to  any  similar  charges  that  may  ue  brought  against  me.  la 
the  early  struggle  of  my  literary  career  in  London,  before  I  had  pub- 
lished the  Sketch  Book  in  England,  I  received  a  letter  from  Sir 
Walter  Scott,  inviting  me  to  Edinburgh  to  take  charge  of  a  periodi- 
cal publication,  holding  out  the  certainty  of  a  liberal  sum  per 
annum,  with  other  incidental  advantages.  Though  low  in  purse  and 
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uncertain  in  my  prospects  at  the  time,  I  declined  accepting  the  invi- 
tation, fearing  it  might  implicate  me  in  foreign  politics. 

When  I  was  in  Spain,  I  was  offered,  by  Mr.  Murray,  1000/.  per 
annum  to  conduct  a  magazine  which  he  had  in  contemplation,  I  to  be 
paid,  in  addition,  for  any  articles  I  might  contribute.  This  I  de- 
clined, because  it  would  detain  me  in  Europe,  my  desire  being  to 
return  to  the  United  States.  Mr.  Murray  likewise  offered  me  a 
hundred  guineas  an  article  for  any  article  I  might  write  about 
Spain  for  the  Quarterly  Review.  I  refrained  from  accepting  his 
very  liberal  offer.  As  1  mentioned  in  my  former  letter,  I  contributed 
but  two  articles  to  his  Review — one  explanatory  of  the  historical 
grounds  of  my  Chronicles  of  Granada,  and  the  other  a  review  of  my 
friend  McKenzie's  "  Year  in  Spain,  by  a  Young  American." 

I  do  not  recollect  having  written  for  any  other  reviews  or  maga- 
zines in  Europe ;  and  I  again  repeat,  I  never  in  any  way  sought  to 
"  puff"  my  works,  or  to  have  them  puffed.  I  always  suffered  them 
to  take  their  chance,  and  always  felt  that  I  was  favoured  beyond  my 
deserts. 

At  the  close  of  the  letter  to  me  from  which  I  have  been 
quoting,  dated  November  17th,  Mr.  Irving  gives  this  glance 
at  his  literary  and  diplomatic  matters : 

*  *  *  I  have,  of  late,  been  so  much  occupied  in  diplomatic  busi- 
ness, that  I  have  not  had  time  to  attend  to  the  Life  of  Washington. 
Indeed,  I  have  not  done  much  at  it  since  I  have  been  here,  but  I 
shall  soon  take  it  earnestly  in  hand.  I  found  it  necessary  to  give  up 
literary  matters  for  a  time,  and  turn  my  thoughts  entirely  into  the 
subject  connected  with  my  station.  The  statistics  of  trade  about 
which  I  have  had  to  occupy  myself,  are  new  to  me,  and  require  close 
attention  for  a  time  to  master  them. 

Five  weeks  later,  December  21st,  in  a  letter  to  his  brother 
Ebenezer,  he  alludes  in  this  way  to  his  progress  on  the  Life 
of  Washington  : 

I  have  been  much  interrupted  in  my  literary  occupations  for  the 
last  two  or  three  months,  by  the  necessity  of  applying  rny  mind  to 
the  examination  of  some  subjects  connected  with  my  diplomatic 
duties,  and  of  preparing  rather  voluminous  papers.  Within  this 
week  or  two  past,  however,  I  have  been  able  to  add  a  few  chapters 
to  my  history. 
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CHAPTER  LXVIII. 

Letter  to  Miss  Sarah  Irving — Indisposition  of  the  Author — Letter  to  Mrs. 
Paris  —  Alarming  Aspect  of  political  Events  —  Gloomy  Soire'e  of  the 
Regent,  preparatory  to  his  Departure — Letters  to  Mrs.  Storrow—  In  the 
Midst  of  Conspiracies  and  Insurrections — A  City  in  a  State  of  Siege — 
Sallies  forth — Striking  Scenes — Note  of  the  Diplomatic  Corps  in  Behalf 
of  the  Queen. 

THEEE  is  a  sly  vein  of  humour  in  the  following  extract 
from  a  letter  to  a  juvenile  inmate  of  Sunnyside,  who  had 
been  keeping  him  in  the  current  of  family  affairs,  and  giving 
him  a  budget  of  New  York  gossip : 

To  Miss  SAKAH  IB.VING. 

January  13^/fc,  1843. —  *  *  *  Your  information  that  Mr. 

had  given  Mrs. a  two-story  bouse  in  Broadway,  gave  me  great 

satisfaction ;  but  when  you  added  that  the  mantelpieces  were  of 
wood,  it  went  to  my  heart.  However,  let  us  hope  for  the  best.  If 
the  young  couple  really  love  each  other,  they  may  manage  to  have  a 
happy  fireside  in  spite  of  the  mantelpiece ;  and  who  knows  but  the 
old  gentleman's  heart  may  soften  toward  them  before  his  death,  and 

he  may  leave  them  a  marble  mantelpiece  in  his  will.  Miss ,  on 

the  contrary,  who  married  according  to  his  wishes,  has  been  rewarded, 
I  am  told,  with  a  three-story  (I  am  not  certain  that  it  is  not  a  four- 
story)  bouse.  These  two  instances  of  the  matrimonial  fortunes  of 
two  sisters,  my  dear  girl,  should  be  held  up  as  warnings  to  young 
Jadies  disposed  to  enter  the  connubial  state,  not  to  give  away  their 
soft  and  tender  hearts  without  first  consulting  the  harder  hearts  of 
all  the  old  gentlemen  they  may  happen  to  be  related  to.  For  my  own 
part,  I  should  take  it  in  great  dudgeon,  if  any  of  you  girls  at  the 
cottage  should  throw  yourselves  away  upon  any  agreeable  young  gen- 
tleman, without  his  first  gaining  the  affections  of  your  father  and 
myself ;  though  I  trust  I  should  not  go  to  the  length  of  condemning 
you  to  a  wooden  mantelpiece. 

I  thought  of  you  all  at  dear  little  Sunnyside  on  Christmas-day, 
and  heartily  wished  myself  there  to  eat  my  Christmas  dinner  among 
you.  I  hope  you  kept  up  Christmas  in  the  usual  style,  and  that  the 
cottage  was  decked  with  evergreens.  You  must  not  let  my  absence 
cause  any  relaxations  in  the  old  rules  and  customs  of  the  cottage ; 
everything  must  go  on  the  same  as  it  did  when  I  was  there. 
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His  own  Christmas  dinner  he  had  eaten  at  the  British 
embassy,  where,  he  remarks,  "  we  had  the  good  old  Christmas 
luxuries  of  plum-pudding  and  minced-pies,  and  our  repast 
was  a  very  pleasant  one." 

In  the  beginning  of  this  year,  Mr.  Irving  was  confined  to 
the  house  by  an  indisposition,  the  consequence  of  a  cold, 
which  was  soon  followed  by  an  inflammatory  disease  of  the 
skin,  similar  to  that  which  he  had  experienced  about  twenty 
years  before,  but  much  more  virulent.  It  was  the  result,  as 
in  the  former  instance,  of  having  overworked  himself,  and 
fagging  too  incessantly  at  his  literary,  diplomatic,  and  epis- 
tolary tasks,  while  taking  too  little  exercise.  The  malady, 
though  annoying  and  obstinate,  was  not  dangerous,  but  it 
required  him  to  renounce  the  pen  for  a  while,  as  the  least 
mental  excitement  aggravated  his  symptoms.  From  this 
tedious  and  harassing  complaint,  which  in  a  measure  unfitted 
him  for  everything,  he  was  doomed  to  suffer  more  or  less  for 
two  years,  the  remedies  sometimes  proving  almost  as  irksome 
as  the  disease.  At  the  time  it  first  set  in,  he  had  been  en- 
gaging with  all  his  powers  upon  his  Life  of  Washington,  to 
which  he  had  added  some  chapters,  when  he  was  compelled 
to  throw  by  the  pen,  not,  I  think,  to  exercise  it  again  on 
this  task  until  his  return  to  his  own  country.  This  inter- 
ruption to  his  literary  occupations,  always  cheering  to  him, 
brought  additional  discomfort  in  the  midst  of  his  malady. 
But  though  incapable  of  working,  he  could  direct  others,  and 
manage  to  carry  on  the  business  of  the  legation.  He  was 
a  less  attentive  correspondent,  however,  than  heretofore, 
though  not  incapable  of  letter-writing,  as  the  following  will 
show: 

To  MBS.  PARIS. 

Madrid,  June  21,  1843. 

MY  DEAR  SISTER, — I  have  again  to  thank  you  for  kind  and  cheer- 
ing letters,  full  of  precious  home  details.  I  am  sorry  I  can  make 
but  such  poor  returns  ;  but,  though  my  malady  has  ceased  in  its  viru- 
lence, I  find  writing  still  irksome  to  me,  and,  indeed,  am  prohibited 
by  my  physician  from  indulging  in  it.  It  is  a  great  privation,  aud 
reduces  me  to  a  state  of  idleness  foreign  to  my  habits  and  inclina- 
tions. The  doctor  would  also,  if  he  could,  put  a  stop  to  my  almost 
incessant  reading,  as  he  thinks  that  any  fixed  attention  for  a  length 
of  time  wearies  the  brain,  and  in  some  degree  produces  those  effects 
on  the  system  which  originated  my  complaint ;  but  I  cannot  give  up 
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reading,  in  my  otherwise  listless  state.  He  has  been  very  urgent  for 
me  to  travel,  not  merely  for  a  change  of  air,  but  because  the  suc- 
cession of  scenes  and  incidents  amuses  without  fatiguing  the  mind, 
and  thus  operates  healthfully  upon  the  system.  I  have  been  recover- 
ing so  much  of  late,  however,  that  I  hope  to  be  able  to  dispense  with 
this  part  of  his  advice,  and  to  continue  at  my  post.  I  should  be  loth 
to  leave  it  in  the  present  critical  state  of  the  country,  when  insurrec- 
tions are  breaking  out  in  various  parts  of  the  kingdom,  and  Spain  is 
once  more  threatened  with  civil  war. 

My  illness  has  prevented  me  from  giving  you  a  detail  of  the  poli- 
tical events  of  the  country,  which  have  of  late  assumed  an  alarming 
aspect.  A  coalition  of  various  factions  (opposite  in  their  views  and 
doctrines,  and  no  one  of  them  of  sufficient  magnitude  to  form  a 
majority)  has  united  in  a  vehement  attempt  to  pull  down  the  Regent, 
and  put  an  end  to  the  existing  government.  For  this  purpose,  in- 
surrections have  been  stirred  up  in  various  parts  of  the  country,  and, 
latterly,  in  Barcelona,  that  old  seat  of  rebellion.  To-day,  the  Regent 
sallies  forth  from  the  capital,  to  put  himself  once  more  at  the  head 
of  his  troops  and  endeavour  to  quell  these  insurrections.  I  heartily 
pray  for  his  success ;  for,  should  he  fail,  and  should  he  be  ejected 
from  power,  a  fearful  state  of  anarchy  would  ensue.  The  very  coali- 
tion now  combined  against  him  would  break  into  warring  factions, 
each  striving  for  the  ascendancy,  and  we  might  have  civil  war  of  the 
worst  kind. 

I  have  just  returned  from  attending  a  levee  held  by  the  Regent,  at 
twelve  o'clock,  preparatory  to  his  departure.  He  made  a  frank, 
manly  address  to  the  diplomatic  corps,  declaring  his  disposition  to 
cultivate  cordial  relations  with  all  countries,  but  particularly  with 
those  who  had  representatives  at  this  court,  and  who  recognised  the 
constitution  of  Spain,  the  throne  of  Isabella  II.,  and  his  regency ; 
his  loyal  devotion  to  the  constitution  and  the  throne,  and  his  sole 
and  uniform  ambition  to  place  the  reins  of  government  in  the  hands 
of  the  youthful  Queen  on  the  10th  of  October,  1844,  when  she  should 
have  completed  her  minority,  and  to  place  under  her  command  a  peace- 
ful, prosperous,  and  happy  country ;  but  he  expressed,  at  the  same 
time,  his  determination  to  resist  every  attempt  to  throw  the  country 
into  a  state  of  anarchy,  and  to  defend  the  throne  of  Isabella  and  the 
constitution  of  1837  like  a  good  soldier. 

At  four  o'clock  a  general  review  of  the  national  militia  takes  place 
in  the  Prado,  as  on  a  former  occasion,  when  the  Regent,  as  before, 
will  no  doubt  make  them  a  speech,  confiding  the  safety  of  the  city, 
and  of  the  youthful  Queen  and  her  sister,  to  their  patriotism  and 
loyalty.  At  five  o'clock  he  takes  his  departure.  I  cannot  but  feel 
that  he  sallies  forth,  this  time,  with  much  more  doubtful  prospects 
than  in  his  former  expedition  against  Barcelona.  The  spirit  of  re- 
bellion is  more  widely  diffused,  and  is  breaking  forth  at  various 
points.  A  few  days,  or  a  very  few  weeks  at  farthest,  will  decide  his 
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fate,  and  determine  whether  lie  is  to  maintain  his  post,  and  keep  up 
some  form  of  government  for  the  remainder  of  the  minority  of  the 
Queen  (about  fifteen  months  and  a  half),  or  whether  his  power,  if 
not  himself,  is  to  be  annihilated,  and  everything  for  a  time  thrown 
into  chaos. 

On  Sunday  evening  last,  I  attended  the  soiree  held  weekly  at  the 
Rcgmt's.  It  was  the  only  one  I  have  been  able  to  attend  for  up- 
wards of  four  months ;  but  I  was  anxious  to  go  to  it,  as  it  would  be 
the  last  before  the  departure  of  the  Regent.  It  was  thinly  attended, 
and  I  remarked  a  general  gloom  on  the  faces  of  those  attached  to 
the  Regent,  or  whose  interests  were  connected  with  his  fortunes. 
The  Regent  himself  did  not  appear,  being  engaged  in  a  cabinet 
council.  The  duchess  was  pale,  and  had  a  dejected  air,  complaining 
of  headache.  I  rather  fear  it  was  heartache,  for  she  feels  their  ha- 
zardous position,  and  the  pitfals  which  surround  them.  She  is  an 
amiable  and  a  lovely  woman,  and  her  dejected  air  rather  heightened 
her  beauty  in  my  eyes.  I  had  not  seen  her  since  my  illness,  and  I 
had  to  thank  her  for  many  kind  inquiries  she  had  made  after  my 
health,  sending  one  of  the  duke's  aides-de-camp  for  the  purpose.  It 
will  be  a  joyful  hour  for  her,  I  am  convinced,  when  the  duke  lays 
down  his  regency,  and  returns  to  the  quiet  and  security  of  private 
life.  *  *  * 

I  have  scrawled  a  longer  letter  than  I  had  any  idea  of  accomplish- 
ing, and  must  conclude.  Tell  Eliza  R.,  Sarah  Irving,  &c.  &c.,  that 
I  have  received  their  letters,  giving  me  most  acceptable  cottage  news, 
and  beg  them  to  write  on  without  waiting  for  replies.  I  cannot  write 
letters  at  present ;  indeed,  I  must  not.  Everything  concerning  dear 
little  Sunnyside  is  interesting  to  me.  My  heart  dwells  in  that  blessed 
little  spot,  and  I  really  believe  that,  when  I  die,  I  shall  haunt  it ;  but 
it  will  be  as  a  good  spirit,  that  no  one  need  be.  afraid  of.  Though  I 
cannot  enjoy  its  delights  in  person,  at  present,  I  enjoy  them  at 
second  hand,  by  the  accounts  given  by  others.  When  I  think  of 
America,  my  thoughts  all  centre  there ;  and  I  believe  that,  even 
though  exiled  from  it,  a  great  portion  of  niy  actual  enjoyment  in  lift- 
is  hearing  and  thinking  about  it,  picturing  it  in  my  thoughts,  dream- 
ing about  it,  and  flattering  myself  with  the  hope  that  I  shall  return 
and  end  my  days  there.  In  the  mean  time,  thank  God  !  it  is  a  happy 
home  for  my  dear  brother  and  his  family. 

Ever,  my  dear  sister,  most  affectionately  your  brother, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

At  the  date  of  the  following  letter,  Mr.  Hamilton,  his 
Secretary  of  Legation,  was  setting  off  on  an  excursion  to  the 
Pyrenees.  Brevoort  had  left  the  legation  in  April,  to  make 
the  tour  of  Europe ;  and  Ames  had  left  in  June,  to  return 
to  France  and  embark  for  the  United  States  in  July.  His 
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man  Benjamin,  with  whom  he  was  so  much  pleased  at  first, 
had  also  gone,  having  lost  favour  in  his  eyes  by  "  playing 
the  old  soldier"  during  his  long  malady,  and  leaving  all  the 
extra  work  and  the  care  of  him  to  the  faithful  Lorenzo, 
whom  he  had  now  put  at  the  head  of  his  establishment.  The 
letter  gives  some  further  insight  into  the  critical  state  of 
Spanish  affairs,  the  observation  of  which  still  took  up  much 
of  his  time  and  thoughts.  It  is  addressed  to  Mrs.  Storrow, 
at  Paris,  and  bears  date  June  27th : 

*  *  *  We  are  in  the  midst  of  plots,  conspiracies,  and  insurrec- 
tions, and  know  not  what  a  day  may  bring  forth.  The  Regent  is  on 
his  way  to  one  part  of  the  kingdom  which  is  in  a  state  of  insurrec- 
tion; in  the  mean  time,  insurrections  are  breaking  forth  in  other 
quarters.  Many  predict  that  he  will  never  return  to  Madrid ;  but  so 
they  predicted  last  year,  when  he  sallied  forth  to  put  down  the  insur- 
rection at  Barcelona.  For  my  part,  I  never  expect  to  see  Spain 
enjoy  tranquillity  and  a  settled  form  of  government  during  the  time 
I  may  sojourn  in  it,  and  I  fear  I  may  have  to  witness  some  sanguinary 
scenes  of  popular  commotion.  I  have  looked  upon  Espartero  as  the 
only  man  likely  to  maintain  the  country  in  a  tolerable  state  of  tran- 
quillity during  the  minority  of  the  little  Queen ;  but  I  now  doubt  if 
he  will  be  able  to  keep  up  against  the  combination  of  factions  bent 
upon  his  destruction.  A  few  days  will  determine  his  fortunes.  *  *  * 

I  am  getting  on  very  well,  though  it  takes  always  a  tedious  time  to 

fet  rid  of  maladies  of  the  kind  I  have  to  struggle  with.  The  weather 
as  as  much  effect  upon  me  as  upon  a  barometer,  and  this  season 
has  been  uncommonly  capricious.  It  favours  me  in  one  respect,  that 
we  have  none  of  the  usual  fervid  heats  of  summer,  which  might  debi- 
litate me;  but  the  cloudy,  windy,  and  occasionally  chilly  weather 
irritates  my  system.  However,  I  trust,  in  another  month,  to  be  supe- 
rior to  these  influences. 

Give  my  affectionate  regards  to  Mr.  Storrow,  and  kiss  dear  little 
good-for-nothing  Kate  for  me. 

Your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

To  MRS.  STORROW,  Paris. 

Madrid,  July  14,  1843. 

MY  DEAR  SARAH, — I  have  just  received  your  letter  of  the  8th,  by 
which  I  find  that  the  valiant  Hector  has  arrived  safely  at  Paris,  after 
his  adventurous  journey.  1  have  no  news  recently  of  Mr.  Hamilton, 
who  must  be  enjoying  himself  in  the  Pyrenees.  The  letters  I  have 
written  to  him  I  have  reason  to  believe  have  been  intercepted  on  the 
road  by  the  insurgents. 
We  are  here  in  the  midst  of  confusion  and  alarm.  I  speak  of  the 
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city  and  the  people,  for,  as  to  myself,  my  mind  is  as  tranquil  and 
almost  as  stagnant  as  a  millpond.  A  singular  kind  of  rebellion  is 
going  forward.  Annies  marching  and  counter-marching  about  the 
country;  city  after  city  declaring  itself  in  a  state  of  insurrection,  but 
as  yet  no  lighting.  An  insurgent  army,  under  General  Espiroz, 
has  been  hovering  about  Madrid  for  several  days;  another  (under 
General  Narvaez)  is  marching  from  a  different  direction  to  co- 
operate with  it ;  and  government  troops,  under  Generals  Soane  and 
Zurbauo,  arc  pushing  in  from  a  distance,  to  aid  in  the  defence  of  the 
place.  In  the  mean  time,  the  city  is  declared  in  a  state  of  siege,  and 
placed  under  martial  law ;  the  gates  are  closed  and  guarded,  and  we 
arc  tluis  shut  up  within  the  walls.  The  day  before  yesterday  I  was 
sitting  iii  my  room  writing,  when  I  was  attracted  to  the  window  by 
an  uncommon  bustle  and  confusion  of  voices  in  the  street.  I  looked 
out,  and  saw  men,  women,  and  children  scampering  in  every  direc- 
tion ;  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  there  was  the  same  hurry-scurry 
movement  hither  and  thither.  I  summoned  LorenzOj  and  asked  the 
reason.  He  told  me  there  was  "  a  revolution !"  It  appears  the 
"  General,"  or  alarm,  had  been  sounded,  which  is  only  done  at  mo- 
ments of  imminent  peril,  summoning  every  one  to  his  post.  The 
word  was  circulated  that  the  enemy  (an  advanced  guard  of  the  army 
of  General  Espiroz)  were  at  the  Puerta  de  Hierro,  or  Iron  Gate, 
which  crosses  the  main  road  about  half  a  league  from  the  city  gate. 
In  a  little  while  the  national  guards,  or  militia,  were  issuing  from 
every  side  and  corner,  hastily  equipped,  and  hurrying  to  their  posts  ; 
women  were  gathering  their  children  home,  like  hens  gathering  their 
chickens  under  their  wings  on  the  sight  of  a  hawk.  Before  long, 
there  were  eighteen  thousand  men  under  arms  within  the  city ;  all  the 
gates  were  strongly  guarded ;  the  main  squares  were  full  of  troops, 
with  cannon  planted  at  the  entrances  of  the  streets  opening  into 
them.  The  shops  were  all  shut  up,  and  the  streets,  in  general,  de- 
serted and  silent,  all  those  not  on  duty  keeping  as  much  as  possible 
within  doors.  At  night  the  whole  city  was  illuminated,  as  is  gene- 
rally the  case  when  any  popular  movement  is  apprehended,  so  that  an 
enemy  may  not  have  darkness  to  favour  his  designs. 

I  was  advised  not  to  stir  out,  as  one  may  get  involved  in  tumults 
at  such  times.  I  kept  at  home  all  day,  but  in  the  evening  I  could 
not  resist  the  desire  to  see  something  of  a  city  in  a  state  of  siege,  and 
under  an  alarm.  I  accordingly  sallied  forth  in  my  carriage,  and  drove 
to  the  Prado.  Instead  of  being  crowded  by  the  fashionable  world,  it 
was  full  of  troops,  there  having  been  a  review  of  the  national  guards. 
I  alighted,  aud  walked  among  them.  They  seemed  all  to  be  in  high 
spirits.  There  were  but  two  carriages  besides  my  own  on  the  drive, 
usually  so  crowded.  I  drove  from  gate  to  gate  of  this  end  of  the  city, 
all  closed  and  guarded.  As  the  night  advanced,  I  drove  through  most 
of  the  principal  streets.  The  houses  were  illuminated  from  top  to 
bottom.  Few  people  were  walking  in  the  streets;  but  groups  were 
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gathered  about  every  door.  Troops  were  patrolling  in  every  direction, 
and  in  the  main  squares,  which  formed  military  posts,  both  officers 
and  men  were  bivouacking  on  the  pavements.  The  appearance  of  a 
solitary  carriage  rumbling  through  the  streets  attracted  universal 
attention,  but  no  one  offered  to  molest  me.  I  drove  to  Madame 
Albuquerque's,  took  tea  there,  and  returned  home  about  eleven 
o'clock.  I  never  saw  Madrid  under  more  striking  and  picturesque 
circumstances. 

Yesterday  was  comparatively  tranquil,  but  this  morning  the 
"  General,"  or  alarm,  has  been  given  at  six  o'clock.  The  enemy 
has  approached  a  different  gate  of  the  city,  and  there  is  news  that 
General  Narvaez  and  his  troops  are  at  Guadalajara,  a  few  leagues 
distant.  The  city  is  again  under  arms.  I  presume  the  shops  are 
shut  up,  but  I  have  not  as  yet  been  out  of  the  house.  The  greatest 
evil  I  have  as  yet  experienced,  is  the  cutting  off  the  supply  of  butter 
and  cow's  milk  for  my  breakfast,  both  coming  from  the  royal  dairy 
beyond  the  Puerto  de  Hierro,  or  Iron  Gate. 

As  the  government  has  prohibited  the  circulation  of  the  opposition 
papers  by  the  mail,  they  have  all  ceased  to  publish  ;  the  government 
papers  themselves  are  very  scanty  of  intelligence,  so  that  we  are  left 
in  a  state  of  ignorance  of  passing  events,  and  are  at  the  mercy  of 
rumour,  which  fabricates  all  kinds  of  stories  of  plots,  conspiracies  to 
carry  off  the  Queen,  to  blow  up  the  powder  magazines,  &c.  &c.  &c. 

Contradictory  reports  prevail  also  with  respect  to  the  Regent,  who, 
by  last  accounts,  was  in  La  Mancha.  Some  say  he  is  on  his  march 
back  to  Madrid,  others  that  he  is  going  to  Cordova,  others  to  Granada, 
to  quell  the  insurrection  in  Andalusia.  Some  say  his  troops  are  in  a 
high  state  of  enthusiasm,  others  that  they  are  deserting  him.  Every 
report  has  its  counter  report,  so  that  one  is  reduced  to  mere  con- 
jecture. 

I  had  looked  forward  to  such  a  state  of  things,  and  I  look  forward 
to  one  still  worse,  when  the  hostile  parties  come  to  blows.  There 
may  also  be  perplexing  questions  for  diplomatists,  should  the  invading 
armies  get  possession  of  the  capital,  and  of  the  person  of  the  young 
Queen.  The  question  may  then  arise,  "  Where  is  the  actual  govern- 
ment ?"  and  which  party  is  to  be  considered  legitimate  ?  You  will 
now  understand  why,  at  such  a  crisis,  a  diplomatic  agent  should  not 
be  absent  from  his  post. 

We  have  no  regular  troops  in  the  city,  but  a  large  force  of  national 
guards,  and  of  the  national  militia  from  the  neighbouring  villages. 
Some  feel  great  confidence  in  their  maintaining  the  safety  of  the  city ; 
others  doubt  their  being  willing  to  fight,  seeing  that  the  invaders 
are  their  countrymen.  My  idea  is,  that  if  Soane  and  Zurbano  arrive 
in  the  neighbourhood  with  the  force  they  are  said  to  have,  the 
invaders  will  have  to  retreat,  or  to  make  battle.  Should  no  such 
succour  arrive,  I  should  not  be  surprised  if,  after  a  few  days,  the 
city  should  make  terms,  acknowledge  the  insurgent  authority,  and 
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that  a  temporary  government  should  suddenly  be  organised  here — 
how  long  to  last,  it  would  be  useless  even  to  conjecture. 

I  am  scrawling  this  hastily,  to  be  sent  off  by  the  French  courier. 
I  doubt  letters  going  safely  at  present  by  the  mail,  as  the  insurgent 
cities  through  which  it  passes  are  eager  to  get  at  news  from  the 
capital.  As  I  Ixave  no  time  to  write  to  your  mother,  send  her  this 
letter,  when  you  have  done  with  it.  It  will  help  to  keep  up  the 
thread  of  Spanish  affairs  I  have  given  her. 

I  miss  much  the  delightful  companionship  of  Hamilton,  whom  I 
learned  to  prize  more  and  more,  the  more  I  have  known  him. 
But  I  trust  he  will  be  here  again  before  long,  with  renovated  health 
and  happy  spirits.  I  am  much  cheered  by  the  society  of  Mr.  George 
Sumner,  who  dines  with  me  almost  every  day,  and  is  very  intelligent 
and  conversable. 

My  health  is  daily  improving,  and  I  am  gradually  getting  freed 
from  the  malady  which  has  so  long  clung  to  me.  The  weather  con- 
tinues generally  cool  for  the  season,  and  I  find  my  large  saloons  very 
pleasant  and  airy  for  summer. 

Let  me  hear  of  your  plans  and  your  whereabouts ;  I  can  make  none 
for  myself  at  present,  as  you  must  perceive.  Give  my  kind  regards 
to  Miss  Ledyard,  and  the  young  Ledyards. 

\Vith  affectionate  remembrances  to  your  husband,  and  kisses  to 
Kate, 

Your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IBVING. 

To  MRS.  STORROW,  Paris. 

Madrid,  July  13,  1843. 

MY  DEAR  SARAII, — I  have  just  learned  that  a  French  courier  is 
about  to  set  off  from  the  French  embassy,  and  I  hasten  to  scrawl  you 
a  line  by  it,  as  letters  by  the  mail  are  apt,  at  the  present  moment,  to 
be  intercepted,  and  you  may  be  anxious  to  hear  from  me  during  these 
warlike  times.  I  wrote  to  you  about  four  days  since,  giving  you 
some  account  of  the  critical  state  of  affairs  in  this  city.  Since  that 
time,  we  have  been  in  a  state  of  siege ;  the  enemy  at  the  gates ;  the 
whole  body  of  national  guards,  &c.,  under  arms ;  the  main  streets 
barricaded ;  every  house  illuminated  at  night ;  the  streets  swarming 
wit  h  military  men  ;  the  shops  shut ;  the  publication  of  the  newspapers 
suspended,  and  the  public  ear  abused  with  all  kinds  of  lying  rumours. 
There  has  been  brisk  firing  of  musketry  about  some  of  the  gates,  and 
an  occasional  report  of  a  cannon ;  but  the  besiegers  calculated  upon 
disaffection  and  treachery  within  the  walls ;  upon  a  prouunciamento 
in  favour  of  the  insurrectional  government,  ana  upon  the  gates  being 
thrown  open  to  them.  They  therefore  came  without  artillery.  Thus 
far  they  have  been  disappointed.  The  national  guards  have  remained 
firm  and  true,  and  have  kept  up  a  brisk  fire  whenever  the  enemy 
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made  any  demonstrations.  One  of  my  windows  commands  a  view  of 
one  of  the  city  gates  and  its  vicinity,  and  1  could  hear  every  dis- 
charge, and,  at  night,  could  see  the  flash  of  the  guns.  It  has  been 
extremely  interesting  to  me,  and,  fortunately,  I  have  so  far  recovered 
from  the  lingering  of  my  malady,  that  I  could  go  all  about  on  foot, 
and  witness  some  of  the  striking  scenes  presented  by  a  city  in  a  state 
of  siege,  and  hourly  in  apprehension  of  being  taken  by  assault. 
Troops  were  stationed  in  the  houses  along  the  main  streets,  to  fire 
upon  the  enemy  from  the  windows  and  balconies,  should  they  effect 
an  entrance ;  and  it  was  resolved  to  dispute  the  ground  street  by 
street,  and  to  make  the  last  stand  in  the  royal  palace,  where  were  the 
Queen  and  her  sister,  and  where  the  Duchess  of  Victoria,  wife  of  the 
Regent,  had  taken  refuge,  her  own  palace  being  in  one  of  the  most 
exposed  parts  of  the  city. 

Apprehending  that  the  lives  of  the  Queen  and  her  sister  might  be 
exposed  to  extreme  hazard,  as  much  in  the  defence  as  in  the  attack, 
the  diplomatic  corps  addressed  a  note  to  the  government,  urging  the 
most  scrupulous  attention  to  the  safety  of  these  helpless  little  beings, 
and  offering  to  repair  in  a  body  to  the  palace,  and  remain  there  during 
the  time  of  peril.  Our  offer  has  been  declined,  the  ministry  thinking 
the  safety  of  the  Queen  and  her  sister  sufficiently  secured  by  the  de- 
votion of  the  inhabitants  of  Madrid,  &c. 

Last  evening  it  was  confidently  reported  that  there  -would  be  a 
grand  attack  at  various  points  in  the  course  of  the  night,  and  many 
•were  in  a  great  state  of  alarm.  I  had  returned  home  at  a  late  hour, 
and  had  just  got  into  bed,  when  I  found  a  note  lying  on  the  table 
beside  my  bed,  which  proved  to  be  from  Mrs.  Weismuller,  the  young 
and  beautiful  bride  of  Mr.  Weismuller,  a  connexion  and  representa- 
tive of  the  Rothschilds,  who  arrived  here  recently  from  England,  and 
whose  residence  was  in  the  main  street  leading  from  the  gate  that 
would  be  attacked.  She  requested  permission  to  take  refuge  in  my 
house.  It  was  already  twelve  o'clock,  but  I  hastily  dressed  myself 
again,  and  repaired  to  the  residence  of  Mr.  Weismuller,  escorted  by 
Lorenzo.  Groups  of  soldiers,  with  sentinels,  were  stationed  at  every 
corner.  I  found  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Weismuller  in  much  anxiety,  he 
having  received  what  he  considered  certain  intelligence  that  the 
attack  would  take  place  about  four  o'clock  in  the  morning.  I  offered 
every  accommodation  my  house  would  afford,  and,  after  much  deli- 
beration, it  was  determined  that,  on  the  first  alarm  of  the  attack, 
they  should  repair  to  my  residence.  This  being  settled,  I  returned 
home,  but  did  not  get  asleep  until  between  one  and  two  o'clock. 
This  morning  I  awoke  about  four.  There  was  the  sound  of  a  drum 
in  the  street,  and  the  report  of  two  or  three  distant  shots.  I  thought 
the  attack  was  about  to  commence,  and  prepared  to  rise ;  but  all  re- 
mained quiet,  and  there  was  no  further  alarm.  It  appeared  that, 
instead  of  attacking,  the  enemy  had  drawn  off  in  the  night.  They 
had  heard  of  the  approach  of  the  forces  under  Generals  Soane  and 
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Zurbano  in  one  direction,  and  of  a  smaller  force  (about  three  thou- 
sand men)  under  Generals  Iriarte  and  Emu  in  another  direction. 
General  Narvaez,  therefore,  has  marched  to  encounter  Soane  and 
Zurbano,  and  General  Espiroz  to  encounter  Iriarte  and  Enna.  Should 
they  vanquish  them,  they  will  return  upon  Madrid,  which,  in  such 
case,  will  probably  capitulate.  Should  Soane  and  the  others  be  suc- 
cessful, the  Regent's  government  will  be  strengthened  in  Madrid ; 
should  they  fail,  his  government  will  be  overthrown.  However  this 
present  contest  may  end,  I  look  upon  it  as  but  the  commencement  of 
another  series  of  conflicts  and  struggles  for  rule  that  will  desolate 
unhappy  Spain.  Espartero  has  been  the  only  man  that  has  presented, 
for  many  years,  calculated  to  be  a  kind  of  keystone  to  the  arch ;  but 
Ids  popularity  has  been  undermined,  and,  whether  he  be  displaced  or 
not,  I  fear  he  will  no  longer  have  power  and  influence  sufficient  to 
prevent  the  whole  ediQce  falling  to  ruin  and  confusion. 

I  scrawl  this  in  great  haste,  and  have  no  time  to  write  to  any  of 
the  family ;  you  must  forward  it,  therefore,  to  your  mother,  that  it 
may  let  all  at  home  know  that  I  am  safe,  and  mean  to  continue  so, 
whatever  storms  may  prevail  around  me.  I  have  just  received  a 
letter  from  Hamilton,  dated  from  the  Pyrenees.  He  will  be  much 
grieved  at  being  absent  from  Madrid  in  these  stirring  and  eventful 
times. 

My  health  is  continually  improving,  and  I  think  the  excitement  of 
the  last  two  or  three  days  has  been  of  great  service  to  me.  Yesterday 
I  was  on  my  feet  from  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning  until  twelve  or  one 
at  night,  and,  though  much  fatigued,  feel  all  the  better  for  it. 


CHAPTEE  LXIX. 

Letter  to  Mrs.  Paris — Incorrect  Accounts  of  the  Interposition  of  the  Corps 
Diplomatique — His  Version — Espartero  driven  out — Impatience  to  de- 
rlare  the  Queen  of  Age — Scenes  and  Ceremonials  in  the  Royal  Palace — 
Visits  the  Duchess  of  Victoria  (the  Regent's  Wife)  in  her  Reverse  of 
Fortune. 

SOME  of  the  letters  of  the  foregoing  chapter  gave  a  glimpse 
or  two  of  the  sceiies  of  warfare  and  confusion  of  which  Mr. 
Irving  was  a  witness,  while  alone  in  the  legation,  with  the 
city  in  a  state  of  siege,  and  in  hourly  expectation  of  a  gene- 
ral assault.  He  had,  as  we  have  seen,  recovered  sufficiently 
from  his  tantalising  malady  to  be  able  to  go  about  on  foot, 
and  felt  so  extremely  interested  and  excited  during  the  crisis, 
that  he  could  not  keep  in  the  house  day  or  night.  "  I  sallied 
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out  with  as  much  eagerness,"  be  writes,  "  as,  when  a  boy,  I 
used  to  break  bounds,  and  sally  forth  at  midnight  to  see  a 
fire."  What  added,  no  doubt,  to  his  excitement,  was  that 
his  residence  was  not  far  from  the  gate  of  Alcala,  about 
which  most  of  the  skirmishing  took  place.  He  states  that 
he  could  see  the  flash  of  fire-arms  from  his  window,  and  was 
often  roused  from  sleep  by  the  report  of  them  in  the  night. 
The  consequence  of  this  exposure  and  fatigue  to  one  who 
had  hardly  yet  regained  the  use  of  his  legs,  was  a  relapse. 

We  have  seen,  in  a  former  letter,  that  when  preparations 
were  made  for  a  last  stand  at  the  palace,  in  case  the  city 
should  be  carried  by  assault,  he  had  joined  with  the  rest  of 
the  diplomatic  corps  in  an  offer  to  repair  thither,  and  be 
near  the  Queen  in  the  hour  of  danger.  In  the  following 
letter,  written  after  the  event  of  the  siege  and  the  catastrophe 
of  Espartero's  regency,  who  had  been  driven  from  the  coun- 
try by  a  successful  insurrection,  he  enters  into  some  parti- 
culars of  his  agency  in  proposing  the  diplomatic  interven- 
tion, and  the  motives  which  prompted  the  offer.  The  letter 
is  to  Mrs.  Paris,  is  dated  August  10th,  and,  besides  the 
theme  to  which  I  have  referred,  contains  other  interesting 
and  striking  details  of  the  royal  drama  of  which  he  was  a 
spectator : 

*  *  *  I  see  the  French  and  English  papers  have  publisaed  incor- 
rect accounts  of  an  interposition  of  the  corps  diplomatique  in  relation 
to  the  safety  of  the  little  Queen  and  her  sister,  in  case  of  the  city 
being  carried  by  storm.  1  am  represented,  by  some,  as  having  pre- 
pared a  note  under  the  direction  of  the  French  charge  d'affaires,  by 
others  as  having  prepared  it  in  concert  witli  the  British  minister. 
The  fact  is,  I  prepared  one  according  to  my  own  conception  of  what 
would  be  likely  to  meet  with  the  concurrence  of  both  parties,  whose 
disagreement  was  likely  to  defeat  the  whole  measure.  The  interven- 
tion was  in  consequence  of  preparations  being  made  to  convert  the 
royal  palace  into  a  citadel,  where,  in  case  the  city  were  carried  by 
assault,  the  last  desperate  stand  was  to  be  made ;  and  in  consequence 
of  a  declaration  of  that  faufaron  Mendizabal,  who  had  the  control  of 
affairs,  that,  if  pushed  to  the  utmost,  he  would  sally  forth  with  the 
Queen  and  her  sister  in  each  hand,  put  himself  in  the  midst  of  the 
troops,  and  fight  his  way  out  of  the  city.  T  looked  upon  this  as 
empty  swaggering,  but  I  knew  not  how  far  the  defence  might  be 
pushed,  or  to  what  dangers  the  poor  little  Queen  and  her  sister  might 
be  exposed  by  those  who  might  seek  to  screen  themselves  behind  the 
fancied  sanctity  of  their  persons. 
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I  entered,  therefore,  into  the  remonstrance  of  the  diplomatic  corps 
solely  on  account  of  the  royal  children,  i  was  for  protesting  against 
any  EXTREME,  either  of  allude  nr  r/'-fcace,  which  might  put  their  per- 
sons in  imminent  jeopardy,  knowing  that  the  protest  of  the  diplo- 
matic corps  would  be  promulgated,  and  would  reach  the  besieging 
army,  with  the  leaders  of  which  the  objections  of  a  part  of  the  diplo- 
matic corps  would  have  influence  ;  while  that  of  another  part  would 
have  an  effect  upon  the  leaders  of  the  defence.  I  had,  however,  as  I 
before  observed,  to  modify  the  whole  note,  as  the  British  minister 
would  only  protest  against  the  attack,  while  the  rest  of  the  diplo- 
matic corps  objected  to  omitting  the  word  fafence.  I  suggested  the 
idea  of  offering  to  repair  to  the  palace,  and  be  near  the  Queen  in  any 
moment  of  danger ;  which  was  adopted,  and  incorporated  in  the 
note.  Our  offer  was  declined.  Fortunately,  events  obviated  the 
necessity  of  the  measure.  My  only  view  in  joining  in  the  measure, 
as  I  before  observed,  was,  as  far  as  our  interference  could  have 
effect,  to  prevent  the  poor  little  Queen  and  her  sister  from  being  per- 
sonally exposed  to  the  dangers  of  any  ruffian  contest  between  warring 
and  desperate  factions.  I  am  happy  to  say,  the  storm  has  passed 
away,  and  they  are  at  present  safe. 

The  day  before  yesterday  we  had  one  of  those  transitions  of  scene 
and  circumstance  to  which  the  melodramatic  politics  of  this  country 
are  subject.  Poor  Espartero,  as  you  will  learn  from  the  public  papers, 
has  been  completely  cast  down,  and  driven  out  of  the  country.  Not- 
withstanding all  the  obloquy  heaped  upon  his  name  by  those  who 
have  effected  his  downfal,  I  still  believe  him  to  have  been  loyal  in  his 
intentions  toward  the  crown  and  the  constitution ;  but  of  this,  no 
more  for  the  present.  Those  who  were  lately  insurgents,  now  pos- 
9C6I  the  power ;  have  formed  themselves  into  a  provisional  govern- 
ment, occupy  the  capital,  and  carry  on  the  affairs  of  the  country  iu 
the  accustomed  manner,  at  the  public  offices.  Their  great  object 
now  is  to  declare  the  Queen  of  age  as  soon  as  possible,  so  that  there 
will  be  no  need  of  a  regency,  and  that  they  will  be  able  to  act  imme- 
diately in  her  name  and  by  her  authority.  Some  were  of  opinion 
that  the  government  (or  cabinet  of  ministers)  ought  to  declare  tier  so 
instantly,  as,  authorised  by  the  wish  of  the  nation,  expressed  in  the 
various  jiinlux  and  fNWMMOMNMNfal ;  but  others  objected  that  this 
would  be  unconstitutional ;  the  Cortes  only  could,  by  its  vote,  abbre- 
viate the  minority  of  the  Queen,  and  declare  her  of  age  to  govern, 
and  before  the  Cortes  only  could  she  take  the  necessary  oaths  oil 
assuming  the  reins  of  government.  It  was  determined,  therefore,  to 
defer  the  measure  until  the  meeting  of  the  Curies,  in  October  next, 
but,  in  tin;  mean  time,  to  have  a  grand  ceremonial  in  presence  of  all 
the  dignitaries  of  the  kingdom  and  the  diplomatic  corps,  whenever 
the  measure  should  be  ivcnmmcnded  in  an  address  to  the  Queen,  and 
concurred  in  by  her,  and  thus  a  solemn  plalgi.;  given  to  the  nation, 
that,  the  Cortes  concurring,  the  minority  would  cense,  and  the  Queen 
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begin  to  reign  in  her  own  person  in  October.  Accordingly,  the  day 
before  yesterday,  at  five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  I  was  present  at 
another  imposing  scene  at  that  theatre  of  political  events,  the  royal 
palace.  I  have  given  you  two  or  three  rather  gloomy  scenes  there 
already,  connected  with  the  story  of  the  little  Queen.  I  will  now 
give  you  one  of  a  different  character.  As  the  recent  change  of 
affairs  has  been  one  in  which  the  moderados,  or  aristocracy,  have 
taken  great  part,  a  complete  change  has  taken  place  in  the  affairs  of 
the  palace.  Arguelles,  Madame  Mina,  and  all  the  official  characters 
elevated  into  place  about  the  royal  person  by  former  revolutions,  are 
now  superseded,  and  the  old  nobility,  who  stood  aloof  and  refused  to 
mingle  at  court  with  people  who  had  risen  from  the  ranks,  now  sur- 
round the  throne,  and  throng  the  saloons  of  the  palace.  As  my  car- 
riage drew  up  at  the  foot  of  the  vast  and  magnificent  staircase,  I  ob- 
served hosts  of  old  aristocratic  courtiers,  in  their  court  dresses, 
thronging  the  marble-steps,  like  the  angels  on  Jacob's  ladder — ex- 
cepting that  they  were  all  ascending,  none  descending.  I  followed 
them  up  to  this  higher  heaven  of  royalty.  I  paused  for  a  moment  at 
the  great  portal  opening  into  the  royal  apartments.  The  marble 
casings  still  bear  marks  of  the  shattering  musket-bails,  and  the  fold- 
ing-doors are  still  riddled  like  a  sieve — mementos  of  that  fearful 
night  when  this  sacred  abode  of  royalty  and  innocence  was  made  the 
scene  of  desperate  violence.  Now,  all  was  changed ;  the  doors, 
thrown  open,  gave  access  to  an  immense  and  lofty  antisala,  where  we 
passed  through  lines  of  halberdiers  and  court  servants,  all  in  new  and 
bright  array.  All  the  ante-rooms  were  swarming  with  courtiers, 
military  and  civic  officers  and  clergy,  in  their  different  costumes. 
The  magnificent  hall  of  the  ambassadors,  which,  at  our  last  audience 
of  the  little  Queen,  was  almost  empty  and  silent,  was  now  absolutely 
crowded.  I  have  already  mentioned  this  hall  to  you.  It  is  of  great 
size,  very  lofty,  the  ceilings  painted  with  representations  of  the 
various  climes  and  realms  of  Spain  in  her  palmy  days,  when  the  sun 
never  set  on  her  dominions.  The  walls  are  hung  with  crimson  velvet, 
relieved  with  rich  gildiug.  The  chandeliers  are  of  crystal.  All  the 
furniture  is  sumptuous.  On  one  side  of  the  saloon,  just  opposite  the 
centre  windows,  is  the  throne,  on  a  raised  dais,  and  under  a  superb 
canopy  of  velvet.  In  this  saloon,  as  I  observed,  were  congregated 
an  immense  throng:  old  and  new  courtiers,  many  of  the  ancient 
nobility,  who  had  kept  out  of  sight  during  the  domination  of  Espar- 
tero,  but  who  now  crept  forth  to  hail  the  dawn  of  what  they  consi- 
der better  days.  Here,  too,  were  many  of  the  generals  and  officers 
who  had  figured  in  the  recent  insurrection,  or  who  had  hastened 
back  from  exile  to  come  in  for  a  share  of  power.  Here  was  Narvaez, 
who  lately  held  Madrid  in  siege ;  here  was  Espiroz,  his  confederate 
in  arms  ;  here  was  O'Donnell,  the  hero  of  the  insurrection  of  1840, 
connected  with  the  night  attack  on  the  palace.  In  short,  it  was  a 
complete  resurrection  and  reunion  of  courtiers  and  military  partisans, 
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suddenly  brought  together  by  a  political  coup  de  theatre.  For  a 
while,  all  was  buzz  and  hum,  like  a  beehive  in  swarming  time,  when, 
suddenly,  a  voice  from  the  lower  end  of  the  saloon  proclaimed,  La 
rt'i/iii  !  'in  i-riiid  !  (The  Queen !  the  Queen !)  In  an  instant  all  was 
hushed.  A  lane  was  opened  through  the  crowd,  and  the  little  Queen 
advanced,  led  by  the  venerable  General  Castanos,  Duke  de  Bailen, 
ulio  had  succeeded  Arguelles  as  tutor  and  guardian.  Her  train  was 
borne  by  the  Marchioness  of  Valverde,  a  splendid-looking  woman, 
one  of  the  highest  nobility  ;  next  followed  her  little  sister,  her  train 
borne  by  the  Duchess  of  Medina  Celi,  likewise  one  of  the  grandees  ; 
several  other  ladies  of  the  highest  rank  were  in  attendance.  The 
Queen  was  handed  up  to  the  throne  by  the  Duke  of  Bailen,  who 
took  his  stand  beside  her ;  the  Duchess  of  Valverde  arranged  the 
royal  train  over  the  back  of  the  chair  of  state  which  forms  the 
throne,  so  that  it  spread  behind  the  little  Queen  something  like  the 
tail  of  a  peacock.  The  little  Princess  took  her  seat  in  a  chair  of 
state  on  the  floor,  a  little  to  the  left  of  the  throne  ;  the  Duchess  of 
Medina  Celi  behind  her,  and  the  other  noble  ladies-in-waiting  ranged 
along  to  her  left,  all  glittering  in  jewels  and  diamonds.  A  little  fur- 
ther off,  likewise  in  a  chair  of  state,  was  Don  Francisco,  the  Queen's 
uncle,  and  beside  him  stood  his  son,  the  Duke  of  Cadiz,  who  is  one 
of  the  candidates  for  the  hand  of  her  little  majesty.  I  had  now  a 
good  opportunity  of  seeing  this  youth.  He  was  in  a  hussar's  uniform, 
and  a  much  better-looking  strippling  than  I  had  been  led  to  suppose 
him.  As  I  know  I  am  now  on  a  diplomatic  theme  that  will  be  pecu- 
liarly interesting  to  you — good  republican  as  you  are — I  wish  I  could 
detail  to  you,  learnedly,  the  dresses  of  the  little  Queen  and  her  sister, 
which,  as  usual,  were  alike.  I  know  the  body  and  skirt  were  of 
beautiful  brocade,  richly  fringed  with  gold ;  there  was  abundance  of 
superb  lace  ;  the  trains  were  of  deep-green  velvet ;  the  Queen  wore 
a  kind  of  light  crown  of  diamonds,  in  which  alone  she  ditfered  from 
the  Princess.  They  both  had  diamond  pendants  and  necklaces,  and 
diamond  ornaments  in  their  side  locks. 

The  lit, tie  Queen  looked  well.  She  is  quite  plump,  and  has  grown 
much.  She  acquitted  herself  with  wonderful  self-possession,  con- 
sidering that  she  was  thus  elevated  individually  in  the  midst  of  such 
an  immense  and  gorgeous  assemblage,  and  the  object  of  every  eye. 
Her  manner  was  dignified  and  graceful.  Her  little  sister,  however, 
is  far  her  superior,  both  in  looks  and  carriage.  She  has  beautiful 
eyes,  an  intelligent  countenance,  a  sweet  smile,  and  promises  to  be 
absolutely  fascinating.  Her  looks  and  her  winning  manners  she  is 
said  to  inherit  from  her  mother.  She  seemed  to  be  in  fine  spirits ; 
indeed,  both  of  the  sisters  appeared  to  enjoy  the  scene.  It  was  the 
first  time  that  the  little  Queen  had  been  surrounded  by  the  aristocra- 
tical  splendours  of  a  court. 

When  the  Queen  had  taken  her  seat,  the  cabinet  ministers  took 
their  stand  before  the  throne,  and  one  of  them  read  an  address  to  her, 
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stating  the  circumstances  that  made  it  expedient  she  should  be  de- 
clared of  age  by  the  next  Cortes,  aud  should  then  take  the  oaths  of 
office.  As  the  little  Queen  held  her  reply,  ready  cat  and  dry,  in  a 
paper  in  her  hand,  she  paid  but  little  attention  to  the  speech,  but  kept 
glancing  her  eyes  here  and  there  about  the  hall,  and  now  and  theu 
toward  her  little  sister,  when  a  faint  smile  would  appear  stealing  over 
her  lips,  but  instantly  repressed.  The  speech  ended,  she  opened  the 
paper  in  her  hand,  and  read  the  brief  reply  which  had  been  prepared 
for  her.  A  shout  then  burst  forth  from  the  assemblage,  of  Viva 
la  reina!  (Long  live  the  Queen!)  The  venerable  Duke  of  Bailen, 
taking  the  lead  as  tutor  to  the  Queen,  then  bent  on  one  knee,  and 
kissed  her  hand.  The  Infanta  Don  Francisco  and  his  son  gave  the 
same  token  of  allegiance.  The  same  was  done  by  every  person 
present,  excepting  the  diplomatic  corps.  They  also  knelt  and  kissed 
the  hand  of  the  Princess,  and  some  kissed  the  hand  of  Don  Francisco ; 
but  those  were  his  partisans.  As  the  crowd  was  great,  this  ceremo- 
nial took  up  some  time.  I  observed  that  the  Queen  and  her  sister 
discriminated  greatly  as  to  the  crowd  of  persons  who  paid  this 
homage,  distinguishing  with  smiles,  and  sometimes  with  pleasant 
words,  those  with  whom  they  were  acquainted.  It  was  curious  to 
see  generals  kneeling  and  kissing  the  hand  of  the  sovereign,  who  but 
three  weeks  since  were  in  rebellion  against  her  government,  besieging 
her  capital,  and  menacing  the  royal  abode,  where  they  were  now  doing 
her  homage. 

This  ceremony  over,  the  Queen  and  her  sister  took  their  stand  in  a 
balcony  in  front  of  the  great  hall  of  ambassadors,  under  a  rich  and 
lofty  silken  awning.  The  high  dignitaries  of  her  court  attended  on 
her.  The  ladies  of  the  court  were  in  a  balcony  on  one  side,  and  the 
diplomatic  corps  in  one  on  the  other ;  and  every  window  of  the  royal 
suite  of  apartments  was  thronged  by  persons  in  court  dresses  or 
uniforms.  The  whole  effect,  in  that  magnificent  palace,  was  remark- 
ably brilliant.  A  vast  throng  was  collected  in  the  great  square  before 
the  palace.  In  a  little  while,  martial  music  was  heard,  aud  General 
Narvaez,  with  his  staff,  escorted  by  a  troop  of  horse,  came  advancing 
under  an  archway  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  square.  In  fact,  the 
whole  army  that  had  lately  besieged  the  city  now  came  marching  in 
review  before  the  palace,  shouting  vivas  as  they  passed  beneath  (lie 
royal  balcony.  It  was  really  a  splendid  sight — one  of  those  golden, 
cloudless  evenings  of  this  brilliant  climate,  when  the  sun  was  pouring 
his  richest  effulgence  into  the  vast  square,  around  which  the  troops 
paraded.  Here  were  troops  from  various  parts  of  Spain,  many  of 
them  wayworn  and  travel-stained,  and  all  burnt  by  the  ardent  sun 
under  which  they  had  marched.  The  most  curious  part  of  this  mili- 
tary spectacle  was  the  Catalan  legion — men  who  looked  like  banditti 
rather  than  soldiers — arrayed  in  half-Arab  dress,  with  manias,  like 
horsecloths,  thrown  over  one  shoulder,  red  woollen  caps,  and  hempen 
socks  instead  of  shoes.  They  are,  in  fact,  little  better  than  banditti 
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— a  flcrce,  turbulent  race,  as  are  all  the  Catalans.  I  remained  for  a 
great  part  of  an  hour  witnessing  the  passing  of  thc>:c  insurgent 
legions,  which  were  recently  overrunning  the  country  and  menacing 
the  capital,  but  which,  by  the  sudden  hocns-pocus  of  political  affairs, 
are  transformed  into  loyal  soldiers,  parading  peacefully  before  the 
royal  palace,  and  shouting  vivas  for  the  Queen.  This  is  the  last 
act  1  have  witnessed  of  the  royal  drama,  and  here  I  will  let  fall  the 
curtain. 

After  writing  the  foregoing  to  his  sister,  be  drove  out  to 
pay  visits  of  ceremony  to  some  of  the  persons  who  had  sud- 
denly been  brought  into  official  station  by  the  recent  change 
of  government.  The  visit  detailed  below,  however,  was  not 
one  of  form,  and  had  a  higher  prompting  than  diplomatic 
etiquette.  I  have  heard  him  say  it  provoked  a  courtier's 
scoff'.  When  about  to  bring  his  long  letter  to  an  end,  he 
writes  to  his  sister,  August  llth  : 

Before  I  conclude,  let  me  say  a  word  or  two  about  that  most 
amiable  and  excellent  woman,  the  Duchess  of  Victoria.  I  have 
always  esteemed  and  admired  her,  but  never  so  much  as  since  her 
great  reverse  of  fortune.  During  the  siege,  as  the  palace  of  Buena 
Vista  was  near  the  point  of  attack,  she  took  refuge  in  the  royal 
palace.  Since  the  capitulation  of  the  city,  the  occupation  of  it  by 
the  insurgent  armies,  and  the  formation  of  the  provisional  govern- 
ment, she  retired  to  the  house  of  an  aunt  in  the  centre  of  Madrid. 
Here  1  visited  her,  and  found  her  still  attended  by  sonic  faithful 
friends.  1  found  her  calm,  self-possessed,  and  free  from  all  useless 
repining  or  weak  lamentation.  In  fact,  she  was  in  a  far  better  state 
of  mind  than  when  I  saw  her  at  her  soirees  at  Buena  Vista,  sur- 
rounded by  something  like  a  court,  but  harassed  by  doubts  and  for- 
bodings.  She  said  her  conscience  was  clear ;  she  had  never  been  ex- 
cited by  her  elevation  as  the  wife  of  the  Regent,  and  trusted  her 
conduct  had  always  been  the  same  as  when  wife  of  a  simple  general. 
She  felt  no  humiliation  in  her  dowufal.  She  spoke  of  the  charges 
made  against  her  husband  of  grasping  ambition,  artifice,  love  of 
power — he,  said  she,  whose  habits  were  so  simple,  whose  desires  so 
limited;  who  cared  not  for  state,  and  less  for  money;  whose  great 
pleasure  was  to  be  in  his  garden,  planting  trees  and  cultivating 
flowers.  It  was  a  matter  of  pride  and  consolation  to  her,  she  added, 
that  they  left  the  regency  poorer  than  when  they  entered  it.  I  was 
pleased  to  see  that  she  spoke  without  acrimony  of  those  political 
rivals  who  had  effected  the  downfal  of  her  husband,  but  with  deep 
feeling  of  the  conduct  of  some  who  had  always  professed  devotion  to 
him,  who  had  risen  by  his  friendship,  and  who  had  betrayed  him. 
"This,"  said  she,  "  is  the  severest  blow  of  all,  for  it  destroys  our  con- 
fidence in  human  kind."  I  could  not  but  admire  the  discrimination  of 
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her  conduct  with  respect  to  the  two  great  leaders  of  the  present 
government,  Generals  Narvaez  (commander-in-chief),  and  Serrano 
(the  minister  of  war).  They  both  sent  her  offers  of  escort,  and  of 
any  other  service  and  facility.  "As  to  General  Narvaez,"  said  she, 
"  he  has  always  been  the  avowed  enemy  of  my  husband,  but  an  open 
and  frank  one ;  he  practised  nothing  but  what  he  professed ;  I  accept 
his  offers  with  gratitude  and  thanks.  As  to  Serrano,  he  professed  to 
be  my  husband's  friend ;  he  rose  by  his  friendship  and  favours,  and 
he  proved  faithless  to  him ;  I  will  accept  nothing  at  his  hands,  and 
begins  name  may  not  again  be  mentioned  to  me." 

The  Duchess  has  set  off  for  England  by  the  way  of  France,  and  an 
escort  was  furnished  her  by  Narvaez  to  protect  her  on  her  journey 
through  Spain.  I  have  no  doubt  she  will  be  well  received  in  England, 
and  will  feel  a  tranquillity  of  mind  there  to  which  she  has  long  been 
a  stranger.  "  Oh !"  said  she,  drawing  a  long  breath,  "  how  glad  I 
shall  be  to  find  myself  once  more  at  complete  liberty,  where  I  can 
breathe  a  freer  air,  and  be  out  of  this  atmosphere  of  politics,  trouble, 
and  anxiety." 


CHAPTEE  LXX. 

Leaves  Madrid  for  Change  of  Air — Excursion  to  Versailles  and  Paris — 
Grisi  in  Norma — Bordeaux — Letter  to  Henry  Brevoort — Regrets  about 
the  Interruption  of  his  Literary  Plans — Allusion  to  the  Diplomatic  In- 
tervention for  the  Safety  of  the  Queen — Meeting  with  Rogers — Return 
to  Madrid — Letter  to  Mrs.  Paris — The  young  Queen's  Accession  to  the 
Throne — Madame  Calderon — Passages  from  a  Letter  to  Mrs.  Grinnell. 

BEING  strongly  urged  by  his  physician  to  try  the  effects 
of  travel  and  a  change  of  air  for  the  inflammation  in  his 
ankles,  which  had  now  harassed  him,  more  or  less,  for  seven 
months  past,  confining  him  for  a  great  part  of  the  time  to  the 
house,  and  sometimes  to  his  bed,  Mr.  Irving  left  Madrid  on 
the  7th  of  September,  to  make  an  excursion  into  France, 
leaving  the  legation  in  the  hands  of  the  secretary,  Mr. 
Hamilton.  He  was  accompanied  by  his  faithful  servant, 
Lorenzo,  and  from  Bordeaux,  where  he  stopped  to  pass  a 
few  days  among  his  friends,  the  Guestiers  and  Johnsons, 
writes  to  his  niece,  Mrs.  Storrow,  then  quartered  at  Yer- 
sailles  : 

I  hope  you  will  retain  your  apartments  at  Versailles.  I  would 
vastly  prefer  visiting  you  there,  than  at  Paris. 

I  must  tell  you  that  I  have  thus  far  enjoyed  iny  journey  extremely. 
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I  do  not  kuow  when  scenery  had  a  more  vivifying  effect  on  my  feel- 
ings than  in  passing  from  the  dreary,  parched  wastes  of  the  Castiles, 
to  the  green  mountains  and  valleys  of  the  Basque  provinces.  The 
nights  were  superb,  a  full  moon  lighting  np  splendid  mountain  scenery ; 
the  air  bland  and  fresh  and  balmy,  instead  of  the  parching  airs  of 
Madrid.  The  first  sight  of  the  sea,  too,  and  the  inhaling  of  the  sea 
breeze,  brought  a  home  feeling  that  was  quite  reviving.  You  cannot 
imagine  how  beautiful  France  looks  to  me,  with  her  orchards  and 
vineyards  and  groves  and  green  meadows,  after  naked,  sterile  Spain. 
I  feel  confident  I  shall  return  from  this  excursion  with  a  stock  of 
health  and  good  spirits  to  carry  me  through  the  winter. 

He  left  Bordeaux  on  Wednesday,  the  13th,  and,  travelling 
day  and  night,  arrived  at  Versailles  at  three  o'clock  on  Fri- 
day (15th).  "  I  need  not  tell  you,"  he  writes  to  the  mother 
the  day  after  his  arrival,  "  what  a  joyful  meeting  it  has  been 
to  Sarah  and  myself.  I  am  sure  this  visit  will  effect  my 
perfect  restoration.  *  *  *  After  so  long  a  separation  from 
kith  and  kin,  and  so  much  time  passed  in  loneliness  and  sick- 
ness, it  is  a  heartfelt  satisfaction  to  be  with  one  kindred  in 
heart  as  well  as  blood." 

Mr.  Irving  remained  at  Versailles  nearly  two  weeks  with- 
out coming  to  Paris,  and,  indeed,  without  leaving  the  house, 
excepting  in  a  carriage  to  take  the  air,  the  journey  from 
Madrid  having  brought  on  a  temporary  irritation  of  the 
lingering  symptoms  of  his  malady. 

We  came  to  Paris  the  day  before  yesterday  (he  writes  to  his 
brother,  September  30th),  but  I  have  not  yet  been  out  of  the  house. 
I  am  gradually,  however,  getting  over  this  transient  access  of  my  com- 
plaint, and  hope  in  a  fe\v  days  to  be  again  able  to  go  about  on  foot. 
I  intend  consulting  the  ablest  physician  on  the  subject.  I  am  anxious 
to  get  well,  so  as  to  be  able  to  return  to  Madrid  before  the  cold 
weather  sets  in.  I  do  not  like  to  be  away  from  my  post  in  these 
critical  times.  *  *  *  I  have  full  confidence  in  the  ability  of  Alexander 
Hamilton  to  carry  on  the  ordinary  business  of  the  legation,  but  ques- 
tions may  arise,  and  claims  to  sovereignty  between  warring  parties  in 
these  revolutionary  times,  in  respect  to  which  I  wish  to  take  upon 
myself  the  responsibility  of  deciding. 

Thirteen  days  later,  he  writes  to  his  sister  (October 
12th) : 

1  have  now  been  two  weeks  in  Paris,  but  am  still  confined  very 
much  to  the  house,  excepting  when  I  go  out  in  a  carriage.  The  least 
exercise  on  foot  produces  an  irritation  of  the  malady  which  still 
lingers  about  my  ankles,  and  thus  retards  my  cure.  I  begin  to  think 
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it  will  yet  take  a  considerable  time  to  conquer  it,  and  that  I  shall  have 
to  return  to  Madrid  before  my  cure  is  completed.  My  general  health, 
however,  is  good,  my  appetite  excellent,  and  I  am  growing  as  stout  a 
gentleman  as  formerly.  My  time  passes  pleasantly  in  the  house, 
having  the  "  babe  "  for  a  playmate,  and  a  delightful  one  she  is,  I  can 
assure  you.  She  is  very  intelligent  for  so  young  a  creature,  and  has  a 
thousand  winning  and  amusing  ways.  We  now  understand  each 
other  perfectly,  and  have  a  great  many  jokes  together.  She  relishes 
my  jokes  greatly,  and  enters  into  the  spirit  of  them  completely,  which 
makes  me  think  she  has  a  great  perception  of  wit  and  humour. 

The  ways  and  whims  of  children  were  to  Mr.  Irving  an 
endless  source  of  amusement.  Kate,  the  little  playmate  here 
alluded  to — "  dear,  darling,  restless  little  Kate,"  as  he  calls 
her  in  one  letter,  "  that  pebble-hearted  little  woman,"  in 
another — was  not  yet  two  years  of  age. 

The  next  day  (October  13th)  he  writes  to  me  from 
Paris  : 

I  am  leading  a  very  quiet  life  in  the  very  centre  of  all  that  is  gay 
and  splendid.  My  obstinate  malady,  which  still  clings  to  me  just 
sufficiently  to  fetter  me,  prevents  my  sallying  forth  excepting  in  a 
carriage,  so  that  I  pass  most  of  the  time  in  the  house.  Last  night, 
•  however,  I  managed  to  visit  the  opera,  and  saw  Grisi  in  Norma. 
She  is  one  of  the  finest  actors  I  have  ever  seen,  quite  worthy  of  being 
classed  with  the  Siddonses,  Pastas,  &c.  I  had  scarcely  expected  ever 
again  to  have  seen  such  a  glorious  combination  of  talent  and  personal 
endowment  on  the  stage. 

November  22nd,  in  a  letter  to  me,  he  reports  himself  as 
being  on  the  point  of  setting  off  in  the  malle  paste  for 
Bordeaux,  in  very  good  travelling  condition  ;  and,  four  days 
later,  after  a  comfortable  journey,  he  writes  to  his  old  friend, 
Brevoort,  from  that  city,  as  follows,  giving,  as  will  be  seen,  a 
glance  at  his  own  private  affairs,  the  public  concerns  of  his 
mission,  and  an  amusing  sketch  of  an  encounter  with  Eogers, 
while  at  Paris : 

Bordeaux,  Nov.  26,  1843. 

MY  DEAR  BREVOOKT,— I  received  your  most  kind  and  welcome 
letter  some  short  time  before  leaving  Paris,  and  should  have  answered 
it  immediately,  but  T  was  in  one  of  those  moods  when  my  mind  has 
no  power  over  my  pen.  Indeed,  I  have  long  owed  you  a  letter,  and 
have  intended  to  write  to  you ;  but  correspondents  multiplied  fear- 
fully upon  me,  and  my  pen  was  tasked,  diplomatically  and  otherwise, 
on  my  arrival  at  Madrid,  to  such  a  degree  as  to  fag  me  out,  and  to 
produce  the  malady  which  has  harassed  me  for  nearly  a  year  past.  I 
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iiiu  now  on  my  way  back  to  my  post,  after  between  two  and  1 : 
mouths'  abseuce.  I  set  out  in  pursuit  of  health,  and  thought  a  little 
t  ravelling  and  a  change  of  air  would  "  make  me  my  own  man  "  again ; 
but  T  was  laid  by  the  heels  at  Paris,  by  a  recurrence  of  my  malady, 
and  have  just  escaped  out  of  the  doctor's  hands,  sufficiently  recovered 
to  get  back  to  my  post,  where  1  hope,  by  care  and  medical  treatment, 
to  elFect  my  cure. 

This  indisposition  has  been  a  sad  check  upon  all  my  plans.  I  had 
hoped,  by  zealous  employment  of  all  the  leisure  afforded  me  at 
Madrid,  to  accomplish  one  or  two  literary  tasks  which  I  have  iu 
hand.  *  *  *  A  year,  however,  has  now  been  completely  lost  to  me, 
and  ;i  precious  year,  at  my  time  of  life.  The  Life  of  Washington,  and, 
indeed,  all  my  literary  tasks,  have  remained  suspended ;  and  my  pen 
has  remained  idle,  excepting  now  and  then  in  writing  a  despatch  to 
government,  or  scrawling  a  letter  to  my  family.  In  the  mean  time, 
the  income  which  L  used  to  derive  from  fanning  out  my  writings  has 
died  away,  and  my  moneyed  investments  yield  scarce  any  interest. 
*  *  *  However,  thank  God,  my  health,  and  with  it  my  capacity  for 
working,  are  returning.  I  shall  soon  again  have  pen  in  hand,  and 
hope  to  get  two  or  three  good  years  of  literary  labour  out  of  myself. 
Times  are  improving  in  America,  and  with  them  may  improve  the 
landed  property  which  I  hold.  *  *  * 

Carson  will  give  you  an  account  of  diplomatic  and  household  affairs 
at  Madrid.  I  was  extremely  sorry  to  part  with  him  ;  but  I  could  not 
advise  him  to  stay,  where  there  was  no  career  nor  regular  pursuit 
opening  to  him.  *  *  * 

I  do  not  know  whether  you  speak  in  jest  or  earnest  about  the 
popular  view  of  my  conduct  on  the  occasion  of  the  diplomatic  inter- 
vention for  the  safety  of  the  little  Queen,  during  the  late  siege  of 
Madrid.  My  conduct  was  dictated  at  the  time  by  honest  and  spon- 
taneous impulse,  without  reference  to  policy  or  politics.  I  felt  deeply 
for  the  situation  of  the  Queen  and  her  sister,  and  was  anxious  that 
their  persons  should  be  secured  from  the  civil  brawls  and  fightings 
which  threatened  to  distract  the  city,  and  invade  the  very  courts  of 
the  royal  palace.  In  all  my  diplomacy,  I  have  depended  more  upon 
good  intentions  and  frank  and  open  conduct,  than  upon  any  subtle 
management.  I  have  an  opinion  that  the  old  maxim,  "  Honesty  is 
the  best  policy,"  holds  good  even  in  diplomacy  ! 

Thus  far  I  have  got  on  well  with  my  orother  diplomatists,  and  have 
met  with  very  respectful  treatment  from  the  Spanish  government  in 
all  its  changes  ana  fluctuations.  I  have  endeavoured  punctually  to 
perform  the  duties  of  my  office,  and  to  execute  the  instructions  of 
government;  and  I  believe  that  the  archives  of  the  legation  will 
testify  that  the  business  of  the  mission  has  never  been  neglected.  I 
have  not  suffered  illness  to  prevent  me  from  keeping  everything  in 
train ;  and,  indeed,  my  recovery  has  been  retarded  by  remaining  at 
my  post  during  the  revolutionary  scenes  of  last  summer,  though 
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urged  by  my  physicians  to  spend  the  hot  months  at  the  watering- 
places  in  the  mountains.  I  do  not  pretend  to  any  great  skill  as  a 
diplomatist ;  but  in  whatever  situation  I  am  placed  in  life,  when  I 
doubt  my  skill,  I  endeavour  to  make  up  for  it  by  conscientious 
assiduity. 

While  I  was  in  Paris,  in  driving  out,  one  day,  with  my  niece  in  the 
Champs  Elysces,  we  nearly  ran  over  my  old  friend  Rogers.  We 
stopped,  and  took  him  in.  He  was  in  one  of  his  yearly  epicurean 
visits  to  Paris,  to  enjoy  the  Italian  opera  and  other  refined  sources  of 
pleasure.  The  hand  of  age  begins  to  bow  him  down,  but  his  intellect 
is  clear  as  ever,  and  his  talents  and  taste  for  society  in  full  vigour. 
He  breakfasted  with  us  several  times,  and  I  have  never  known  him 
more  delightful.  He  would  sit  for  two  or  three  hours  continually 
conversing,  and  giving  anecdotes  of  all  the  conspicuous  persons  who 
have  figured  within  the  last  sixty  years,  with  most  of  whom  he  has 
been  on  terms  of  intimacy.  He  has  refined  upon  the  art  of  telling  a 
story,  until  he  has  brought  it  to  the  most  perfect  simplicity,  where 
there  is  not  a  word  too  much  or  too  little,  and  where  every  word  has 
its  effect.  His  manner,  too,  is  the  most  quiet,  natural,  and  unpre- 
tending that  can  be  imagined.  I  was  very  much  amused  by  an 
anecdote  he  gave  us  of  little  Queen  Victoria  and  her  nautical  vagaries. 
Lord  Aberdeen  has  had  to  attend  her  in  her  cruisings,  very  much 
against  his  will,  or,  at  least,  against  his  stomach.  You  know  he  is 
one  of  the  gravest  and  most  laconic  men  in  the  world.  The  Queen, 
one  day,  undertook  to  reconcile  him  to  his  fate.  "  I  believe,  my  lord," 
said  she,  graciously,  "  you  are  not  often  sea-sick."  "Always,  madam," 
was  the  grave  reply.  "  But,"  still  more  graciously,  "  not  very  sea- 
sick." With  profounder  gravity,  "  VERY,  madam  !"  Lord  Aberdeen 
declares,  that  if  her  Majesty  persist  in  her  cruisiugs,  he  will  have  to 
resign. 

I  rejoice  to  hear  of  Mrs.  Brevoort's  improved  health,  and  think  you 
are  right,  should  you  find  the  sea-coast  of  Long  Island  favourable  to 
the  health  of  your  family,  to  set  up  a  retreat  there.  I  can  say  from 
experience,  that  a  man  has  tenfold  more  enjoyment  from  any  rural 
retreat  that  belongs  to  himself,  than  from  any  that  lie  hires  as  a 
temporary  sojourn. 

During  his  absence  in  Paris,  the  declaration  of  the  majority 
of  the  Queen  had  been  made  by  the  Cortes,  and  she  had 
taken  the  oath  to  support  the  constitution ;  an  imposing 
ceremonial,  at  which  the  diplomatic  body  were  present.  Soon 
after  his  return  to  Madrid,  he  writes  as  follows : 

To  MRS.  PARIS. 

Madrid,  Dec.  10,  1843. 

MY  DEAR  SISTER, — I  received,  yesterday,  your  letter  dated  about 
the  middle  of  last  month.  It  was  extremely  gratifying  to  me,  for  I 
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was  longing  for  domestic  news  from  home,  and  your  letters  always 
place  home  completely  before  me.  I  have  not  time  to  write  you  a 
long  letter,  for  I  have  been  writing  despatches  to  government,  and 
am  fatigued,  and  the  courier  is  soon  to  set  off. 

I  arrived  safe  in  Madrid  al>out  ten  days  since,  after  a  somewhat 
rapid  journey ;  but  I  had  the  mail  carriage  to  myself,  and  was 
enabled  to  make  myself  comfortable.  On  approaching  Spain,  I  heard 
of  the  mail  having  been  robbed  between  Bayonne  and  Madrid,  and 
the  passengers  extremely  maltreated,  and  was  advised  not  to  go  until 
I  could  be  well  escorted;  but  I  knew  that  highway  robberies  seldom 
occurred  twice  in  any  neighbourhood,  unless  at  long  intervals,  so  I 
pushed  forward.  It  had  oeen  advertised  that  the  mail  would  be 
doubly  guarded,  in  consequence  of  the  late  robberies,  but  the  promise 
was  not  fulfilled.  We  passed  through  the  robber  region  in  the  night, 
with  only  two  musketeers  to  guard  the  carriage,  both  of  whom  went 
to  sleep.  As  I  did  not  care  to  keep  watcli  myself,  and  alarm  myself 
with  shadows,  I  arranged  myself  comfortably,  and  fell  asleep  likewise, 
and  continued  napping  through  all  the  dangerous  part  of  tne  road.  I 
arrived  in  Madrid  just  in  time  to  witness  the  three  days  of  public  re- 
joicing for  the  young  Queen's  accession  to  the  throne.  All  the  houses 
were  decorated,  the  balconies  hung  with  tapestry ;  there  were  tri- 
umphal arches,  fountains  running  with  milk  and  wine,  games,  dances, 
processions,  and  parades  by  day,  illuminations  and  spectacles  at  night, 
and  the  streets  were  constantly  thronged  by  the  populace  in  their 
holiday  garb.  *  *  *  The  Moflerados  have  the  government  at  present, 
and  are  determined  to  maintain  their  sway  by  military  means.  General 
Narvaez  is  with  them,  and,  under  his  military  vigilance,  the  capital 
gleams  with  the  bayonet  as  in  time  of  war. 

Tea  days  later,  he  writes  to  his  niece,  at  Paris :  *  *  * 
"  I  found  Mr.  Hamilton  in  good  health  and  good  looks  on 
my  return.  He  has  conducted  the  legation  extremely  well 
during  my  absence,  and  given  it  up  into  my  hands  in  com- 
plete order."  *  *  *  "  I  was  cordially  welcomed  back  by  my 
brother  diplomatists,  and  really  had  a  home  feeling  on  find- 
ing myself  once  more  among  them.  I  miss  my  old  crony, 
Mr.  Asten,  however,  sadly,  and  fear  it  will  be  difficult  to 
supply  his  loss." 

Mr.  Asten,  the  British  minister,  was  succeeded  by  Henry 
Lytton  Bulwer,  who  had  not  yet  made  his  appearance  in  the 
diplomatic  circle.  After  mentioning  some  accessions  to  that 
body  during  his  absence,  he  adds : 

We  have  here,  also,  Mr.  Calderon,  formerly  minister  to  the  United 
States,  and  his  wife.  The  latter  recently  wrote  a  very  lively  work  on 
a  residence  in  Mexico.  She  is  originally  Scotch,  but  has  resided  for 
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some  time  in  the  United  States.  I  am  highly  pleased  with  her.  She 
is  intelligent,  sprightly,  and  full  of  agreeable  talent.  I  fear,  however, 
she  will  not  remain  here  long,  as  Mr.  Calderon  is  likely  to  be  ap- 
pointed to  some  diplomatic  post.  Madame  Calderon  is  a  constant 
correspondent  of  Mr.  Prescott.  By-the-by,  she  has  just  lent  me 
a  copy  of  his  Conquest  of  Mexico,  in  sheets.  I  have  read  a  great 
part  of  the  introductory  chapters,  treating  of  Aztec  manners,  cus- 
toms, &c.,  and  am  deeply  interested  in  it. 

I  close  the  year  with  a  few  extracts  from  a  letter,  dated 
December  29th,  to  Mrs.  Moses  H.  G-rinnell,  in  answer  to 
some  account  of  changes  and  improvements  in  her  residence 
in  the  city  of  New  York : 

Your  account  of  the  wonderful  additions  and  alterations  in  the 
house  in  College-place  quite  astonishes  me.  Grinnell  certainly  must 
have  the  bump  of  constructiveness  strongly  developed,  particularly  in 
that  department  of  architecture  which  appertains  to  dining-rooms, 
butlers'  pantries,  and  wine  cellars.  I  have  no  doubt  that,  in  con- 
sequence of  his  increased  facilities,  he  now  gives  two  dinners  where 
he  formerly  gave  one ;  though  that  can  hardly  be,  as  he  formerly, 
in  general,  gave  one  dinner  and  a  half  per  diem,  the  latter  being 
smuggled  into  the  household  economy  under  the  name  of  a  supper. 
*  *  *  God  bless  his  bounteous  heart !  I  have  no  doubt  that,  had  he 
been  in  the  place  of  his  great  namesake  of  holy  writ,  when  he  smote 
the  rock,  there  would  have  spouted  out  wine  instead  of  water.  *  *  * 

I  perfectly  agree  with  you  in  your  idea  of and .  I  feel 

deeply  my  separation  from  them ;  they  both  seemed  to  take  the  place 

of  others  dear  to  my  heart,  whom  I  had  lost  and  deplored.  

came  to  my  side,  when  I  was  grieving  over  the  loss  of  my  dear  brother 
Peter,  who  had  so  long  been  the  companion  of  my  thoughts,  and  I 
found  in  him  many  ot  the  qualities  which  made  that  brother  so 
invaluable  to  me  as  a  bosom  friend;  *  *  *  while ,  in  tbe  de- 
lightful variety  of  her  character,  so  affectionate,  so  tender,  so  playful 
at  times,  and  at  other  times  so  serious  and  elevated,  and  always  so 
intelligent  and  sensitive,  continually  brought  to  mind  her  mother,  who 
was  one  of  the  tenderest  friends  of  my  childhood,  and  the  delight  of 
my  youthful  years.  God  bless  and  prosper  them  both !  *  *  * 

The  letter  concludes  with  a  fervent  wish  that  he  could 
return  and  be  once  more  with  his  "little  flock:" 

My  heart  yearns  for  home ;  and  as  I  have  now,  probably,  turned 
the  last  corner  in  life,  and  my  remaining  years  are  growing  scanty  in 
number,  I  begrudge  every  one  that  I  am  obliged  to  pass  separated 
from  my  cottage  and  my  kindred. 
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CHAPTEE  LXXI. 

Extracts  from  varioua  Letters — The  past  Year  a  Literary  Blank — The 
Queen's  Entrance  upon  her  Reign — Explanation  of  a  Scene  in  the 
Cabinet — Royalty  on  its  Bed  of  Death — Preparation  for  the  Arrival  of 
the  Queen-Mother — Her  Return — Letter  to  Mary  Irving — letter  to  Mrs. 
Paris — The  Royal  Meeting — Entrance  of  Qneen  Christina  into  Madrid — 
Death  of  Arguelles. 

THOUGH  Mr.  Irving  had  the  advantage  of  one  of  the  most 
eminent  physicians  in  Paris,  he  still  brought  back  to  Madrid 
the  malady  with  which  he  had  been  so  long  tormented;  a 
malady  the  more  aunoyiug,  as  it  robbed  him  of  the  free  use 
of  his  pen,  and  prevented  him  from  being  agreeably  employed. 
The  following  extracts  from  various  letters  at  this  period  are 
all  more  or  less  tinged  with  a  depression  arising  from  this 
drawback  upon  his  literary  plans : 

To  MRS.  STORROW. 

January  7M,  1844. —  *  *  *  Madame  A says  my  visit  to  Paris 

lias  done  me  no  good  in  one  respect,  that  I  am  less  content  with  Ma- 
drid since  my  return ;  but,  iu  fact,  I  am  at  times  disheartened  by  the 
continuance  of  my  malady,  which  obliges  me  to  abstain  from  all  lite- 
rary occupations,  and  half  disables  me  for  social  intercourse.  If  I 
could  only  exercise  my  pen,  I  should  be  quite  another  being.  *  *  * 

I  am  preparing  to  give  a  diplomatic  dinner,  which  is  something  of 
an  undertaking  in  my  present  nerveless  condition. 

To  the  Same. 

January  \Mh. —  *  *  *  I  fear  I  am  growing  miserly  over  the  rem- 
nant of  existence,  and  cannot  bear  to  have  any  of  the  few  years  that 
remain  to  me  wasted  as  the  last  lias  been.  1  hope  this  year  I  may 
live  more  to  the  purpose ;  otherwise  it  is  a  heavy  tax  to  pay  for 
mere  existence. 

To  his  niece,  Sarah  Irving,  at  the  cottage,  he  writes  : 

January  \§th. —  *  *  *  I  hope  you  will  all  make  your  contem- 
plated visits  to  New  York  in  the  course  of  the  winter ;  it  will  serve 
to  break  up  the  monotony  of  the  season,  though,  for  my  part,  if  I 
could  only  be  in  my  little  cottage,  looking  out  from  its  snug,  warm 
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shelter,  upon  the  broad  expanse  of  the  Tappau  Sea,  all  brilliant  with 
snow  and  ice  and  sunshine,  I  think  I  should  be  loth  to  leave  it  for  the 
city ;  but  then,  what  would  suit  a  philosophic  old  gentleman,  who  has 
seen  enough  of  the  world,  and  grown  too  wise  for  its  gaieties,  would 
hardly  be  to  the  taste  of  a  bevy  of  young  ladies,  for  whom  the  world 
has  still  some  novelty. 

To  PIERRE  M.  TRYING. 

January  20M,  1844. —  *  *  *  I  feel  sadly  the  loss  of  the  past 
year,  which  has  disconcerted  all  those  literary  plans  I  formed  on 
leaving  home.  However,  I  still  hope  the  opening  year,  or  at  least  a 
part  of  it,  may  be  more  profitably  employed. 

Give  my  love  to  my  dear  Helen,  whose  letters  are  perfect  balm  to 
me  when  I  am  in  a  moody  fit,  as  I  am  apt  to  be  sometimes,  when  my 
cure  does  not  go  on  as  well  as  I  could  wish.  I  will  write  to  her 
before  long,  so  beg  her  to  send  the  answer  in  advance. 

Though  much  depressed  in  spirit  at  this  recurrence,  or 
rather  aggravation  of  his  blighting  malady,  after  such  a  long 
course  of  assiduous  treatment,  he  still  makes  the  exertion  to 
continue  to  his  sister,  Mrs.  Paris,  an  account  of  the  affairs 
of  the  palace,  in  which  she  had  taken  great  interest.  His 
letter  is  dated  January  20th,  1844.  I  quote  the  part  which 
gives  his  version  of  the  abrupt  dismissal  by  the  Queen  of 
her  Minister  of  State,  Olozaga,  a  chief  of  the  Progresista 
party  : 

The  papers  will  have  shown  you  that  the  entrance  of  the  poor  little 
Queen  upon  her  reign  has  been  the  commencement  of  troubles.  Mr. 
Olozaga,  the  Minister  of  State,  and  one  of  the  leading  men  of  the 
coalition  that  overthrew  Espartero,  was  suddenly  dismissed  from 
office,  and  accused  by  the  Queen  with  having,  when  alone  with  her  in 
her  cabinet,  treated  her  in  an  arrogant  and  imperious  mauuer,  in- 
sisting on  her  signing  a  decree  dissolving  the  Cortes,  and  actually 
bolting  the  doors  and  preventing  her  leaving  the  room  uutil  she  had 
so  given  her  signature.  This  accusation  has  produced  a  prodigious 
effect  in  the  political  world.  Mr.  Olozaga  has  defended  nimself  in 
the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  declaring  that  the  Queen  signed  the  decree 
voluntarily,  that  the  accusation  was  dictated  to  the  Queen  by  a 
camarilla,  or  knot  of  court  intriguers  who  surround  her,  and  that  the 
whole  was  a  palace  intrigue,  designed  to  produce  his  downfal.  The 
whole  party  of  Progresistus,  who  had  been  in  league  with  the  Mode- 
rados,  broke  from  the  coalition,  and  espoused  the  side  of  Mr. 
Olozaga;  and  the  members  of  the  cabinet  who  were  of  that  party 
resigned  their  posts,  and  came  out  in  defence  of  the  fallen  minister. 
A  commission  was  appointed  to  examine  into  the  circumstances  of 
the  case,  and  to  ascertain  whether  there  were  grounds  for  criminal 
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proceedings  against  Mr.  Olozaga.  In  the  mean  time,  the  latter 
secretly  fled  to  1'orf  uiral,  declaring',  by  letter,  that  he  did  so  in  con- 
sequence of  finding  himself  waylaid  and  threatened  with  assassina- 
tion, but  that  he  was  ready  to  return  and  appear  before  the  commis- 
sion whenever  the  investigation  should  be  commenced  and  his  pre- 
sence required. 

The  misfortune  of  all  this  is,  that  it  places  the  veracity  of  the 
Queen  in  the  balance  with  that  of  a  subject,  and  that  the  public  seem 
inclined  to  decide  in  favour  of  the  latter  ;  since,  in  a  recent  election 
to  supply  vacancies  in  the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  Mr.  Olozaga  has 
been  placed  at  the  head  of  the  list  of  opposition  candidates,  and 
elected  by  a  large  majority.  This  is  hailed  as  a  great  triumph  by  the 
Progresista  party  ;  but  it  appears  to  me  ominous  to  the  throne,  and 
shows  that  the  prestige  which  so  lately  surrounded  the  youthful 
Queen  is  already  impaired  by  party  rancour. 

My  idea  is,  that  Qua  famous  scene  in  the  cabinet  of  the  Queen  has 
not  been  fairly  stated  by  either  party,  each  having,  perhaps  uncon- 
sciously, given  it  an  after-colouring.  A  jealousy  evidently  existed 
between  Olozaga  and  those  in  the  palace  who  were  daily  aoout  the 
Queen.  He  suspected  them  of  seeking  his  downfai.  When  the 
Queen  hesitated  to  sign  the  decree  dissolving  the  Cortes,  he  no  doubt 
supposed  that  she  acted,  not  from  her  own  judgment  or  inclination, 
but  from  the  instigations  of  others,  his  enemies.  Accustomed,  in  his 
former  office  as  tutor,  to  treat,  her  with  great  familiarity,  and  to  look 
upon  her  as  a  child,  rather  than  as  his  sovereign,  and  vexed  that  his 
present  measures  of  state  policy  should  be  impeded  by  the  mere 
wilfulness  of  an  inexperienced  girl,  he  probably  became  authoritative 
and  peremptory,  like  a  tutor  enforcing  a  necessary  task  upon  his 
pupil,  and  the  Queen  acquiesced  as  a  matter  of  course,  without  pro- 
bably feeling  outraged  by  his  dictatorial  conduct.  It  may  not  have 
been  until  afterward,  when  her  palace  advisers  exclaimed  against  the 
dangerous  nature  of  the  decree  which  she  had  signed,  that,  like  a 
child,  she  sought  to  excuse  herself  by  saying  Mr.  Olozaga  made  her 
sign  it ;  and  then  was  made  aware,  by  those  experienced  courtiers,  of 
the  terrible  infraction  of  sovereign  dignity  perpetrated  by  Mr.  Olo- 
/iiga,  and  of  the  gross  outrage  she  had  unconsciously  sustained.  Of 
course,  she  then  saw  the  whole  ail'air  in  a  different  light ;  her  ire  was 
kindled,  and,  in  her  subsequent  accounts,  facts  were  coloured  and  ex- 
aggerated by  her  feelings.  Such  would  commonly  be  the  case  with 
the  statements  of  a  child  under  similar  circumstances  ;  and,  after  all, 
the  poor  little  Queen,  though  the  Cortes  has  solemnly  declared  her  of 
age,  is  but  a  child.  I  cannot  explain  this  matter  to  myself  in  any 
other  manner,  without  thinking  either  that  the  little  Queen  has  been 
guilty  of  a  wanton  and  unprofitable  falsehood,  or  that  Mr.  Olozaga 
lias  acted  like  a.  fool  as  well  as  a  brute.  I  have  no  great  opinion  of 
.Mr.  Olozaga's  principles  or  manners,  lie  lias  been  a  shifting,  in- 
triguing politician,  and,  during  his  elevation  to  office,  which  brought 
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him  in  immediate  proximity  with  the  sovereign,  he  displayed  a 
forward,  and  at  times  jocose  familiarity,  which  showed  he  was  unac- 
customed to  the  etiquette  of  courts,  unconscious  of  the  high  decorum 
and  almost  sanctity  which  should  surround  the  royal  person,  and  in- 
capable of  the  dignified  yet  modest  self-command  and  self-respect 
proper  to  a  statesman  in  his  elevated  position.  He  is,  however, 
a  shrewd,  able  man,  and  could  scarcely  have  been  intentionally  guilty 
of  such  an  outrage  upon  the  royal  will  and  dignity,  as  might  be  in- 
ferred by  a  rigorous  view  of  his  conduct  in  this  transaction.  He  pro- 
bably was  not  aware  of  the  construction  of  which  his  conduct  was 
susceptible,  nor  thought  that,  while  he  was  exercising  the  authority 
of  a  tutor  over  a  refractory  pupil,  he,  as  a  minister,  was  outraging 
the  dignity  of  a  sovereign. 

You  now  see  in  what  a  critical  situation  the  poor  little  Queen  is 
placed  by  being  declared  of  age.  She  has  now  to  exercise  the 
functions  of  a  sovereign,  while  her  mind  is  immature,  her  character 
unfixed ;  where  she  has  no  one  at  hand  of  talent,  integrity,  and  dis- 
interested devotion,  to  whom  she  can  look  for  counsel ;  where  she  is 
surrounded  by  court  flatterers  and  court  intriguers  of  both  sexes,  and 
where  even  her  ministers  are  faithless.  Already  she  is  becoming  an 
object  of  party  hostility,  though  it  is  not  openly  avowed ;  and  the 
late  triumphant  re-election  of  Olozaga,  in  thus  returning  him  to  the 
Cortes,  to  confront  his  sovereign,  as  it  were,  in  her  own  capital, 
before  the  charges  against  him  are  investigated,  shows  the  disposition 
of  the  opposition  party  to  prejudge  the  case  in  his  favour.  *  *  * 

Twenty  days  later,  we  have  the  following  picture  of  a 
royal  princess  on  her  bed  of  death  : 

Madrid,  Feb.  9,  1844. 

MY  DEAR  SISTER, —  *  *  *  The  Spanish  Court  has  recently  been 
put  into  mourning  by  the  sudden  death  of  the  Infanta  Luisa  Carlota, 
wife  to  the  Infante  Don  Francisco,  and  aunt  to  the  Queen.  She  was 
a  woman  of  strong  passions  and  restless  ambition.  For  some  time 
past  she  has  been  scheming  and  intriguing  to  effect  a  marriage 
between  her  son,  the  Duke  of  Cadiz,  and  his  cousin,  the  youthful 
Queen,  and  had  embroiled  herself  with  all  parties,  and  impoverished 
her  husband  and  herself  in  the  prosecution  of  her  plans.  Their 
failure  mortified  her  pride  and  exasperated  her  temper,  and  of  late 
she  had  been  extremely  ungracious  in  looks  and  manners.  Her 
illness  was  preceded  by  a  kind  of  fever  of  the  mind.  "  I  know  not 
what  is  the  matter  with  me,"  said  she  to  one  of  her  attendants; 
"  wherever  I  am,  and  wherever  I  go,  I  am  in  a  constant  state  of 
irritation ;  at  the  theatre,  on  the  Prado,  at  home,  it  is  still  the  same 
— I  am  in  a  passion"  (je  my enrage).  In  this  state  of  mind  she  was 
attacked  by  measles  and  ptilmonia  (a  kind  of  inflammation  of  the 
lungs),  which,  acting  upon  an  extremely  full,  plethoric  habit,  hurried 
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her  out  of  existence  in  the  course  of  two  or  three  days,  and  in  the 
thirty-ninth  year  of  her  age.  The  body  lay  in  state  for  three  days, 
and  the  populace  were  admitted  to  see  it,  according  to  Spanish 
custom.  I  called  to  inscribe  my  name  on  the  list  of  visitors,  as  is 
the  etiquette,  and  suffered  myself  to  be  carried  by  the  throng  through 
a  suite  of  rooms  decked  out  with  escutcheons,  funeral  hatchments, 
lighted  tapers,  and  files  of  mute  attendants.  The  corpse  was  on 
a  bed  of  state,  and  arrayed  in  a  gala  dress — white  brocade  and  gold, 
with  a  royal  coronet — the  face  livid,  and  bloated  with  disease. 

I  have  given  you,  my  dear  sister,  some  features  of  royalty  in  its 
grandeur :  here  you  have  it  brought  down  to  the  dusty  level  of  mere 
mortality.  But  a  few  days  previously  I  had  beheld  this  proud- 
hearted  Princess  walking  the  Prado  with  her  family,  with  sullen  and 
almost  disdainful  air,  scarce  noticing  the  salutations  of  the  well- 
dressed  throngs  which  bowed,  with  uncovered  head,  as  she  passed. 
Here  she  was,  on  her  bed  of  death,  exposed  to  the  gaze  of  the  un- 
mannered  populace,  some  of  whom  even  whisperea  jests  to  each 
other,  and  sneered  and  laughed  as  they  criticised  the  corpse  and  the 
funeral  pageant ! 

We  are  again  iu  the  midst  of  popular  commotions.  Insurrections 
have  broken  out  in  Alicante  and  Carthagena,  and  government  are 
taking  strong  measures  to  nip  them  in  the  bud.  The  whole  kingdom 
is  put  under  martial  law ;  all  political  offences  are  to  be  tried  by  mili- 
tary tribunals,  and  all  officers  ami  subaltern  officers  taken  in  rebellion 
are  to  be  shot  on  the  mere  identification  of  their  persons.  The 
government  is  evidently  determined  to  rule  by  the  sword.  Unfortu- 
nately, some  of  these  sanguinary  decrees  are  worded  as  if  proceeding 
from  the  immediate  will  and  wish  of  the  Queen,  who,  poor  child,  is 
little  conscious  of  the  force  and  nature  of  the  papers  she  is  signing. 
They  have  produced  a  great  sensation,  and,  I  fear,  will  contribute  to 
involve  the  innocent  little  Queen  in  the  party  odium  which  the  oppo- 
sition is  endeavouring  to  excite  against  the  government.  Important 
arrests  have  taken  place  of  persons  suspected  of  participation  in  the 
new  conspiracies.  Among  these  are  some  of  those  political  leaders 
who  were  active,  last  summer,  iu  effecting  the  downfal  of  Espartero, 
and  who  are  now  proscribed  by  their  late  confederates,  whom  they 
helped  up  into  power.  Such  is  the  continual  succession  of  plot  and 
counterplot  in  this  unhappy  country.  It  is  probable  the  strong  mea- 
sures taken  by  government  will  check  the  present  insurrection,  and 
that  the  Moderados  (or  aristocratical  party)  may  maintain  the  sway 
for  a  time.  If  not,  their  case  will  be  desperate;  for  their  strong 
measures  have  awakened  the  most  deadly  enmity  in  the  opposition, 
and  a.  new  revolution,  I  fear,  would  be  sanguinary  and  vindictive  in 
the  extreme. 

March  15th,  he  writes  to  a  niece  at  Sunnyside,  yet  in  her 
teens,  a  letter,  of  which  one  or  two  extracts  m;iy  amuse. 
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The  Countess  of  Montijo,  whose  name  occurs  in  the  letter, 
is  the  mother  of  the  present  Empress  of  France. 

To  Miss  MARY  IRVING. 

Madrid,  March  15,  1844. 

MY  DEAR  MARY,' — I  am  told  you  want  me  to  write  you  again,  "  if 
it  is  only  a  few  lines ;"  so,  my  dear,  good  little  girl,  I  will  give  you  a 
small  letter,  which  is  all  I  can  afford  for  the  present,  having  to  write, 
not  merely  to  your  aunt,  in  New  York,  but  to  "  Uncle  Sam,"  at 
Washington,  who  generally  expects  pretty  long  letters. 

We  are  on  the  eve  of  great  fetes  and  ceremonies,  to  greet  the 
arrival  of  the  Queen-Mother,  who  is  on  her  way  once  more  to  em- 
brace her  children.  I  wish  you  could  be  here  to  enjoy  these  sights 
and  festivities;  I  think  they  would  delight  you.  They  are  rather 
thrown  away  upon  me.  I  am  not  well  enough  to  enter  into  them 
with  spirit,  and  then,  I  have  grown  so  wise ! 

I  was,  a  few  mornings  since,  on  a  visit  to  the  Duchess  of  Berwick. 
She  is  the  widow  of  a  grandee  of  Spain,  who  claimed  some  kind  of 
descent  from  the  royal  line  of  the  Stuarts.  She  is  of  immense  wealth, 
and  resides  in  the  most  beautiful  palace  in  Madrid  (excepting  the 
royal  one).  I  passed  up  a  splendid  staircase,  and  through  halls  and 
saloons  without  number,  all  magnificently  furnished,  and  hung  with 
pictures  and  family  portraits.  This  Duchess  was  an  Italian  by  birth, 
and  brought  up  in  the  royal  family  at  Naples.  She  is  the  very  head 
of  fashion  here.  Well,  this  lady,  of  almost  princely  state,  will  be  one 
of  the  ladies-in-waiting  on  the  little  Queen  when  she  receives  her 
mother.  She  will  stand  behind  the  Queen  at  the  foot  of  the  staircase 
of  the  royal  palace,  and  perhaps  bear  her  Majesty's  train.  Think  of 
that,  my  dear ;  think  how  grandly  these  little  queens  of  thirteen  years 
of  age  are  waited  upon. 

*  *  *  A  grand  wedding  took  place,  shortly  since,  between  the 
eldest  son  of  the  Duclicss  (the  present  Duke  of  Alva,  about  twenty- 
two  years  of  age)  and  the  daughter  of  the  Countess  of  Montijo,  an- 
other very  rich  grandee.  The  corleille,  or  wedding  presents  of  the 
bride,  amounted  to  one  hundred  and  twenty  thousand  dollars,  all  in 
finery.  There  were  lace  handkerchiefs  worth  a  hundred  or  two 
dollars,  only  to  look  at ;  and  dresses,  the  very  sight  of  which  made 
several  young  ladies  quite  ill.  The  young  Duchess  is  thought  to  be 
one  of  the  happiest  and  best-dressed  young  ladies  in  the  whole  world. 
She  is  already  quite  hated  in  the  beau  motide. 

After  all  this  magnificent  detail,  I  shall  expect,  in  return,  an 
account  of  cousin  Julia's  ball,  and  how  you  all  enjoyed  yourselves, 
and  how  you  were  all  dressed.  Between  you  and  I,  I  would  not 
give  little  Sunnyside  for  the  grandest  duke's  palace  in  Spain ;  and 
as  to  the  bride  and  her  fine  dresses,  when  you  and  Julia  get  on  your 
spring  dresses  and  spring  bonnets,  I  should  not  be  afraid  to  challenge 
a  comparison. 
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And  now,  my  dear  little  girl,  I  have  scribbled  for  you  a 
rigmarole  letter,  but  it  was  the  best  I  could  furnish  in  this  hurried 
moment.     I  hope  it  may  find  you  bright  and  happy  at  our  dear  little 
cottage,  where  it  will  be  the  happiest  moment  of  my  life  once  more 
to  j  om  you. 

(jive  my  best  love  to  all  the  family,  and  believe  me  ever,  my  dear, 
dear  Mary,  your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

The  following  letter  unfolds  another  page  in  Spanish 
affairs  : 

To  MRS.  PARIS. 

Madrid,  March  16,  1844. 

MY  DEAR  SISTER, — We  are  preparing  for  great  ceremonies  and 
festivities  on  the  arrival  of  the  Queen-Mother,  who  has  lately  entered 
from  France,  and  is  slowly  making  her  way  to  the  capital,  to  be 
restored  to  her  children.  The  little  Queen  and  her  sister  departed 
from  Madrid  some  time  since,  to  meet  her  mother  on  the  road, 
according  to  Spanish  usage.  The  meeting  is  to  take  place  a  little 
beyond  the  royal  siiio,  or  country  residence  of  Aranjuez,  between 
that  place  and  OcaBa.  A  temporary  structure  has  been  put  up  in 
tin-  road  for  the  purpose.  The  corps  '///;/'////<///</<"-,  and  all  the  court 
anil  nobility,  are  invited  to  attend  on  the  occasion,  and  Aranjuez  is 
already  crowded.  This  place  is  about  twenty-seven  miles  from 
Madrid,  situated  in  a  narrow  valley  watered  by  the  Tagus.  It  is  a 
small  town,  or  rather  village,  in  which  are  some  indifferent  hotels, 
and  large  barracks  of  houses,  and  is  almost  deserted,  excepting  when 
visited  by  the  sovereign  in  the  spring.  The  royal  palace  is  spacious, 
but  not  magnificent.  The  great  attractions  are  delicious  gardens, 
with  shady  walks  and  bowers,  refreshing  fountains,  and  thousands  of 
nightingales;  also  noble  avenues  of  trees,  and  fine,  shady  drives.  All 
these  render  it  a  paradise  in  this  arid,  naked  country  ;  and  you  come 
upon  it  by  surprise,  after  traversing  dreary  plains,  for  it  lies  sunk  in 
a  narrow,  green  valley  scooped  out  of  the  desert  by  the  Tagus.  As 
I  have  not  yet  sufficiently  the  use  of  my  legs  to  enjoy  the  gardens 
and  promenades,  I  shall  not  go  to  Aranjuez,  this  time,  until  the  day 
before  the  Queen  is  expected  to  arrive.  *  *  * 

The  return  of  the  Queen-Mother  is  quite  an  event  in  the  royal 
romance  of  the  palace,  and  the  circumstances  of  her  journey  have 
really  a  touching  interest  for  me.  She  returns  by  the  very  way  by 
which  she  left  the  kingdom  in  ISiO,  when  the  whole  world  seemed 
to  be  roused  against  her,  and  she  was  followed  by  clamour  and  exe- 
crations. What  is  the  case  at  present?  The  cities  that  were  then 
almost  in  arms  against  her,  now  receive  her  with  fetes  and  rejoicings. 
Arches  of  triumph  are  erected  in  the  streets  ;  7'  />•  MM  are  chanted 
in  the  cathedrals ;  processions  issue  forth  to  escort  her ;  the  st ; 
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ring  with  shouts  and  acclamations ;  homage  and  adulation  meet  her 
at  every  step  ;  the  meanest  village  has  its  ceremonial  of  respect,  and 
a  speech  of  loyalty  from  its  alcalde.  Thus  her  progress  through  the 
kingdom  is  a  continual  triumph.  *  *  * 

In  the  following,  to  the  same  correspondent,  he  gives  a 
picture  of  the  restoration  of  the  Queen-Mother  to  her 
children : 

Madrid,  March  23,  1844. 

MY  DBAE  SISTEB, — I  have  just  received  your  long  letter  of 
February  25th  to  29th,  and  feel  how  kind  it  is  in  you  to  give  me 
such  frequent  budgets  from  home.  Your  letters  are  full  of  matter, 
and,  being  written  from  day  to  day,  give  me  an  every-day  peep  into 
domestic  affairs.  I  have  a  letter,  also,  from  Pierre  M.  Irving,  giving 
me  a  very  satisfactory  statement  of  my  affairs,  which  he  has  managed 
with  great  judgment.  *  *  * 

I  must  now  give  you  a  chapter  of  the  romance  of  the  palace.  I 
set  off,  the  day  before  yesterday,  for  Aranjuez,  to  be  present  at  the 
meeting  of  the  little  Queen  and  her  mother.  I  started  at  six  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  in  my  carriage,  with  old  Pedro  the  coachman,  and 
my  faithful  Lorenzo.  Mr.  Valdevielso,  the  Mexican  minister,  ac- 
companied me,  having  sent  on  his  four  horses  to  be  stationed  on  the 
road  as  relays,  We  had  a  beautiful  morning,  and  enjoyed  our  drive 
to  the  old  village  of  Valdemoro,  where  we  left  Pedro  and  the  horses 
to  await  our  return,  and  took  the  first  pair  of  Mr.  Valdevielso's 
horses,  with  his  coachman.  With  these  we  drove  to  Aranjuez,  not 
finding  occasion  to  use  the  second  relay,  which  followed  us.  We 
arrived  at  Aranjuez  at  half-past  eleven,  and  found  the  meeting  was 
expected  to  take  place  about  five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  about 
three  miles  from  Aranjuez,  on  the  road  to  Ocaiia,  a  royal  tent  having 
been  put  up  for  the  occasion.  Aranjuez  was  crowded  with  company 
• — all  the  nobility  from  Madrid,  the  military,  and  official  characters 
of  all  sorts,  not  to  mention  office-hunters,  and  the  countless  crowd 
that  courts  the  smiles  of  royalty. 

Every  vehicle  at  Madrid  had  been  engaged  at  high  prices  to  bring 
on  the  multitude  ;  every  lodging,  good  or  bad,  at  Aranjuez,  had  been 
taken  up  beforehand.  I  had  comfortable  quarters  with  my  good 
friends  the  Albuquerques,  and  found  myself  the  inmate  of  quite  a 
diplomatic  commonwealth,  occupying  a  huge  house  hired  for  the 
occasion.  It  was  two  stories  high,  built  around  a  square  court -yard. 
You  may  imagine  the  size  of  the  Spanish  houses,  when  I  tell  you 
that  in  this  were  accommodated  the  French  ambassador  and  his  lady, 
with  two  young  gentlemen  of  the  embassy ;  the  Albuquerques  and 
their  family ;  the  Prince  and  Princess  de  Carini ;  the  Count  Marnex, 
Belgian  charge  d? affaires ;  Mr.  D'Alborgo,  charge  (V affaires  of  Den- 
mark ;  the  Mexican  minister  and  myself ;  and  that  each  family  had 
a  distinct  apartment  to  itself,  with  sitting-room,  ante-chamber,  &c. 
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We  all  dined  together,  and  a  pleasant  dinner  we  had  ;  while,  through- 
out the  day  and  eveuintr,  Madame  Albuquerque's  saloon  was  a  general 
resort.  Here  I  had  a  comfortable  sofa  to  lounge  upon,  and  was  quite 
petted  by  the  good  people.  This  gathering  together  of  the  diplomatic 
corps  had,  indeed,  a  most  sociable,  agreeable  effect ;  we  seemed  like 
one  l';iuiily.  1  became  great  friends  with  the  Princess  Carini,  who  is 
full  of  good  humour  and  good  spirits,  and  disposed  to  take  the  world 
cheerfully.  Her  husband  was  quite  the  life  of  the  house,  ever  ready 
for  anything  that  may  amuse  ;  u  man  of  varied  talent — a  musician,  a 
painter,  &c.  &c. 

In  the  course  of  the  afternoon,  I  drove  out,  with  Mr.  Valdevielso, 
to  the  place  where  the  royal  meeting  was  to  take  place.  The  road 
was  full  of  carriages  and  horsemen,  hastening  to  the  rendezvous,  and 
was  lined  with  spectators,  seated  by  the  roadside  in  gaping  expecta- 
tion. The  scene  of  the  rendezvous  was  quite  picturesque.  In  an 
open  plain,  a  short  distance  from  the  road,  was  pitched  the  royal  tent 
— very  spacious,  and  decorated  with  fluttering  flags  and  streamers. 
Three  or  four  other  tents  were  pitched  in  the  vicinity,  and  there  was 
an  immense  assemblage  of  carriages,  with  squadrons  of  cavalry,  and 
crowds  of  people  of  all  ranks,  from  the  grandee  to  the  beggar.  We 
left  our  carriage  at  a  distance  from  the  tent,  and  proceeded  on  foot 
to  the  royal  presence.  The  impatience  of  the  little  Queeii  and  her 
sister  would  not  permit  them  to  remain  in  the  tent;  they  were  con- 
tinually sallying  forth  among  the  throng  of  courtiers,  to  a  position 
that  commanded  a  distant  view  of  the  road  of  Ocana,  as  it  sloped 
down  the  side  of  a  rising  ground.  Poor  things !  they  were  kept 
nearly  a  couple  of  hours  in  anxious  suspense.  *  *  *  At  length  the 
royal  cortege  was  seen  descending  the  distant  slope  of  the  road, 
escorted  by  squadrons  of  lancers,  whose  yellow  uniforms,  with  the 
red  flag  of  the  lance  fluttering  aloft,  made  them  look  at  a  distance  like 
a  moving  mass  of  fire  and  flame.  As  they  drew  near,  the  squadrons 
of  horse  wheeled  off  into  the  plain,  and  the  royal  carriage  approached. 
The  impatience  of  the  little  Queen  could  no  longer  be  restrained. 
Without  waiting  at  the  entrance  of  the  tent  to  receive  her  royal 
mother,  according  to  etiquette,  she  hurried  forth,  through  the  avenue 
of  guards,  quite  to  the  road,  where  I  lost  sight  of  her  amidst  a  throng 
of  courtiers,  horse  guards,  &c.  &c.  *  *  *  The  reception  of  the 
Queen-Mother  was  quite  enthusiastic.  The  air  resounded  with  ac- 
clamations. *  *  *  The  old  nobility,  who  have  long  been  cast  down 
and  dispirited,  and  surrounded  by  doubt  and  danger,  look  upon  the 
return  of  the  Queen-Mother  as  the  triumph  of  their  cause,  and  the 
harbinger  of  happier  and  more  prosperous  days. 

After  witnessing  this  meeting,  I  hastened  back  to  Aranjuez,  to 
dine  and  get  some  repose  before  the  reception  of  the  corps  diplo- 
matique, which  was  to  take  place  at  the  palace  at  half-past  nine 
o'clock.  We  were  received  in  plain  clothes,  the  Queen-Mot her  wish- 
ing to  avoid  the  necessity  of  putting  011  a  court  dress.  The  royal 
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palace  was  illuminated,  and  was  surrounded  by  a  crowd.  We  were 
received  in  a  very  beautiful  saloon,  furnished  in  the  style  of  the 
"  Empire ;"  that  is  to  say,  the  classic  style  prevalent  during  the  reign 
of  Napoleon.  Our  diplomatic  circle  has  quite  increased  of  late,  since 
the  Queen  has  been  recognised  by  different  courts.  The  ambassador 
of  France  takes  precedence  in  it,  from  his  diplomatic  rank ;  then 
come  the  ministers,  &c.,  according  to  the  date  of  their  residence : 
first  the  Portuguese  minister,  then  myself,  then  the  Mexican  minister, 
&c.  The  little  Queen  entered  the  room,  followed  by  her  mother  and 
her  sister,  and  the  minister  of  state.  Tbe  ambassador  of  France 
made  her  a  congratulatory  address  in  the  name  of  the  corps,  to  which 
she  read  a  brief,  written  reply.  She  then,  followed  by  her  mother 
and  sister,  passed  along  the  line,  addressing  some  words,  of  course, 
to  each  member  of  the  diplomatic  corps  ;  after  which  the  royal  party 
courtesied  themselves  out  of  the  room.  *  *  * 

I  was  glad  to  get  to  bed  that  night,  for  my  poor  ankles  fairly  ached 
with  having  to  be  so  much  on  my  legs  that  day.  The  next  morning 
Mr.  Valdevielso  and  myself  returned  to  Madrid,  as  did  most  of  the 
diplomatic  corps,  so  as  to  be  ready  to  see  the  royal  entrance  into  the 
capital.  It  will  take  place  between  three  and  four  o'clock  this  after- 
noon, and  I  will  keep  my  letter  open  to  give  you  a  word  or  two 
about  it.  *  *  * 

I  have  just  returned  from  witnessing  the  entrance  of  Queen 
Christina,  but  have  no  time  to  give  particulars,  as  it  is  dinner-time, 
and  the  courier  is  about  to  depart.  There  was  a  great  parade  of 
military,  and  the  streets  were  filled  with  a  countless  multitude.  The 
Queen-Mother  sat  in  an  open  carriage,  on  the  left  hand  of  her 
daughter.  The  houses  were  alt  decorated  with  tapestry  hung  out  of 
the  windows  and  balconies.  The  reception  of  the  Queen  by  the 
populace  was  not  very  animated.  She  is  popular  with  the  Jfoderados 
— that  is  to  say,  the  aristocracy. 

I  must  close  my  letter  abruptly,  with  love  to  "  all  bodies." 

Your  affectionate  brother, 

WASHINGTON  IHVIXG. 

The  excellent  Arguelles  died  the  very  morning  of  the  day 
on  which,  the  Queen-Mother  entered  Madrid. 

His  health  had  been  broken  for  some  time  (writes  Mr.  Irving,  in 
giving  the  account,  under  date  of  March  20th),  and  the  agitations 
through  which  he  lias  passed,  of  late,  may  have  hastened  his  end, 
which,  however,  was  somewhat  sudden.  He  was  a  good  man,  a  true 
patriot,  and  an  able  statesman,  but  ardent  and  anxious  as  a  politician. 
His  life  had  been  a  life  of  trial  and  vicissitude ;  he  had  borne  all 
kinds  of  reverses  of  fortune — one  time  in  power,  another  in  exile  or 
in  prison ;  but,  through  every  trial,  has  passed  pure  and  unsullied. 
When  he  had  the  guardianship  of  the  young  Queen,  he  was  entitled 
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to  a  salary  of  about  seventy  thousand  dollars  ;  he  only  accepted  one- 
tenth.  On  the  triumph  of  the  Moderado  party,  last  year,  he  retired 
from  office  poor.  \Vlieii  he  died,  but  twenty-two  dollars  were  found 
in  his  house,  and  he  left  debts  to  the  amount  of  nearly  five  thousand 
dollars.  He:  was  faithful  in  his  guardianship  of  the  little  Queen  and 
her  sister,  and  was  strongly  attached  to  them.  He  was  represented 
by  his  political  opponents  as  an  enemy  of  the  Queen-Mother;  but, 
though  he  may  have  disapproved  of  her  political  course  when  in 
power,  he  did  justice  to  the  amiableuess  of  her  character,  and,  in  a 
conversation  with  me,  lamented  that  she  was  separated  from  her 
daughters,  as  her  presence  would  have  been  of  vast  advantage  to  them, 
especially  to  the  young  Queen.  When  the  Queen-Mother  was  enter- 
ing Madrid  in  state,  in  company  with  i  he  little  Queen  and  her  sister, 
an  officious  courtier  rode  up  to  the  carriage,  and  announced  to  her, 
with  congratulation,  the  death  of  her  enemy,  Arguelles  !  "  Hush  !" 
said  the  Queen-Mother ;  "do  not  let  the  children  hear  you.ybr  they 
loved  the  old  man .'"  Poor  Arguelles !  few  men  who  have  figured  in 
the  political  affairs  of  Spain  for  the  last  thirty  years  will  leave  so 
honest  a  name  belaud. 


CHAPTEE  LXXIL 

Letter  to  Pierre  Munro  Irving — Occupied  in  Literary  Revision — His  Doubts 
about  the  King  who  first  made  Madrid  a  Court  Residence — Letter  to 
Mrs.  Paris — Besa  Manos  at  the  Royal  Palace — Survey  of  the  Scene — 
His  Meditations — Approaching  Departure  of  his  Secretary  of  Legation — 
Letter  to  Mrs.  Storrow — Letter  to  Mrs.  P.  M.  Irving — Besa  Manos  at 
the  Queen-Mother's — A  Succession  of  Diplomatic  Dinners — A  Blessing 
invoked  on  Surgeons  and  Dentists. 

IN  the  letter  from  which  I  aui  about  to  quote,  Mr.  Irving 
informs  me  that  he  had  just  received  from  Mr.  Prescott  a 
copy  of  his  History  of  the  Conquest  of  Mexico,  which,  we 
have  seen,  he  had  previously  read  in  sheets  furnished  him  by 
Madame  Calderon  de  la  Barca,  a  correspondent  of  the  his- 
torian. As  I  have  already  given  the  passages  relative  to  the 
work  in  another  connexion,  when  speaking  of  his  surrender 
of  the  theme,  I  content  myself  with  the  following  opening 
allusion  to  his  affairs : 

Madrid,  March  24,  1844. 

MY  DEAR  PIERRE, — I  have  received  your  letter  of  the  29th 
February,  containing  the  account  current  and  the  statement,  both  of 
which  are  highly  satisfactory.  I  am  glad  to  find  that  you  have  con- 
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eluded  the  Green  Bay  transfer,  and  raked  twenty-one  hundred  dollars 
for  me  out  of  the  ashes  and  cinders  of  that  once  sanguine  specula- 
tion. It  is  so  much  money  that  will  yield  me  interest  during  my  life- 
time, instead  of  producing  a  possible  profit  after  my  death.  I  trust 
my  other  investments  wifl  turn  out  more  productive,  but  shall  be 
glad  to  get  them  in  such  a  train  as  to  yield  me  income.  I  watch 
with  an  anxious  eye  the  gradual  growth  of  my  productive  funds  at 
home.  *  *  * 

The  cruel  malady  which  has  afflicted  me  for  nearly  fourteen  months 
past,  has  marred  those  literary  plans  on  which  I  calculated  so  san- 
guinely  when  I  set  off  upon  my  mission.  I  have  lately  resumed  my 
pen,  and  occupied  myself  occasionally  with  revising  some  of  my 
works  for  a  new  edition ;  but  I  have  to  exercise  the  pen  sparingly, 
as  I  find  literary  excitement  produces  irritation  in  my  complaint.  My 
correspondence,  too,  is  a  heavy  tax  upon  my  pen,  and  occupies  most 
of  the  time  I  can  venture  to  devote  to  it ;  yet  I  cannot  give  it  up  ; 
it  is  the  only  mode  I  have  now  of  keeping  up  an  intercourse  with  my 
family  and  friends. 

To  Mrs.  Storrow  he  writes,  six  days  after  (March  30th), 
when  he  was  looking  forward  sorrowfully  to  the  approaching 
departure  of  his  Secretary  of  Legation,  Mr.  Hamilton,  after 
mentioning  the  call  of  two  American  gentlemen  the  day 
before,  without  leaving  their  names  : 

Madrid  is  becoming  much  more  a  place  of  visitation  of  the 
Americans  than  it  used  to  be,  though  still  an  immeasurable  distance 

behind  Paris  in  this  particular.  Colonel  W ,  when  he  was  here, 

told  me  he  was  one  of,  I  think,  forty-six,  presented  at  one  time  to 
Louis  Philippe.  What  a  task  for  a  minister  to  have  to  present  such 
a  regiment !  I  never  could  stand  it. 

*  *  *  Our  spring  is  backward,  not  from  cold,  but  from  drought. 
Vegetation  needs  more  moisture  to  bring  it  forth,  and  there  has  been 
very  little  rain  for  months  past.  My  drives,  therefore,  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  city,  continue  to  be  somewhat  dull  and  dreary,  but 
I  hope  soon  to  find  the  meadows  along  the  Manzanares  once  more 
green,  the  groves  in  leaf,  and  the  nightingales  in  song.  I  doubt  if 
the  king  who  first  made  Madrid  a  court  residence  has  yet  got  out  of 
purgatory  for  this  monstrous  evil  inflicted  upon  the  nation  and  its 
visitors.  I  hope  he  may  be  kept  there  as  long  as  I  am  obliged  to 
sojourn  here — so  there's  Christian  charity  for  you. 

In  the  following  letter  to  Mrs.  Paris,  he  takes  up  the 
thread  of  his  diplomatic  themes.  His  elation,  at  the  close, 
at  being  restored  to  the  free  use  of  his  legs,  from  which  he 
had  been  so  long  debarred,  is  quite  in  character : 
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To  MRS.  PARIS,  New  York. 

Madrid,  April  17,  1844. 

MY  DEAR  Sl8TKR, — My  last  letter  concluded  with  the  entrance  of 
the  Queen  and  Queen-Mother  into  Madrid.  Various  fetes  and  cere- 
monies, civil  and  religious,  have  since  taken  place  in  honour  of  tin- 
return  of  Maria  Christina.  I  have  been  obliged  to  absent  in 
from  most  of  them  on  account  of  my  indisposition.  I  was  prcM-nt, 
however,  at  the  Jieaa  manos  (or  hand  kissing)  at  the  royal  palace. 
This  is  I  he  trrand  act  of  homage  to  the  sovereign  and  the  royal  family. 
The  day  was  bright  and  propitious.  The  place  in  front  of  the  royal 
palace  was  thronged  with  people  waiting  to  see  the  equipages  drive 
up  ;  while  the  avenues  were  guarded  by  horse  and  foot,  and  the  courts 
and  halls  echoed  with  military  music.  On  entering  the  palace,  the 
grand  staircase  and  the  ante-chambers  were  lined  with  the  officers, 
halberdiers,  and  attendants  of  the  royal  household,  and  thronged  with 
a  gorgeous  multitude,  civil  and  military,  glittering  with  gold  lace  and 
embroidery.  I  made  my  way  into  the  Hall  of  Ambassadors,  where 
the  throne  is  situated,  and  which  I  found  already  filled  with  grandees 
and  high  functionaries,  and  a  number  of  the  corp.i  rfMMMMfW.  I 
have  already  noticed  this  hall  in  my  former  letters ;  it  is  very  mag- 
nificent, though  somewhat  sombre,  the  walls  being  covered  with 
crimson  velvet.  It  has  a  great  number  of  large  mirrors,  immense 
chandeliers  of  crystal,  and  the  vaulted  ceiling  is  beautifully  painted, 
representing,  in  various  compartments,  the  people  and  productions  of 
the  various  countries  and  climates  of  the  Spanish,  empire,  as  it  existed 
before  its  dismemberment.  The  throne  is  on  the  side  of  the  hall 
opposite  to  the  windows,  just  midway.  It  is  raised  three  or  four  steps, 
and  surmounted  by  a  rich  canopy  of  velvet.  There  were  two  chairs 
of  state  thus  elevated,  one  on  the  right  hand  for  the  Queen,  and  on 
the  left  for  the  Queen-Mother  ;  at  the  foot  of  the  throne,  to  the  left, 
was  a  chair  of  state  for  the  Queen's  sister.  As  everybody  is  expected 
to  stand  in  the  royal  presence,  there  are  no  other  seats  provided.  I 
began  to  apprehend  a  severe  trial  for  my  legs,  as  some  time  would 
probably  elapse  before  the  entrance  of  the  Queen.  The  introducer  of 
ambassadors,  however  (the  Chevalier  de  Arana),  knowing  my  invalid 
condition,  kindly  pointed  out  to  rue  a  statue  at  the  lower  end  of  the 
hall,  with  a  low  pedestal,  and  advised  me  to  take  my  seat  there  until 
the  opening  of  the  court.  I  gladly  availed  myself  of  the  suggestion, 
and,  seating  myself  on  the  edge  of  the  pedestal,  indulged  myself  in 
a  quiet  survey  of  the  scene  before  me,  and  a  meditation  on  the  various 
scenes  of  the  kind  I  had  witnessed  in  this  hall  in  the  time  of  Fer- 
dinand VII.,  and  during  the  time  of  my  present  sojourn  at  this  court, 
and  in  calling  to  mind  the  rapid  vicissitudes  which  had  occurred,  even 
in  my  limited  experience,  in  the  gilded  and  anxious  throngs  which, 
each  in  their  turns,  have  glittered  about  this  hall.  How  brief  has 
been  their  butterfly  existence !  how  sudden  and  desolate  their  re- 
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verses !  Exile,  imprisonment,  deatli  itself,  have  followed  hard  upon 
the  transient  pageants  of  a  court ;  and  who  could  say  how  soon  a  like 
lot  might  befal  the  courtier  host  before  me,  thus  swarming  forth  into 
sudden  sunshine?  They  all  seemed,  however,  secure  that  their 
summer  was  to  last,  and  that  the  golden  days  of  monarchical  rule 
had  once  more  returned.  The  arrival  of  the  Queen-Mother  has  been 
regarded  by  the  aristocracy  as  the  completion  and  consolidation  of 
their  triumph.  They  have  crowded,  therefore,  to  do  homage  to  the 
throne,  and  the  Spanish  court  has  once  more  resumed  something  of 
its  ancient  splendour.  Indeed,  I  had  never  seen  the  royal  palace  so 
brilliantly  attended ;  and  the  whole  ceremonial  had  an  effect  even 
upon  the  French  ambassador,  who  has  been  slow  to  see  anything  good 
at  Madrid,  but  who  acknowledged  that  the  splendour  of  the  court 
quite  surpassed  his  expectations. 

After  we  had  been  for  some  time  assembled,  the  Queen  was  an- 
nounced, and  every  one  immediately  ranged  himself  in  order.  The 
grandees  take  their  station  on  the  right  hand  of  the  throne;  the 
diplomatic  corps  forms  a  line  directly  in  front  of  it,  with  the  French 
ambassador  at  the  head.  The  Queen  entered  first,  followed  by  her 
mother  and  the  Princess  Royal,  and  a  long  train  of  ladies  of  the 
highest  nobility,  magnificently  dreseed.  The  Queen  and  the  Queen- 
Mother  took  their  seats  on  the  throne,  the  latter  on  the  left  hand. 
The  Princess  was  seated  in  a  chair  of  state  to  the  left  of  the  throne, 
and  the  ladies  in  attendance  ranged  themselves  from  the  left  of  the 
throne  to  the  lower  end  of  the  hall.  Among  them  were  some  of  the 
most  beautiful  ladies  of  the  nobility  ;  they  were  all  in  court  dresses, 
with  lappets  and  trains,  and  as  fine  as  silk,  and  plumes,  and  lace,  and 
diamonds  could  make  them.  I  doubt  whether  even  the  lilies  of  the 
valley,  though  better  arrayed  than  King  Solomon  in  all  his  glory, 
could  have  stood  a  comparison  with  them.  (I  hope  it  is  not  wicked 
to  say  so.) 

The  little  Queen  and  her  sister  were  each  dressed  in  white  satin, 
richly  trimmed  with  lace ;  they  had  trains  of  lilac  silk,  and  wreaths 
of  diamonds  on  their  heads,  the  only  difference  in  their  dress  being 
the  superior  number  of  diamonds  of  the  Queen.  The  Queen-Mother 
had  a  train  of  azure  blue,  her  favourite  colour.  I  like  to  describe 
dresses,  having  a  knack  at  it ;  but  I  absolutely  forget  the  rest  of  her 
equipments.  The  little  Queen,  who,  by-the-by,  will  soon  cease  to 
deserve  the  adjective  of  little,  looked  rather  full  and  puffy  on  the  oc- 
casion, being  perhaps  rather  too  straitly  caparisoned ;  the  Infanta, 
too,  looked  pale,  and,  I  was  told,  was  m  bad  health.  The  Queen- 
Mother,  on  the  contrary,  was  in  her  best  looks ;  no  longer  fatigued 
and  worn  by  a  long  and  anxious  journey,  as  when  I  saw  her  at  Aran- 
juez,  but  cheerful  and  animated.  I  think,  for  queenly  grace  and 
dignity,  mingled  with  the  most  gracious  affability,  she  surpasses  any 
sovereign  I  have  ever  seen.  Her  manner  of  receiving  every  one,  as 
they  knelt  and  kissed  her  hand,  and  the  smile  with  which  she  sent 
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them  on  their  way  rejoicing,  let  me  at  once  into  the  secret  of  her  po- 
pularity with  all  who  have  frequented  her  court. 

I  remained  but  a  short  time  after  the  B<xa  manos  had  commenced. 
It  was  likely  to  be  between  two  and  three  hours  before  the  immense 
crowd  of  courtiers,  clergy,  military,  municipality,  &c.,  could  pay 
homage,  and  it  was  impossible  for  me  to  remain  standing  so  long.  I 
beat  a  retreat,  therefore,  in  company  with  the  charge  d'affaires  of 
Denmark,  the  veteran  D'Alborgo— a  thorough-going  courtier,  who 
had  risen  from  a  sick  bed  to  be  present  on  the  occasion.  I  have  since 
written  a  note  to  the  Minister  of  State,  requesting  him  to  explain  to 
the  Queen  and  Queen-Mother  the  cause  of  my  absence  from  most  of 
the  court  ceremonies  on  the  recent  joyful  occasion ;  and  have  received 
a  very  satisfactory  note  in  reply,  with  kind  expressions  on  the  part  of 
the  sovereigns.  There  is  to  be  another  grand  Bfsa  manos  on  the 
twenty-seventh  of  this  month,  by  which  time  I  hope  to  be  sufficiently 
recovered  from  my  long  indisposition  to  resume  my  usual  station  in 
the  diplomatic  corps. 

I  am  happy  to  tell  you  that  I  am  getting  on  prosperously  in  my 
cure  by  the  aid  of  baths,  which  I  take  at  home.  Indeed,  I  expect, 
in  a  very  little  ti:ne,  to  be  able  to  go  about  on  foot  as  usual,  and  only 
refrain  from  doing  so  at  present  lest,  by  any  over  exercise,  I  might 
retard  my  complete  recovery.  When  I  drive  out  and  notice  the 
opening  of  spring,  I  feel,  sometimes,  almost  moved  to  tears  at  the 
thought  that  in  a  little  while  I  shall  again  have  the  use  of  my  limbs, 
and  be  able  to  ramble  about  and  enjoy  these  green  fields  and  mea- 
dows. It  seems  almost  too  great  a  privilege.  I  am  afraid,  when  I 
once  more  sally  forth  and  walk  about  the  streets,  I  shall  feel  like  a 
boy  with  a  new  coat,  who  thinks  everybody  will  turn  round  to  look 
at  him.  "  Bless  my  soul,  how  that  gentleman  has  the  use  of  his 
legs!" 

I  want  some  little  excitement  of  the  kind,  just  now,  to  enliven  me, 
for  Alexander  Hamilton  is  packing  up,  and  preparing  for  his  depar- 
ture, which  will  probably  take  place  in  the  course  of  three  weeks.  It 
will  be  a  hard  parting  for  me,  and  I  shall  feel  his  loss  sadly,  for  he 
has  been  everything  to  me  as  an  efficient  aid  in  business,  a  most  kind- 
hearted  attendant  m  sickness,  and  a  cheerful,  intelligent,  sunshiny 
companion  at  all  times.  He  will  leave  a  popular  name  behind  him 
among  his  intimates  and  acquaintances  in  Madrid,  who  have  learned 
to  appreciate  his  noble  qualities  of  head  and  heart.  What  makes  his 
departure  very  trying  to  me,  is,  that  he  is  in  a  manner  linked  with 
my  home,  and  is  the  last  of  the  young  companions  who  left  home 
with  me.  God  bless  him  !  he  will  carry  home  sunshine  to  his  family. 

And  now,  with  love  to  "  all  bodies,"  I  must  conclude, 
Your  affectionate  brother, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

On  the  27th  of  April,  Mr.  Irving  informs  bis  niece,  at 
VOL.  in.  3  F 
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Paris,  that  he  had  given  two  diplomatic  dinners  lately,  and 
should  give  a  third  the  next  day.  "  You  will  think,"  he 
says,  "  I  am  quite  '  breaking  forth '  with  dinner  parties  ;  but, 
in  truth,  I  have  for  a  long  time  been  so  much  depressed  and 
out  of  social  mood  with  my  tedious  malady,  that  I  feel  quite 
in  arrears ;  and  one  of  the  first  impulses,  on  finding  myself 
really  getting  better,  was  to  call  my  friends  about  me  and 
make  good  cheer." 

The  following  is  written  under  the  same  auspicious  im- 
provement in  the  state  of  his  health,  and  after  some  en- 
couraging news  as  to  the  condition  of  his  investments  at 
home: 

To  MRS.  PIERRE  M.  IRVING, 

Madrid,  April  28,  1844. 

MY  DEAR  HELEN, —  *  *  *  I  have  been  rather  light-hearted  of  late, 
at  being  in  a  great  degree  relieved  from  the  malady  which  has  so 
long  kept  me,  as  it  were,  in  fetters.  Yesterday  I  was  at  a  Besa 
manos,  or  royal  levee,  at  the  palace,  in  honour  of  the  birthday  of  the 
Queen-Mother,  where  all  the  nobility  and  people  of  official  rank  have 
the  honour  of  kissing  the  hands  of  the  Queen  and  royal  family ; 
and  though  the  ceremonial  lasted  between  two  and  three  hours,  I 
stood  through  the  whole  of  it  without  flinching.  I  have  also  taken 
a  walk  in  the  green  alleys  of  the  Retire,  for  the  first  time  in  upward 
of  fifteen  months,  and  performed  the  feat  to  admiration.  I  do  not 
figure  about  yet  in  the  streets  on  foot,  lest  people  should  think  me 
proud ;  I  continue,  therefore,  to  drive  out  in  my  carriage.  Indeed, 
I  endeavour  to  behave  as  humbly  and  modestly  as  possible  under  "  so 
great  a  dispensation ;"  but  one  cannot  help  being  puffed  up  a  little 
on  having  the  use  of  one's  legs. 

*  *  *  In  consequence  of  the  nourishing  accounts  Pierre  has  lately 
written  of  the  state  of  my  investments,  I  have  just  given  a  succes- 
sion of  diplomatic  dinners,  and  am  looking  forward  with  impatience 
to  the  arrival  of  an  American  party  of  travellers,  to  have  a  pretence 
for  giving  more.  I  am  terribly  afraid  my  purse  will  get  ahead  of  me 
under  Pierre's  accumulating  management,  and  I  shall  grow  rich  and 
stingy.  However,  I'll  have  a  "  hard  try"  for  the  contrary. 

May  Srd. — We  have  beautiful  weather,  and  yesterday,  for  the  first 
time  in  upward  of  a  year,  I  took  a  walk  on  the  Prado  among  all  the 
gay  world,  and  then  seated  myself  under  one  of  the  trees,  and  looked 
on.  The  delightful  temperature  of  the  air,  the  sight  of  verdure,  and 
the  sound  of  fountains,  made  me  feel  quite  young  again,  and  I  pre- 
sume that  was  the  reason  why  all  the  ladies  looked  so  beautiful.  I 
do  not  think  I  have  seen  so  many  pretty  faces  in  the  course  of  a  morn- 
ing since  I  was  a  young  man.  In  fact,  I  have  now  and  then  thought 
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that  the  world  was  growing  old,  and  all  the  beauty  dying  out ;  but 
yesterday's  walk  in  the  Prado  convinced  me  that  I  was  mistaken. 

In  the  same  cheerful  mood  he  writes,  a  fe\v  days  after,  to 
his  brother,  who  had  informed  him  that  General  George 
P.  Morris  had  requested  permission  to  publish  his  story  of 
"  The  Wife,"  from  the  Sketch  Boole,  in  a  periodical  of  which 
he  was  proprietor :  "  Give  my  regards  to  General  Morris, 
and  tell  him  he  is  quite  welcome  to  my  '  Wife,'  which  is 
more  than  most  of  his  friends  could  say." 

In  another  letter,  written  near  the  same  period,  we  have, 
perhaps,  the  most  curiously  whimsical  and  original  benedic- 
tion that  ever  was  invoked.  It  is  in  reply  to  information 
that  one  of  his  friends  had  submitted  to  a  surgical  operation, 
which  had  ended  favourably : 

God  bless  these  surgeons  and  dentists !  May  their  good  deeds  be 
returned  upon  them  a  thousandfold  !  May  they  have  the  felicity,  in 
the  next  world,  to  have  successful  operations  performed  upon  them 
to  all  eternity ! 


CHAPTER  LX  XIII. 

Departure  of  Hamilton  —  Loneliness  —  The  new  American  Minister  at 
Paris — Heart-sick  with  the  Politics  of  Spain — The  Retiro — A  new  Secre- 
tary of  Legation — Letter  from  Barcelona — The  Turkish  Minister — Au- 
dience of  the  Queen — Reminiscence  of  the  Palace — Its  peculiar  Interest 
to  him — Count  de  Espagne — Letter  to  Pierre  M.  Irving — Temporary 
Leave  of  Absence  granted  him — Intends  to  visit  Paris. 

Tin;  day  after  the  departure  of  Mr.  Hamilton,  the  last  of 
the  three  young  companions  who  had  embarked  with  him 
in  his  mission,  and  were  linked  to  him  by  home  affinities, 
Mr.  Irving  writes  to  Mrs.  Storrow  (May  15th) : 

To-day  there  is  an  inexpressible  loneliness  in  my  mansion,  and  its 
great  saloons  seem  uncommonly  empty  and  silent.  I  feel  my  heart 
choking  me,  as  I  walk  about,  and  miss  Hamilton  from  the  places  and 
seats  he  used  to  occupy.  The  servants  partake  in  my  dreary  feelings, 
and  that  increases  them.  Juana  cannot  speak  of  the  Senorito,  without 
the  tears  starting  in  her  eyes.  *  *  * 

I  am  scrawling  this,  because  it  is  a  relief  to  me  to  express  what  I 
feel,  and  I  have  no  one  at  hand  to  converse  with.  The  morning  lias 
been  rainy,  but  it  is  holding  up,  and  I  shall  drive  out  and  get  rid  of 
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these  lonely  feelings.    To-day  I  dine  with  the  Albuquerques,  of  which 
I  am  glad. 

All  this  will  soon  pass  away,  for  I  have  been  accustomed,  for  a 
great  part  of  my  life,  to  be  much  alone ;  but  I  think,  of  late  years, 
living  at  home,  with  those  around  to  love  and  cherish  me,  my  heart 
has  become  accustomed  to  look  around  for  others  to  lean  upon ;  or, 
perhaps,  I  am  growing  less  self-dependent  and  self-competent  than  I 
used  to  be.  However,  thank  God,  I  am  getting  completely  clear  of 
my  malady,  and  in  a  train  to  resume  the  occasional  exercise  of  my 
pen ;  and  when  I  have  that  to  occupy  and  solace  me,  I  am  indepen- 
dent of  the  world. 

I  select  some  further  passages  from  letters  to  Mrs.  Storrow, 
addressed  to  her  at  Paris : 

May  I8tA. — I  am  wearied  and  at  times  heart-sick  of  the  wretched 
politics  of  this  country,  where  there  is  so  much  intrigue,  falsehood, 
profligacy,  and  crime,  and  so  little  of  high  honour  and  pure  patriotism 
in  political  affairs.  The  last  ten  or  twelve  years  of  my  life  *  *  *  has 
shown  me  so  much  of  the  dark  side  of  human  nature,  that  I  begin  to 
have  painful  doubts  of  my  fellow-men,  and  look  back  with  regret  to 
the  confiding  period  of  my  literary  career,  when,  poor  as  a  rat,  but 
rich  in  dreams,  I  beheld  the  world  through  the  medium  of  my  imagi- 
nation, and  was  apt  to  believe  men  as  good  as  I  wished  them  to  be. 

May  Ikth. — I  see  that  a  new  minister  has  been  appointed  for  Paris, 
Mr.  William  King,  of  Alabama,  who  for  many  years  has  been  in  the 
Senate  of  the  United  States.  He  is  an  old  acquaintance  of  mine,  a 
very  gentleman-like  man.  I  first  knew  him  about  the  year  1817, 
when  I  was  residing  with  your  uncle  Peter,  in  Liverpool.  He  was 
then  on  his  way  home  from  Russia,  having  been  attached  to  the  lega- 
tion at  that  court.  He  remained  a  week  or  two  at  Liverpool,  and 
dined  alternately  with  us,  with  a  Mr.  Kirwan,  of  Philadelphia,  and 
Mr.  Haggerty,  of  Virginia,  so  that  we  were  every  day  the  same  party 
of  five,  though  at  different  houses.  We  supposed  he  would  give  a 
good  account  of  Liverpool,  on  his  return  home,  as  a  very  hospitable 
place,  but  with  only  five  inhabitants.  I  believe  he  is  still  a  bachelor, 
in  which  case  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  he  were  an  old  one. 

I  have  enjoyed  myself  greatly  in  the  Retiro  of  late.  It  is  such  a 
delight  to  be  able  once  more  to  ramble  about  the  shady  alleys,  and  to 
have  the  companionship  of  nightingales,  with  which  the  place  abounds 
at  this  season  of  the  year.  There  is  a  beautiful  prospect,  too,  of  the 
distant  Guadarrama  mountains,  seen  rising  above  the  tree-tops,  tinted 
with  hazy  purple,  and  crowned  with  snow.  The  Retiro  is  one  of  the 
few  pleasant  haunts  that  cheer  the  surrounding  sterility  of  Madrid. 

*  *  *  I  am  rejoiced  to  find,  by  my  family  letters,  that  Mr.  Griu- 
nell  has  taken  Mr.  George  Jones's  house  for  the  present  year,  and 
that  Mr.  Minturn  continues  to  occupy  Mrs.  Colford  Jones's.  What 
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delightful  arrangements  thege  will  be  for  the  cottage  !  I  feel  home- 
sick at  the  very  idea !  It  will  be  a  gay,  social  neighbourhood,  with 
gaiety  of  the  right  kind.  Grinnell  will  be  a  famous  hand  for  yacht- 
ing with  the  jovial  mariners  of  Nevis.  Tell  Alexander  Hamilton, 
I  envy  him  the  merry  cruisings  there  will  be  this  summer  on  the 
Tappan  Zee. 

*  *  *  Give  my  kind  remembrances  to  Mr.  Storrow,  and  kiss  my 
darling  little  Kate  for  me,  who,  I  fear,  has  quite  forgotten  the  "  Unty 
from  whom  she  receives  so  many  remittances  of  the  kind. 
Your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

Alexander  Hamilton,  to  whom  the  message  toward  the 
» lose  of  this  extract  is  sent,  was  his  late  Secretary  of  Lega- 
tion, then  at  Paris,  on  his  way  homeward.  Nevis  was  the 
name  of  the  family  homestead  on  the  Hudson,  about  a  mile 
south  of  Sunnyside. 

The  following  extract  from  a  letter  to  his  sister,  Mrs. 
Paris,  announces  the  arrival  of  his  new  Secretary  of  Legation, 
Mr.  Jasper  H.  Livingston,  a  son  of  Brockholst  Livingston, 
Judge  of  the  Supreme  Court  of  the  United  States,  with 
whom,  as  has  been  noted,  Mr.  Irving  had  passed  a  part  of 
his  novitiate  as  a  student  at  law : 

June  I5tA. — I  am  now  preparing  for  a  journey  to  Barcelona,  where 
I  have  to  go  to  deliver  two  letters  from  the  President  to  the  Queen : 
one  congratulatory  on  her  accession  to  the  throne,  the  other  of  con- 
dolence on  the  death  of  her  uncle.  They  have  been  a  long  time  on  the 
way,  and  did  not  reach  us  until  long  after  the  Queen's  departure ; 
otherwise  I  should  have  delivered  them  here,  and  have  endeavoured 
to  dispense  with  this  journey  to  Barcelona.  It  is  a  long  journev  to 
make  in  this  hot  weather,  and  I  fear  I  shall  find  Barcelona  crowded, 
and  comfortable  quarters  not  to  be  had. 

Mr.  Livingston,  who  takes  the  place  of  Mr.  Hamilton,  arrived  here 
about  a  week  since,  with  a  nephew,  a  fine  boy  about  thirteen  years  of 
age.  They  have  taken  up  their  abode  with  me,  and  have  quite  en- 
livened my  house. 

Mr.  Irving  left  Madrid  for  Barcelona  on  the  26th  of  June. 
The  following  is  written  about  a  week  after  his  arrival  in 
that  "  beautiful  city,  which,"  he  writes  to  me,  "  appears  to 
ine  to  be  one  of  the  favoured  spots  of  the  earth ;  surrounded 
by  a  rich  and  fruitful  country,  magnificent  prospects  of  land 
and  sea,  and  blessed  with  a  sweetly  tempered  southern  cli- 
mate :" 
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To  MRS.  PARIS. 

Barcelona,  July  5,  1844. 

MY  DEAR  SISTER, — I  presume  Sarah  Storrow  lias  forwarded  to  you 
the  letter  I  wrote  to  her  on  my  arrival  at  this  city,  giving  some  ac- 
count of  my  journey  from  Madrid,  through  the  wild,  mountainous 
region  of  Aragon.  It  was  very  fatiguing,  very  hot,  and  very  dusty, 
yet  I  am  glad  I  have  made  it,  as  it  took  me  through  a  great  part  of 
what  was  a  distinct  kingdom  before  the  marriage  of  Ferdinand  with 
Isabella,  by  which  the  crowns  of  Aragon  and  Castile  became  united. 
We  travelled  almost  constantly,  day  and  night.  In  some  of  the  moun- 
tainous parts  the  diligence  was  drawn  by  eight, -and  occasionally  ten 
mules,  harnessed  two  and  two,  with  a  driver  on  the  box,  a  zagal,  or 
help,  who  scampered  for  a  great  part  of  the  way  beside  the  mules, 
thwacking  them  occasionally  with  a  stick,  and  bawling  out  their 
names  in  all  kinds  of  tones  and  inflections ;  while  a  lad  of  fifteen 
years  of  age  was  mounted  on  one  of  the  leaders,  to  act  as  pilot.  This 
lad  kept  on  with  us  for  a  great  part  of  the  journey.  How  he  bore 
the  fatigue,  I  can  hardly  imagine ;  and  more  especially  the  want  of 
sleep,  for  we  only  paused  about  six  hours  each  evening  to  dine  and 
take  repose.  He,  however,  I  found,  could  sleep  on  horseback ;  and 
repeatedly,  when  our  long  line  of  mules  and  the  lumbering  diligence 
were  winding  along  roads  cut  around  the  face  of  mountains,  and  along 
the  brink  of  tremendous  precipices,  the  postilion  was  sleeping  on  his 
saddle,  and  we  were  left  to  the  caution  and  discretion  of  the  mules. 
However,  we  accomplished  our  journey  in  safety,  in  defiance  of  rough 
roads  and  robbers,  and  arrived  here,  after  three  days  and  a  half  of 
almost  continual  travel. 

My  first  care  was  to  get  into  comfortable  quarters,  every  hotel 
being  crowded,  and  all  furnished  apartments  being  taken  up  since 
the  arrival  of  the  court.  For  a  few  days  I  was  stowed  away  in  a 
small  room  in  the  upper  part  of  a  hotel,  and  recollected,  with  regret, 
my  spacious  and  cool  saloons  at  Madrid.  While  thus  lodged,  I 
received  a  visit  from  a  Mr.  or  Don  Pablo  Anguera,  who  formerly 
acted  here  as  American  consul,  and  who  is  an  old  customer  and  in- 
timate of  Mr.  Van  Wart,  having  a  mercantile  establishment  in  Ha- 
vana, where  he  has  made  his  fortune.  He  and  his  wife  have  resided 
for  a  couple  of  years  in  England,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Mr,  Van 
Wart,  and  have  been  extremely  intimate  with  the  family. 

Finding  I  was  so  indifferently  lodged,  nothing  would  suit  this 
worthy  man  but  I  must  accept  of  a  part  of  his  house.  It  was  very  spa- 
cious, he  said,  and  his  family  was  very  small,  and  I  could  have  a  dis- 
tinct apartment  entirely  to  myself.  In  fine,  I  was  easily  compelled  to 
avail  myself  of  his  hospitality,  and,  accordingly,  here  I  am,  most 
capitally  accommodated.  I  have  the  front  part  of  the  house,  which 
looks  on  the  street,  to  myself,  while  the  family  occupy  the  apartments 
in  the  rear,  which  look  on  a  very  pretty  garden,  with  fountains, 
statues,  &c.  I  have  a  spacious  and  beautiful  saloon,  richly  gilded,  the 
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ceilings  painted  in  fresco,  the  furniture  fashionable  and  commodious, 
adjoining  which  is  a  cabinet  in  similar  style,  where  I  write,  receive 
visitors,  &c.  ;  and  a  noble  alcove,  in  which  is  a  bed  ample  enough  for 
the  seven  sleepers,  and  so  luxurious,  that,  had  they  once  been  tucked 
into  it,  they  would  have  slept  on  until  doomsday.  Lorenzo  has  a 
room  adjoining,  so  as  to  be  completely  within  call.  My  breakfasts 
are  served  to  me  in  the  cabinet,  and  I  dine  with  the  family,  or  dine 
abroad,  as  I  may  find  pleasant  or  convenient.  *  *  * 

I  am  delighted  with  Barcelona.  It  is  a  beautiful  city,  especially 
the  new  part,  with  a  mixture  of  Spanish,  French,  and  Italian  cha- 
racter. The  climate  is  soft  and  voluptuous,  the  heats  being  tempered 
by  the  sea  breezes.  Instead  of  the  naked  desert  which  surrounds 
Madrid,  we  have  here,  between  the  sea  and  the  mountains,  a  rich  and 
fertile  plain,  with  villas  buried  among  groves  and  gardens,  in  which 
grow  the  orange,  the  citron,  the  pomegranate,  and  other  fruits  of 
southern  climates.  We  have  here,  too,  an  excellent  Italian  opera, 
which  is  a  great  resource  to  me.  Indeed,  the  theatre  is  the  nightly 
place  of  meeting  of  the  diplomatic  corps  and  various  members  of  the 
court,  and  there  is  great  visiting  from  box  to  box.  The  greatest 
novelty  in  our  diplomatic  circle  is  the  Turkish  minister,  who  arrived 
lately  at  Barcelona  on  a  special  mission  to  the  Spanish  Court.  His 
arrival  made  quite  a  sensation  here,  there  having  been  no  represen- 
tative from  the  Court  of  the  Grand  Sultan  for  more  than  half  a  cen- 
tury. He  was  for  a  time  quite  the  lion ;  everything  he  said  and  did 
was  the  theme  of  conversation.  I  think,  however,  he  has  quite  dis- 
appointed the  popular  curiosity.  Something  oriental  and  theatrical 
was  expected — a  Turk  in  a  turban  and  bagging  trousers,  with  a  furred 
robe,  a  long  pipe,  a  huge  beard  and  moustache,  a  bevy  of  wives,  and  a 
regiment  of  black  slaves.  Instead  of  this,  the  Turkish  ambassador 
turned  out  to  be  an  easy,  pleasant,  gentleman-like  man,  in  a  frock- 
coat,  white  drill  pantaloons,  black  cravat,  white  kid  gloves,  and 
dandy  cane  ;  with  nothing  Turkish  in  his  costume  but  a  red  cap 
with  a  long  blue  silken  tassel.  In  fact,  he  is  a  complete  man  of 
society,  who  has  visited  various  parts  of  Europe,  is  European  in  his 
manners,  and,  when  he  takes  off  his  Turkish  cap,  has  very  much  the 
look  of  a  well-bred  Italian  gentleman.  I  confess  I  should  rather 
have  seen  him  in  the  magnificent  costume  of  the  East ;  and  I  regret 
that  that  costume,  endeared  to  me  by  the  Arabian  Nights'  Entertain- 
ments, that  joy  of  my  boyhood,  is  fast  giving  way  to  that  levelling 
and  monotonous  prevalence  of  French  and  KBgush  fashions.  The 
Turks,  too,  are  not  aware  of  what  they  lose  by  the  change  of  costume. 
In  their  oriental  dress  they  are  magnificent -looking  men,  and  seem 
superior  in  dignity  of  form  to  Europeans  ;  but,  once  stripped  of  tur- 
ban and  flowing  robes,  and  attired  in  the  close-titling,  trimly-cut, 
modern  dress,  and  they  shrink  in  dimensions,  and  turn  out  a  very  ill- 
made  race.  Notwithstanding  his  Christian  dress,  however,  I  have 
found  the  Effeudi  a  very  intelligent  and  interesting  companion.  He 
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is  extremely  well  informed,  has  read  much  and  observed  still  more, 
and  is  very  frank  and  animated  in  conversation.  Unfortunately,  his 
sojourn  here  will  be  but  for  a  very  few  days  longer.  He  intends  to 
make  the  tour  of  Spain,  and  to  visit  those  parts  especially  which  con- 
tain historical  remains  of  the  time  of  the  Moors  and  Arabs.  Granada 
will  be  a  leading  object  of  curiosity  with  him.  I  should  have  de- 
lighted to  have  visited  it  in  company  with  him. 

I  know,  all  this  while,  you  are  dying  to  have  another  chapter  about 
the  little  Queen,  so  I  must  gratify  you.  I  applied  for  an  audience 
shortly  after  my  arrival,  having  two  letters  to  deliver  to  the  Queen 
from  President  Tyler;  one  congratulating  her  on  her  majority,  the 
other  condoling  with  her  on  the  death  of  her  aunt.  The  next  day, 
at  six  o'clock  in  the  evening,  was  appointed  for  the  audience,  which 
was  granted  at  the  same  time  to  the  members  of  the  diplomatic  corps 
who  had  travelled  in  company  with  me,  and  to  two  others  who  had 
preceded  us.  It  was  about  the  time  when  the  Queen  drives  out  to 
take  the  air.  Troops  were  drawn  up  in  the  square  in  front  of  the 
palace,  awaiting  her  appearance,  and  a  considerable  crowd  assembled. 
As  we  ascended  the  grand  staircase,  we  found  groups  of  people  on 
the  principal  landing-places,  waiting  to  get  a  sight  ot  royalty.  This 
palace  had  a  peculiar  interest  for  me.  Here,  as  often  occurs  in  my 
unsettled  and  wandering  life,  I  was  coming  back  again  on  the  foot- 
steps of  former  times.  In  1829,  when  I  passed  a  few  days  in  Bar- 
celona, on  my  way  to  England  to  take  my  post  as  Secretary  of  Lega- 
tion, this  palace  was  inhabited  by  the  Count  de  Espagne,  at  that 
time  captain-general  of  the  province.  I  had  heard  much  of  the 
cruelty  of  his  disposition,  and  the  rigour  of  his  military  rule.  He 
was  the  terror  of  the  Catalans,  and  hated  by  them  as  much  as  he  was 
feared.  I  dined  with  him,  in  company  with  two  or  three  English 
gentlemen,  residents  of  the  place,  with  whom  he  was  on  familiar 
terms.  In  entering  his  palace,  I  felt  that  I  was  entering  the  abode 
of  a  tyrant.  His  appearance  was  characteristic.  He  was  about 
forty-five  years  of  age,  of  the  middle  size,  but  well  set  and  strongly 
built,  and  became  his  military  dress.  His  face  was  rather  handsome, 
his  demeanour  courteous,  and  at  table  he  became  social  and  jocose  ; 
but  I  thought  1  could  see  a  lurking  devil  in  his  eye,  and  something 
hard-hearted  and  derisive  in  his  laugh.  The  English  guests  were  his 
cronies,  and,  with  them,  I  perceived  his  jokes  were  coarse  and  his 
humour  inclined  to  buffoonery.  At  that  time,  Maria  Christina,  then 
a  beautiful  Neapolitan  princess  in  the  flower  of  her  years,  was  daily 
expected  at  Barcelona,  on  her  way  to  Madrid  to  be  married  to  Fer- 
dinand VII.  While  the  Count  and  his  guests  were  seated  at  table, 
after  dinner,  enjoying  the  wine  and  cigars,  one  of  the  petty  function- 
aries of  the  city,  equivalent  to  a  deputy  alderman  was  announced. 
The  Count  winked  to  the  company,  and  promised  a  scene  for  their 
amusement.  The  city  dignitary  came  bustling  into  the  apartment 
with  an  air  of  hurried  zeal  and  momentous  import,  as  if  about  to 
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make  some  great  revelation.  He  had  just  received  intelligence,  by 
letter,  of  the  movements  of  the  Princess,  and  the  time  when  she 
might  be  expected  to  arrive,  and  had  hastened  to  communicate  it  at 
head-quarters.  There  was  nothing  in  the  intelligence  that  had  not 
been  previously  known  to  the  Count,  and  that  he  had  not  communi- 
cated to  us  during  dinner ;  but  he  affected  lo  receive  the  information 
with  great  surprise,  made  the  functionary  repeat  it  over  and  over,  each 
time  deepening  the  profundity  of  his  attention ;  finally  he  bowed  the 
city  oracle  quite  out  of  the  saloon,  and  almost  to  the  head  of  the  stair- 
case, and  sent  him  home  swelling  with  the  idea  that  he  had  communi- 
cated a  state  secret,  and  fixed  nimself  in  the  favour  of  the  Count. 
The  latter  returned  to  us  laughing  immoderately  at  the  manner  in 
which  he  had  played  off  the  little  dignitary,  and  mimicking  the  voice 
and  manner  with  which  the  latter  had  imparted  his  important  no- 
things. It  was  altogether  a  high  farce,  more  comic  in  the  acting  than 
the  description ;  but  it  was  the  sportive  gambolling  of  a  tiger,  and  t 
give  it  to  show  how  the  tyrant,  in  his  hours  of  familiarity,  may  play 
the  buffoon. 

The  Count  de  Espagne  was  a  favourite  general  of  Ferdinand,  and 
during  the  life  of  that  monarch,  continued  in  high  military  command. 
In  the  civil  wars,  he  espoused  the  cause  of  Don  Carlos,  and  was 
charged  with  many  sanguinary  acts.  His  day  of  retribution  came. 
He  fell  into  the  hands  of  his  enemies,  and  was  murdered,  it  is  said, 
with  savage  cruelty,  while  being  conducted  a  prisoner  among  the 
mountains.  Such  are  the  bloody  reverses  which  continually  occur  in 
this  eventful  country,  especially  in  these  revolutionary  times. 

I  thought  of  all  these  things  as  I  ascended  the  grand  staircase. 
Fifteen  years  had  elapsed  since  I  took  leave  of  the  Count  at  the  top 
of  this  staircase,  and  it  seemed  as  if  his  hard-hearted,  derisive  laugh 
still  sounded  in  my  ears.  He  was  then  a  loyal  subject  and  a  power- 
ful commander ;  he  had  since  been  branded  as  a  traitor  and  a  rebel, 
murdered  by  those  whom  he  had  oppressed,  and  hurried  into  a  bloody 
grave.  The  beautiful  young  Princess,  whose  approach  was  at  that 
time  the  theme  of  every  tongue,  had  since  gone  through  all  kinds  of 
reverses.  She  had  been  on  a  throne,  she  had  been  in  exile,  she  was 
now  a  widowed  Queen,  a  subject  of  her  own  daughter,  and  a  sojouraer 
in  this  palace. 

On  entering  the  royal  apartments,  I  recognised  some  of  the  old 
courtiers  whom  I  had  been  accustomed  to  see  about  the  royal  person 
at  Madrid,  and  was  cordially  greeted  by  them,  for  at  Barcelona  we  all 
come  together  sociably  as  at  a  watering-place.  The  "  introducer  of 
ambassadors"  (the  Chevalier  de  Arana)  conducted  my  companions 
and  myself  into  a  saloon,  where  we  waited  to  be  summoned  into  the 
royal  presence.  I,  being  the  highest  in  diplomatic  rank  of  the  party 
present,  was  first  summoned.  On  entering,  I  found  the  little  Queen 
standing  in  the  centre  of  the  room,  and,  at  a  little  distance  behind 
her,  the  Marchioness  of  Santa  Cruz,  first  lady  in  attendance.  Unfor- 
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tunately,  I  forgot  to  take  notice  how  the  Queen  was  dressed,  and,  for 
this  time,  cannot  give  you  accurate  information  on  this  important  point. 
I  only  know  that  she  was  dressed  to  take  her  evening  drive.  She  had 
a  pinkish  bonnet,  with  pinkish  flowers,  and,  altogether,  her  whole 
dress  has  left  a  kiud  of  pinkish  idea  in  my  mind.  She  had  even  a 
slight  pinkish  bloom  in  her  face,  which  is  usually  pale.  Indeed,  her 
whole  appearance  is  improved ;  it  is  more  healthful.  She  is  growing 
more  and  more  womanly,  and  more  and  more  engaging.  The  expres- 
sion of  her  countenance  was  extremely  amiable.  She  received  me  in 
a  quiet,  graceful  manner,  with  considerable  self-possession,  express- 
ing, in  a  low  voice,  the  hope  that  I  had  made  a  pleasant  journey,  &c. 
This  must  be  the  hardest  task,  for  so  young  a  creature,  to  have  to 
play  the  Queen  solus,  receiving,  one  by  one,  the  diplomatic  corps, 
and  beginning  the  conversation  with  each.  Our  interview  was  brief 
I  presented  my  two  letters,  expressed  the  satisfaction  which  I  (really) 
felt  at  seeing,  by  her  improved  looks,  that  the  sojourn  at  Barcelona 
had  been  beneficial  to  her,  &c.,  after  which  I  retired,  to  give  place  to 
my  companions.  We  had  afterward,  one  by  one,  an  audience  of  the 
Queen-Mother,  who  is  looking  very  well,  though,  I  am  told,  she  is 
still  subject  to  great  anxiety  and  frequent  depression  of  spirits,  feel- 
ing the  uncertainty  of  political  affairs  in  Spain,  and  the  difficulties 
and  dangers  which  surround  the  throne  of  her  youthful  daughter. 
Nothing  could  be  more  gracious  and  amiable  than  her  reception. 
Her  smile  is  one  of  the  most  winning  I  have  ever  witnessed  ;  and 
the  more  I  see  of  her,  the  less  I  wonder  at  that  fascination  which,  in 
her  younger  and  more  beautiful  days,  was  so  omnipotent,  and  which, 
even  now,  has  such  control  over  all  who  are  much  about  her  person. 

July  1th. — Yesterday  I  made  a  very  pleasant  excursion  into  the 
country,  two  or  three  miles  from  Barcelona,  toward  the  mountains, 
to  a  little  rural  retreat  of  the  Brazilian  consul,  who  gave  a  dinner  to 
about  twenty-two  persons,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  of  the  corps  diplo- 
matique and  the  consular  corps.  It  was  a  very  handsome  and  a  very 
gay  dinner.  The  saloon  in  which  the  table  was  laid  looked  out  upon 
a  garden,  with  fountains,  the  rich  plain,  the  city  of  Barcelona  in  the 
distance,  and  the  blue  Mediterranean  beyond;  a  splendid  picture, 
seen  under  a  southern  sky,  and  with  the  enjoyment  of  the  softest  and 
most  voluptuous  temperature.  The  garden  of  the  villa  was  shaded 
by  fig-trees,  orange-trees,  citrons  ;  and  the  hedges  of  the  neighbouring 
fields  were  of  the  aloes.  Everything  looked  and  felt  and  breathed  of 
the  sweet  south.  We  returned  for  a  great  part  of  the  way  to  town  on 
foot,  the  evening  was  so  delicious.  The  more  I  see  of  Barcelona  and 
its  environs,  the  more  I  am  delighted  with  them.  *  *  * 

God  bless  you,  my  dear  sister.  Give  my  heart's  love  to  all  the 
dear  inmates  of  sweet  little  Sunnyside. 

Your  affectionate  brother, 

WASHINGTON  IEVING. 
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Eleven  days  after  the  date  of  the  foregoing  letter,  to  which 
he  refers  me,  with  a  hint  that  he  should  have  to  "greatly 
retrench  the  epistolary  prodigality  of  (his)  pen,"  and  in 
reply  to  a  letter  in  which  I  informed  him  of  my  having  taken 
advantage  of  a  miraculous  resuscitation  of  some  long-barren 
stock  of  his  to  sell  it,  he  writes  me  from  Barcelona  aa 
follows : 

July  \%th. — Yesterday  I  received  ray  letters  by  the  steam-packet 
of  the  15th  of  June,  among  which  is  a  despatch  from  government, 

granting  me  the  temporary  leave  of  absence  for  the  benefit  of  my 
calth  which  I  had  solicited.  I  shall  avail  myself  of  the  leave  of 
absence  toward  the  end  of  this  month,  to  make  an  excursion  to  Paris 
previous  to  returning  to  Madrid.  I  shall  thus  escape  the  dry,  parch- 
ing summer  heat  of  the  Spanish  capital,  be  enabled,  if  necessary,  to 
consult  the  French  physician  who  attended  me  last  autumn,  refresh 
and  recruit  myself  by  a  pleasant  tour  and  complete  change  of  climate, 
and  return  to  Madrid  early  in  the  autumn,  fully  prepared,  I  trust,  to 
enter  with  vigour  upon  my  literary  as  well  as  my  diplomatic  occupations. 
I  feel  quite  obliged  to  President  Tyler  for  enabling  me  to  make  this 
pleasant  and  healthful  arrangement,  and  hope,  in  return,  that,  if  he 
should  succeed  in  annexing  Texas,  it  may  become  an  appanage  in  his 
family,  for  the  benefit  of  his  eldest  son !  However,  this  is  a 
dangerous  aspiration,  and  I  beg  you  will  not  breathe  it  to  any  one  but 
Helen. 

By  the  same  opportunity  I  have  received  the  joint  letter  of  jour- 
self  and  Helen ;  or,  rather,  her  letter  with  your  postscript  crowded 
into  holes  and  corners.  *  *  *  Your  postscript,  however,  is  worth  its 

weight  in  gold,  as  you  tell  me  you  have  sold  my shares  of 

stock  for dollars  a  share.     This  is  really  so  much  money  hauled 

out  of  the  ashes.  I  shall  now  begin  to  think  something  may  one  day 
turn  up  for  the  girls,  out  of  the  dead  and  buried  claim  of  Auaky 
Yanz. 

Trll  Helen  this  new  and  nnlooked-for  influx  of  wealth  makes  it 
indispensable  for  me  to  hurry  to  Paris,  to  prevent  a  plethora  of  the 
purse.  Jupiter  !  how  I  will  burn  the  candle  at  both  ends  when  I  get 
there  !  Don't  tell  your  aunt,  though,  for  I  see  she  thinks  I'm  a  wild, 
expensive  young  dog. 

Your  affectionate  uncle,  W.  I. 

P,  S. — I  have  written  to  Mr.  Livingston,  my  Secretary  of  Lega- 
tion, to  have  my  old  carriage  vamped  up  and  varnished,  and  a  taller 
cockade  put  intoPepe's  hat  against  I  return  to  Madrid,  for  I  am  de- 
termined, now  my  pockets  are  so  full,  to  strike  out  with  unusual 
splendour.  Not  a  word  to  your  aunt,  however. 

The  "  aunt"  to  whom  he  alludes  in  this  playful  outbreak, 
was  his  sister,  Mrs.  Paris. 
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CHAPTER  LXXIV. 

From  Barcelona  to  Paris — The  Likeness — Marseilles — Avignon — Lyons — 
Versailles  —  Five  Days  with  the  American  Consul  at  Havre — Leaves 
Havre  for  London — Slips  through  London  quietly — At  the  Shrubbery 
— Back  to  France — Visit  to  King  Louis  Philippe — Letter  to  Mrs.  Paris 
— Court  Gaieties — Musings  in  the  Royal  Pile. 

IN  the  following  extract  we  have  a  pleasant  picture  of  the 
author's  wayfaring  from  Barcelona  to  Marseilles : 

To  Mas.  PAKIS. 

Barcelona,  July  28,  1844. 

MY  DEAK  SISTER, — To-morrow  I  embark  in  a  Spanish  steamer  for 
Marseilles,  on  my  way  to  Paris.  I  leave  this  beautiful  city  with 
regret,  for  my  time  has  passed  here  most  happily.  Indeed,  one 
enjoys  the  very  poetry  of  existence  in  these  soft  southern  climates 
which  border  the  Mediterranean.  All  here  is  picture  and  romauce. 
Nothing  has  given  me  greater  delight  than  occasional  evening  drives 
with  some  of  my  diplomatic  colleagues  to  those  country-seats,  or 
torres,  as  they  are  called,  situated  on  the  slopes  of  the  hills,  two  or 
three  miles  from  the  city,  surrounded  by  groves  of  oranges,  citrous, 
figs,  pomegranates,  £c.,  with  terraced  gardens  gay  with  flowers  and 
fountains.  Here  we  would  sit  on  the  lofty  terraces  overlooking  the 
rich  and  varied  plain ;  the  distant  city  gilded  by  the  setting  sun,  and 
the  blue  sea  beyond.  Nothing  can  be  purer  and  softer  and  sweeter 
than  the  evening  air  inhaled  in  these  favoured  retreats. 

July  29M.  On  board  of  the  Spanish  steamer  Villa  de  Madrid. — At 
seven  o'clock  this  morning  we  left  Barcelona,  and  have  been  all  day 
gliding  along  a  smooth  summer  sea,  in  sight  of  the  Spanish  coast, 
which  is  here  very  mountainous  and  picturesque.  Old  ruined  castles 
are  to  be  seen  here  and  there  on  the  summit  of  cragged  heights,  with 
villages  gleaming  along  the  shore  below  them.  The  Catalonian  coast 
is  studded  with  oright  little  towns,  the  seats  of  industry  and  enter- 
prise, for  Catalonia  is  the  New  England  of  Spain,  full  of  bustle  and 
activity.  We  have,  as  usual,  a  clear  blue  sky  over  head ;  the  air  is 
bland  and  delightful,  and  the  sea  enlivened  here  and  there  by  the  pic- 
turesque Mediterranean  vessels,  with  their  tapering  lateen  sails.  To- 
night we  shall  have  delightful  sailing  by  the  light  of  the  full  moon — 
a  Tight  which  I  have  peculiarly  enjoyed,  of  late,  among  the  orange 
gardens  of  Barcelona. 
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On  board  of  the  steamer  we  have  a  joyous  party  of  Catalans,  geu- 
1  lenien  and  ladies,  who  are  bound  to  St.  Filian,  a  town  on  the  coast, 
where  there  is  to  be  held  some  annual  fete.  They  have  all  the  gaiety 
and  animation  which  distinguish  the  people  of  these  provinces. 

While  I  am  writing  at  a  table  in  the  cabin,  I  am  sensible  of  the 
power  of  a  pair  of  splendid  Spanish  eyes  which  are  occasionally  flasb- 
ipon  me,  and  which  almost  seem  to  throw  a  light  upon  the  paper. 
Since  I  cannot  break  the  spell,  I  will  describe  the  owner  of  them. 
She  is  a  young  married  lady,  about  four  or  five-and-twenty,  middle 
sized,  finely  modelled,  a  Grecian  outline  of  face,  a  complexion  sallow 
yet  healthful,  raven  black  hair,  eyes  dark,  large,  and  beaming,  soft- 
ened by  long  eyelashes,  lips  full  and  rosy  red,  yet  finely  chiselled,  and 
teeth  of  dazzling  whiteness.  She  is  dressed  in  black,  as  if  in  mourn- 
ing ;  on  one  hand  is  a  black  glove ;  the  other  hand,  ungloved,  is  small, 
exquisitely  formed,  with  taper  fingers  and  blue  veins.  She  has  just 

Eut  it  up  to  adjust  her  clustering  black  locks.  I  never  saw  female 
and  more  exquisite.  Really,  if  I  were  a  young  man,  I  should  not 
be  able  to  draw  the  portrait  of  this  beautiful  creature  so  calmly. 

I  was  interrupted  in  my  letter-writing,  by  an  observation  of  the 
lady  whom  I  was  describing.  She  had  caught  my  eye  occasionally,  as 
it  glanced  from  my  letter  toward  her.  "  Really,  SeSor,"  said  she,  at 
length,  with  a  smile,  "  one  would  think  you  were  a  painter,  taking 
my  likeness."  1  could  not  resist  the  impulse.  "Indeed,"  said  I, 
"  I  am  taking  it ;  I  am  writing  to  a  friend  the  other  side  of  the 
world,  discussing  things  that  are  passing  before  me,  and  I  could  not 
help  noting  down  one  of  the  best  specimens  of  the  country  that  I 
had  met  with."  A  little  bantering  took  place  between  the  young 
lady,  her  husband,  and  myself,  which  ended  in  my  reading  off,  as  wefl 
as  I  could  into  Spanish,  the  description  I  had  iust  written  down.  It 
occasioned  a  world  of  merriment,  and  was  taken  in  excellent  part. 
The  lady's  cheek,  for  once,  mantled  with  the  rose.  She  laughed, 
shook  her  head,  and  said  I  was  a  very  fanciful  portrait  painter ;  and 
the  husband  declared  that,  if  I  would  stop  at  St.  Filian,  all  the  ladies 
in  the  place  would  crowd  to  me  to  have  their  portraits  taken — my 
pictures  were  so  flattering.  I  have  just  parted  with  them.  The 
steam-ship  stopped  in  the  open  sea,  just  in  front  of  the  little  bay  of 
St.  Filian ;  boats  came  off  from  shore  for  the  party.  I  helped  the 
beautiful  original  of  the  portrait  into  the  boat,  and  promised  her  and 
her  husband,  if  ever  I  should  come  to  St.  Filian,  I  would  pay  them  a 
visit.  The  last  I  noticed  of  her,  was  a  Spanish  farewell  wave  of  her 
beautiful  white  hand,  and  the  gleam  of  her  dazzling  teeth  as  she 
smiled  adieu.  So  there's  a  very  tolerable  touch  of  romance  for  a 
gentleman  of  my  years. 

Marseilles,  July  31*^.— I  arrived  here  yesterday  morning,  about 
eight  o'clock,  after  a  beautiful  sail  by  moonlight,  which  kept  me 
a  great  part  of  the  night  on  the  deck. 

I  entered  the  harbour  of  Marseilles  between  the  forts  that  guard 
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it  like  two  giants.  Just  without  the  fort  I  recognised  a  little  cove 
where  I  used  to  bathe  when  I  was  here,  just  forty  years  since.  I 
lauded  on  the  quay  where  I  had  often  walked  in  old  times.  It  was 
but  little  altered,  but  the  harbour,  at  that  time,  was  nearly  empty, 
being  a  time  of  war ;  it  was  now  crowded  with  shipping.  The  city 
had  nearly  doubled  in  size,  and  had  greatly  improved  in  beauty,  as 
have  all  European  cities  during  this  long  peace.  It  is  indeed  a  mag- 
nificent city,  one  of  the  stateliest  in  France. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  31st  July,  Mr.  Irving,  accompa- 
nied by  his  faithful  Lorenzo,  took  the  diligence  for  Avignon, 
and,  after  travelling  all  night,  arrived  early  in  the  morning 
at  that  "  ancient  and  picturesque  town,"  which  he  had  visited 
in  his  youthful  days.  He  took  another  look  at  the  old  castle 
where  the  Pope  resided  for  nearly  a  century,  and  a  peep  into 
the  old  church  where  once  was  the  tomb  of  Petrarch's  Laura, 
and  then  embarked  in  a  steamer  on  the  Rhone  for  Lyons. 
"  I  was  delighted  with  the  scenery  of  the  river,"  he  writes. 
"  It  is  very  varied,  many  parts  wild,  mountainous,  and  pic- 
turesque ;  some  parts  resembling  the  scenery  of  the  Hudson, 
with  the  addition  of  old  towns,  villages,  ruined  castles,  &c." 
Prom  Lyons  he  continued  his  course  in  another  steamer  up 
the  Saone,  the  scenery  of  which  he  did  not  find  so  striking  as 
that  of  the  Rhone,  to  Chalons,  whence  he  took  the  diligence 
for  Paris.  After  passing  a  week  "  of  heartfelt  pleasure"  at 
Versailles  with  his  niece,  Mrs.  Storrow,  and  her  children,  he 
set  off,  with  Lorenzo,  for  Havre,  to  pay  his  "  worthy  friend 
Beasley  a  visit,"  who  had  written  him  to  come  down  there 
before  Captain  Funck  sailed,  "  that  he  might  jollify  a  little 
with  the  magnanimous  captain  and  the  Ledyards,  who  were 
to  embark  with  hiai."  Prom  Havre,  where  he  spent  a  few 
days  "  most  pleasantly,"  he  set  off,  at  five  o'clock  in  the  after- 
noon of  the  21st  of  August,  in  a  steamer  for  London  direct, 
whence  he  intended  to  make  the  best  of  his  way  to  Birming- 
ham, the  residence  of  his  sister.  "Tell  Mr.  Storrow,"  he 
writes  to  his  niece  on  the  eve  of  his  departure,  "  to  send  all 
letters  for  me  in  an  envelope  addressed  to  Mr.  Van  Wart. 
I  do  not  want  my  name  to  appear  in  any  way  that  may  draw 
upon  me  invitations." 

He  slipped  through  London,  only  stopping  to  pass  his 
trunks  through  the  custom-house  ;  and,  after  a  pleasant 
sojourn  of  about  three  weeks  at  Birmingham,  where  he 
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found  his  sister,  who  had  been  an  invalid,  improved  beyond 
his  expectations,  he  shaped  his  course  again  for  France. 

The  tensing  remains  of  his  malady  still  clung  to  his  ankles, 
and  he  continued  to  linger  iu  Paris  for  some  time,  in  hopes 
of  getting  in  good  travelling  condition  by  the  aid  of  baths. 
A  le\v  days  before  he  set  off  on  his  long  journey  to  his  post, 
he  sends  his  sister,  Mrs.  Paris,  the  following  account  of 
another  visit  to  Louis  Philippe : 

I  have  been  living  so  quietly  for  some  time  past,  tbat  I  have 
nothing  new  to  tell  you  excepting  a  visit  which  1  paid  to  King  Louis 
Philippe,  about  a  week  since.  I  made  it  in  company  with  Mr.  King, 
our  minister  at  the  court,  and  Mr.  Wheaton,  our  minister  to  Prussia, 
who  is  making  a  sojourn  in  this  city.  The  royal  family  were  at  St. 
Cloud,  a  few  miles  from  Paris.  The  King,  while  at  the  country-seats, 
receives  privileged  visitors  in  the  evenings,  when  they  go  in  plain 
dress.  We  drove  out  to  St.  Cloud  in  Mr.  King's  carriage.  I 
thought  of  Napoleon  as  we  entered  the  gates  and  ascended  the  great 
marble  staircase  of  this  beautiful  palace,  for  it  was  one  of  his  favourite 
residences.  The  interior  of  the  palace  was  brilliantly  lighted  up. 
We  passed  through  spacious  halls  and  ante-chambers,  and  caught 
vistas  through  long  galleries  superbly  painted  and  gilded;  all  con- 
trasting with  the  partial  gloom  of  the  royal  palace  at  Madrid,  on  my 
•ninir  visit  to  it. 

We  found  the  royal  family  in  a  lofty  square  chamber,  at  the  end  of 
one  of  the  saloons.  As  on  my  former  visit  (in  1842),  the  Queen  and 
Madame  Adelaide  were  seated  at  a  round  table,  engaged  in  needle- 
work or  embroidery.  The  beautiful  young  Duchess  de  Nemours  was 
likewise  seated  at  the  table,  as  were  two  or  three  ladies  of  rank.  At 
another  round  table  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  room,  were  seated 
two  or  three  ladies  of  honour.  The  tea  equipage  was  on  the  table,  as 
in  a  private  house.  Several  gentlemen,  some  in  military  uniforms, 
were  in  groups  about  the  room.  The  Duke  de  Nemours  was  in  one 
of  the  groups,  and  the  King  was  conversing  with  a  diplomatic  per- 
sonage iu  the  embrasure  of  one  of  the  windows.  The  Kiug  was  in 
plain  dress,  and  there  was  altogether  an  absence  of  form  and  cere- 
mony. I  paid  my  respects  to  the  Queen  and  Madame  Adelaide,  both 
of  whom  recollected  me  and  my  previous  visit,  received  me  very 
amiably,  inquired  whether  I  was  engaged  on  any  literary  work,  &c. 
The  Queen  is  always  pale  and  thin,  but  appears  still  thinner  than 
when  I  last  saw  her.  You  may  recollect  that  it  was  but  a  few  days 
after  that  visit,  that  her  son,  the  Duke  of  Orleans,  was  killed  by  a  fall 
from  his  carriage— a  domestic  blow  which  she  has  never  ceased  to  de- 
plore. 

We  had  a  long  and  varied  conversation  with  the  King.   He  appears 


762  LIFE  AND  LETTERS  [1844. 

to  be  iu  excellent  heallli  and  spirits,  and  bears  in  his  countenance 
and  carriage  the  promise  of  a  length  of  days.  He  converses  very 
freely  and  copiously,  and  turned  from  one  subject  to  another,  varying 
his  humour  with  his  theme.  He  is  fond  of  telling  stories  of  his  ad- 
ventures in  the  backwoods  in  America,  and  gave  us  one  or  two  in  ex- 
cellent style,  laughing  heartily.  I  was  surprised  to  find  how  tena- 
ciously he  retains  the  names  of  places  and  persons,  the  relative 
distances,  the  nature  of  the  country,  &c.  &c.  Our  conversation 
must  have  lasted  for  half  an  hour,  and  was  more  like  the  frank,  social 
conversation  of  common  life,  than  the  diplomatic  communications 
between  a  king  and  ambassadors.  The  King  has  been  highly  gratified 
by  his  late  visit  to  England,  and  it  has  put  him  in  wonderful  good 
humour.  He  regretted  that  the  ocean  was  so  wide  and  the  United 
States  so  far  off,  that  he  could  not  pay  our  country  a  visit  with  equal 
convenience. 

The  next  letter  from  which  I  quote  is  addressed  to  the 
same  correspondent,  nine  days  after  his  arrival  in  Madrid, 
which  he  reached  on  the  17th  of  November,  after  a  more 
comfortable  journey  from  Paris  than  he  had  anticipated  from 
the  irritation  that  still  hung  about  his  ankles. 

My  return  home  was  hailed  with  transports  of  joy  by  the  whole 
household.  Juana  threw  her  arms  round  my  neck.  Old  Pedro,  the 
coachman,  cut  a  most  uncouth  caper,  and  I  had  much  ado  to  avoid 
the  embraces  of  the  cook's  aide-de-camp  and  the  footboy.  I  found 
everything  prepared  to  make  me  comfortable  for  the  winter :  my  bed- 
room fresh  papered,  curtained,  and  carpeted,  and  looking  so  cozy, 
that,  were  I  an  old  bachelor  (which  you  know  I  am  not),  I  should 
have  been  tempted  to  nestle  myself  in  it,  and  give  up  the  world  until 
spring-time. 

I  find  Madrid  quite  grand  and  gay  under  the  domination  of  the 
Moderados.  The  nobility  and  the  wealthy  are  vieing  with  each  other 
in  display,  during  this  interval  of  political  sunshine ;  and  as  many 
fortunes  have  been  made  by  men  in  office  and  political  speculators, 
all  Madrid  rattles  and  glitters  with  new  equipages.  One  would 
hardly  suspect,  from  the  luxury  of  the  capital,  that  the  country  was 
so  wretchedly  impoverished.  The  court,  too,  is  more  gay  and  mag- 
nificent than  I  have  ever  known  it  to  be.  There  had  oeen  a  grand 
concert  at  the  palace  a  few  days  before  my  arrival;  and  I  came  just 
in  time  for  a  Besa  manos  at  the  palace,  and  a  ball  at  General  Narvaez's, 
on  the  young  Queen's  saint's  day. 

After  some  account  of  the  crowded  JBesa  manos,  where 
the  diplomatic  corps  were  kept  standing  for  a  couple  of 
hours  in  front  of  the  throne,  while  the  immense  throng 
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passed  one  by  one,  kneeling,  and  kissing  the  hands  of  the 
Queen  and  royal  family,  the  letter  proceeds  : 

In  the  evening  was  the  ball  at  the  hotel  of  General  Narvaez,  at 
which  the  Queen  and  royal  family  were  present — a  compliment  rarely 
paid  to  a  subject  at  this  punctilious  court.  Though  the  hotel  of 
General  Narvaez  is  of  great  size,  built  around  an  open  court,  with 
great  saloons,  yet  it  was  exceedingly  crowded,  there  being  about 
fifteen  hundred  persons  present.  The  General  is  of  a  swelling,  mag- 
nificent spirit,  and  does  not  regard  expense ;  and  certainly  nothing 
had  been  spared  to  make  this  entertainment  worthy  of  the  royal 
presence.  An  inner  room,  at  the  end  of  the  principal  saloon,  was  ap- 
propriated to  the  Queen  and  royal  family,  with  such  of  the  royal 
household  as  were  in  attendance  on  them,  and  to  the  members  of  the 
corps  diplomatique,  who  are  expected  to  be  near  the  royal  person.  I 
had  great  difficulty  in  making  my  way  through  the  crowded  saloons 
to  the  royal  presence.  The  young  Queen  had  laid  aside  her  state 
dress  of  the  morning,  and  was  arrayed  simply,  but  becomingly,  in 
white.  Her  principal  ornament  was  a  necklace  of  six  rows  of  pearls 
with  a  splendid  diamond  clasp.  She  was  in  high  glee.  Indeed,  I 
never  saw  a  schoolgirl  at  a  school  ball  enjoy  herself  more  completely. 
A  royal  quadrille  was  formed  in  the  saloon  just  in  front  of  the  pre- 
sence-chamber. In  the  first  quadrille,  General  Narvaez  danced  with 
the  Queen  ;  Count  Bresson  (the  French  ambassador)  with  the  Queen- 
Mother  ;  the  Portuguese  Minister  with  the  Infanta ;  others  of  the 
diplomatic  corps  and  of  the  royal  household  with  the  princesses 
(daughters  of  Don  Francisco),  the  Princess  Carini,  the  French  am- 
bassadors, &c.  There  were  blunders  in  the  quadrille,  which  set  the 
little  Queen  laughing ;  and  queer,  old-fashioned  dancing  on  the  part 
of  the  Portuguese  minister,  which  increased  her  risibility.  She  was  at 
times  absolutely  convulsed  with  laughter,  and  throughout  the  whole 
evening  showed  a  merriment  that  was  quite  contagious.  I  have  never 
seen  her  in  such  a  ioyous  mood,  having  chiefly  seen  her  on  ceremo- 
nious occasions,  and  had  no  idea  that  she  had  so  much  TK&lfan  in  her 
disposition.  She  danced  with  various  members  of  the  diplomatic 
corps  ;  and  about  four  o'clock  in  the  morning,  when  she  was  asked  if 
she  could  venture  upon  another  dance,  Oh,  yes  !  she  said  ;  she  could 
dance  eight  more,  if  necessary.  The  Queen-Mother,  however,  got 
her  away  between  four  and  five.  I  was  repeatedly  asked  to  take  a 
part  in  the  royal  quadrille,  but  pleaded  my  lameness  as  an  excuse ; 
for  I  do  not  know  whether  my  years  would  have  been  a  sufficient 
apology  where  royalty  was  in  question.  I  left  the  ball  about  three 
o'clock  in  the  morning ;  and,  having  been  on  my  legs  at  that,  and 
the  Besa  manos,  almost  ever  since  one  o'clock  in  the  preceding  day, 
I  expected  to  be  laid  up  with  inflammation  of  the  ankles.  To  my 
great  surprise  and  satisfaction,  I  have  experienced  no  ill  effects,  and, 
ever  since,  the  symptoms  of  my  malady  have  been  declining. 
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I  have  given  you  but  the  beginning  of  court  gaieties.  To-morrow, 
the  corps  diplomatique  are  invited  to  a  royal  dinner  at  the  palace, 
which  1  am  curious  to  see,  having  never  been  present  on  an  occasion 
of  the  kind  at  this  court.  There  is  a  talk,  also,  of  a  succession  of 
concerts  and  balls  at  the  palace  ;  of  another  ball  at  General  Narvaez's, 
and  of  other  entertainments  in  the  court  circle,  unless  some  con- 
spiracy or  insurrection  should  break  out  to  throw  everything  in  con- 
fusion. Everything  is  undertaken  here  with  sucli  a  proviso ;  and  a 
lady  who  was  preparing  for  the  grand  ball  of  General  Narvacz,  ex- 
pressed her  fears  to  me  that  we  should  all  be  blown  up  there,  a  plot 
having  been  discovered,  some  months  since,  to  blow  the  General  up 
at  his  lodgings. 

A  few  days  later,  he  gives  his  sister  a  long  account  of  the 
royal  banquet,  at  which  the  number  of  guests  was  upward 
of  a  hundred,  composed  of  the  cabinet  ministers,  the  prin- 
cipal dignitaries  of  the  government,  the  diplomatic  corps, 
with  their  wives  (such  as  had  any),  and  the  ladies  in  atten- 
dance on  the  royal  family.  His  position  at  the  table  was  to 
the  left  of  the  Queen- Mother.  In  bringing  his  details  to  a 
close,  he  remarks : 

Thus,  my  dear  sister,  I  have  endeavoured  to  give  you  a  familiar 
idea  of  a  royal  banquet,  and  the  interior  of  a  royal  palace.  I  am 
afraid,  if  any  strange  eye  should  peruse  these  domestic  scribblings, 
I  should  be  set  down  as  one  infatuated  with  courts  and  court  cere- 
monies ;  but  these  are  intended  only  for  your  eye,  my  dear  sister,  and 
for  the  domestic  little  circle  of  the  cottage,  and  to  gratify  that  curi- 
osity which  those  who  live  in  the  quiet  and  happy  seclusion  of  the 
country  have  to  learn  the  reality  about  kings  and  queens,  and  to  have 
a  peep  into  the  interior  of  their  abodes. 

At  the  close  of  another  letter  addressed  to  Mrs.  Storrow 
at  Paris,  in  which  he  had  indulged  in  some  details  of  court 
entertainments,  and  other  festivities,  he  observes  : 

You  will  conclude,  from  all  these  details  of  gaieties,  that  I  am  a 
very  gay  fellow  ;  but  I  assure  you  I  am  often,  in  the  midst  of  these 
brilliant  throngs,  the  very  dullest  of  the  dull.  Unless  there  should 
be  some  one  or  other  of  my  few  cordial  intimates  present  to  whom  I 
can  link  myself,  I  am  apt  to  gaze  on  the  crowd  around  me  with 
perfect  apathy,  and  find  it  very  difficult,  and  at  times  impossible,  to 
pay  those  common-place  attentions,  and  make  those  common-place 
speeches  to  scores  of  half  acquaintances,  required  in  the  wide  circu- 
lation of  fashionable  society.  I  have  grown  too  old  or  too  wise  for 
all  that.  I  hope  those  who  observe  my  delinquency  attribute  it  to 
the  latter  cause.  How  different  my  feelings  are  at  these  court  fetes 


JIT.  61.]  OF  WASHINGTON  IBTINO.  7G5 

and  fashionable  routs,  from  what  they  were  at  our  cordial  little  Ame- 
rican soirees  at  Paris ! 

I  take  the  following  from  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Paris,  dated 
Madrid,  February  19th,  1845  : 

Madrid  has  been  uncommonly  gay  this  winter.  The  aristocracy, 
having  got  the  government  in  their  hands,  and  feeling  confident  of 
continuing  in  power,  have  resumed  somewhat  of  their  old  state  and 
splendour.  The  court  lias  been  quite  magnificent.  *  *  * 

I  have  been  particularly  pleased  with  two  concerts  given  at  the 
palace.  One  was  an  amateur  concert,  at  which  several  ladies  of  the 
court  circle  acquitted  themselves  in  a  manner  that  would  have  done 
credit  to  first-rate  artistes.  On  these  occasions  an  immense  range  of 
saloons  and  chambers  was  thrown  open,  different  from  those  in  which 
the  banquet  was  given,  or  in  which  the  Beta  manos  are  held.  The 
concert  was  given  in  a  splendid  saloon,  where  seats  were  provided 
for  a  great  part  of  the  company ;  many,  however,  had  to  stand  the 
whole  time.  The  seats  assigned  to  the  diplomatic  corps  were  in  front, 
close  to  those  of  the  Queen  and  royal  family ;  there  was  no  stirring, 
therefore,  from  one's  place.  After  the  first  part  of  the  concert,  how- 
ever, we  all  adjourned  to  a  distant  apartment  fitted  up  in  the  style  of 
a  grotto,  where  tables  were  set  out  with  a  cold  supper,  confectionery, 
ices,  &c.  &c.  *  *  * 

When  the  company  returned  to  the  concert-room,  I  did  not  return 
to  my  place,  but  passed  through,  to  the  range  of  apartments  beyond. 
Here  I  enjoyed  myself  in  my  own  way :  loitering  about  a  long  suite 
of  magnificent  rooms  brilliantly  lighted  up,  decorated  with  all  the 
luxuries  of  art,  hung  with  paintings  of  the  great  masters,  and  with 
historical  portraits.  These  I  had,  in  a  manner,  all  to  myself,  for,  ex- 
cepting here  and  there,  a  domestic  in  the  royal  livery,  or  a  couple  of 
courtiers  who  had  stolen  out  to  whisper  secrets  in  a  corner,  the 
whole  range  was  deserted.  All  the  embroidered  throng  had  crowded 
into  the  concert-room  to  be  in  the  presence  of  majesty.  I  wandered 
about,  therefore,  musing  and  weaving  fancies,  and  seeming  to  mingle 
them  with  the  sweet  notes  of  female  voices,  which  came  floating 
through  these  silken  chambers  from  the  distant  music-room.  Ana 
now  and  then  I  half  moralised  upon  the  portraits  of  kings  and  queens 
looking  down  upon  me  from  the  walls,  who  had  figured  for  a  time  in 
the  pageant  sof  this  royal  pile,  but,  one  after  another,  had  "  gone 
down  to  dusty  death."  Among  them  was  Ferdinand  VII.  and  his 
wife,  Amelia  of  Saxony,  who  had  presided  in  this  palace  during  my  first 
visit  to  Spain,  and  whom  I  bad  often  seen  objects  of  the  adulation  of 
its  courtiers — Amelia,  whose  death-knell  I  heard  rung  from  the  cathe- 
dral towers  of  Granada,  at  the  time  I  was  a  resident  in  the  Alhambra. 
Talk  of  moralising  among  the  tombs  !  You  see  one  may  moralise  even 
in  a  palace,  and  within  hearing  of  the  revelry  of  a  court. 
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CHAPTEE  LXXV. 

Extract  from  a  Letter  to  Mrs.  Paris — Narvaez — Passages  from  Letters  to 
Mrs.  Storrow — Letter  to  Mrs.  Paris — Transfer  of  his  Establishment,  in- 
tending to  send  in  his  Resignation — Resolves  on  a  brief  Visit  to  Paris — 
Lingers  there  to  see  Mr.  McLane,  the  American  Minister  at  the  Court  of 
St.  James — Transmits  his  Resignation — Visits  London  —  The  Oregon 
Dispute — Letter  to  Pierre  M.  Irving — Return  to  Madrid. 

I  CONTINUE  the  picture  of  Mr.  Irving's  life  at  Madrid, 
and  the  changing  scenes  in  which  he  was  mingling,  with 
some  extracts  from  a  letter  to  the  sister  to  whom  he  was 
accustomed  to  write  so  copiously  on  Spanish  affairs : 

*  *  *  General  Narvaez,  you  perceive,  is  quite  the  lord  of  the  as- 
cendant. There  appears  to  be  more  court  paid  to  him  even  than  to 
the  sovereign.  Wherever  he  goes  he  is  the  object  of  adulation,  not 
merely  among  men  but  among  women.  He  is  a  great  admirer  of  the 
sex,  and  received  by  them  everywhere  with  smiles ;  and  he  has  a 
quick,  inflammable  temper,  that  makes  men  stand  in  awe  of  him. 
He  is,  in  fact,  a  singular  compound ;  brave,  high-spirited,  proud,  and 
even  vain,  generous  to  profusion,  very  punctilious,  excessively  sensi- 
tive to  affronts,  but  passionate  rather  than  vindictive ;  for,  though  in 
the  first  moment  of  passion  he  is  capable  of  any  excess,  yet  when 
passion  is  past,  he  can  forgive  anything  but  an  insult.  *  *  * 

While  thus  at  the  height  of  power  as  a  subject,  and  apparently 
basking  in  the  sunshine  of  royal  favour,  I  look  on  the  position  of 
Narvaez  as  perilous  in  the  extreme,  and  I  should  not  be  surprised  at 
seeing  him  suddenly  toppled  down  by  some  unlooked-for  catastrophe. 
A  schism  has  gradually  taken  place  between  him  and  the  Queen- 
Mother,  which  is  daily  widening,  though  still  they  wear  the  external 
appearance  of  good  will.  The  Narvaez  Cabinet  has  pushed  the 
reform  of  the  constitution  to  a  great  extent,  so  as  to  take  a  vast  deal 
of  the  power  out  of  the  hands  of  the  people,  and  invest  it  in  the 
crown.  It  has  stopped  short,  however,  of  what  is  desired  by  some 
of  the  Absolutists,  who  are  for  restoring  an  absolute  monarchy ;  and 
it  has  stopped  short  of  the  wishes  of  the  clergy.  During  the  revo- 
lution, the  clergy  were  stripped  of  their  immense  landed  possessions, 
which  gave  the  Church  such  power  in  Spain  ;  and  all  the  convents 
of  monks,  and  most  of  those  of  nuns,  were  suppressed.  A  great 
part  of  the  lands  thus  confiscated  have  been  sold  and  resold,  and 
have  passed  into  the  hands  of  persons  of  all  ranks  and  conditions. 
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<  >n  •  great  object  of  the  Queen-Mother,  since  her  return  to  Spain, 
has  been  to  replace  the  clergy,  as  much  as  possible,  in  their  former 
state.  To  this  she  is  urged  oy  the  Court  of  Rome,  and  it  is  made  a 
condition  for  her  being  taken  into  favour  with  the  Pope,  receiving  ab- 
solution for  her  sins,  and  for  her  daughter,  Isabella  II.,  being  recog- 
nised by  the  Pope  as  the  legitimate  sovereign  of  Spain.  The  Nar- 
vaez  cabinet,  in  compliance  with  these  views  and  wishes,  have  sus- 
pended the  sale  of  the  Church  property,  and  have  determined  that  all 
that  remained  unsold  should  be  devoted  to  the  benefit  of  the  clergy. 
This,  however,  is  not  considered  enough  by  a  number  of  hot-headed 
priests,  who  have  recently  denounced  from  their  pulpits  all  those  who 
should  purchase  or  hold  property  that  had  been  wrested  from  the 
Church.  An  alarm  has  spread  through  all  ranks  of  society,  as  this 
rendered  all  property  insecure,  and  threatened  to  unsettle  society.  The 
Queen-Mother,  being  a  little  tender  in  conscience,  and  under  the  in- 
fluence of  some  of  the  most  bigoted  of  the  priesthood,  is  thought  to 
incline  to  ultra-monarchical  and  apostolical  measures.  Narvaez  has 
come  out  bravely  in  opposition  to  any  measures  of  the  kind,  and  has 
declared  his  determination  to  stand  by  the  constitution  as  at  present 
reformed,  defending  it  equally  against  absolute  Monarchists  and 
ultra  Apostolicals  on  the  one  side,  and  Revolutionists,  or  Radicals, 
on  the  other.  He  says  the  cabinet  are  all  strictly  united,  and  deter- 
mined to  stand  or  fall  together ;  and  he  trusts  to  the  fidelity  of  the 
army  to  check  any  attempts  at  insurrection.  Thus  you  see  how  cri- 
tical a  stand  he  takes — how  full  of  danger.  The  whole  cabinet  may 
be  upset  by  a  coup  d'etat  brought  about  by  the  policy  of  the  Queen- 
Mother  ;  or  Narvaez  may  be  shot  down  by  a  secret  enemy  or  rival 
(as  had  nearly  bcm  the  case  last  year);  or  the  army  may  be  cor- 
rupted, as  it  was  under  Espartero,  and  then  we  shall  have  confusion 
and  bloodshed.  Even  within  these  two  days  a  conspiracy  has  been 
discovered  in  Vittoria,  among  the  troops  stationed  there ;  and  this 
day's  Gazette  gives  the  names  of  three  captains,  several  lieutenants, 
and  about  twenty  sergeants  arrested,  of  whom  a  number  will  no  doubt 
be  promptly  shot  *  *  * 

Narvaez  has  great  faults,  but  he  has  also  great  merits.  He  has 
ri.-cn  to  the  level  of  his  situation,  and  displays  a  tact  and  capacity  in 
the  various  concerns  of  government  quite  beyond  what  was  expected 
from  him.  He  is  extremely  vigilant,  prompt  in  action,  and  pos- 
sesses the  true  spirit  of  command.  Altogether  he  appears  to  me  to 
be  one  of  the  most  striking  characters,  if  not  the  most  striking,  that 
has  risen  to  power  in  Spain  during  the  long  course  of  her  convulsions. 

The  espitolary  passages  which  follow,  present  some  inte- 
resting touches  of  self-portraiture : 

To  MRS.  STORROW. 

Madrid,  March  27,  1845. 
*  *  *  The  spring  has  suddenly  broken  upon  us   with  all  its 
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splendour, ;  that  is  to  say,  as  far  as  weather  is  concerned,  for  the 
vicinity  of  Madrid  affords  but  little  opportunity  for  the  spring  to  put 
on  its  gala  dress.  The  weather,  however,  is  exquisite.  Such  bright 
sunshine,  such  a  deep-blue  sky,  and  such  bland  temperature !  The 
Prado  is  gay  with  equipages,  and  the  promenade  crowded  with  all  the 
beauty  and  fashion  of  Madrid.  I  confine  my  drives,  at  present,  to 
this  popular  resort,  which  is  somewhat  like  the  Champs  Elysees,  and 
amuse  myself  by  observing  the  passing  throngs.  In  this  way,  though 
alone,  I  am  not  lonely.  Indeed,  I  have  been  for  so  much  of  my  life  a 
mere  looker-on  in  the  game  of  society,  that  it  has  become  habitual  to 
me ;  and  it  is  only  the  company  of  those  I  truly  like,  that  I  would 
therefore  pass  much  of  my  time  alone  through  choice.  I  breakfast  lon,a 
prefer  to  the  quiet  indulgence  of  my  own  thoughts  and  reveries.  I  there- 
wben  I  read  the  papers ;  then  pass  the  morning  in  my  study,  until 
summoned  to  my  afternoon  drive.  This  I  usually  take  alone,  amus- 
ing myself,  as  1  before  observed,  with  looking  out  upon  the  world.  I 
return  home  in  time  to  dress  for  dinner,  which  I  take  in  company 
with  Mr.  Livingston,  and  occasionally  a  guest  or  two  ;  and  in  the 
evening  I  take  my  quiet  seat  at  the  opera,  where  I  need  no  company 
to  help  me  enjoy  the  music.  This  is  the  scheme  of  many  of  my  days, 
though  occasionally  diversified  by  visits  to  my  particular  intimates, 
and  evening  gatherings  at  the  French  embassy,  or  at  Mr.  O'Shea's. 
My  literary  occupations  have  a  great  effect  in  reconciling  me  to  a 
solitary  life,  and  even  in  making  it  pleasant.  *  *  *  Besides,  I  am 
now  at  that  time  of  life  when  the  mind  has  a  stock  of  recollections 
on  which  to  employ  itself ;  and  though  these  may  sometimes  be  of  a 
melancholy  nature,  yet  it  is  a  "  sweet-souled  melancholy,"  mellowed 
and  softened  by  the  operation  of  time,  and  has  no  bitterness  in  it. 
My  life  has  been  a  chequered  one,  crowded  with  incidents  and  per- 
sonages, and  full  of  shifting  scenes  and  sudden  transitions.  All  these 
I  can  summon  up  and  cause  to  pass  before  me,  and  in  this  way  can 
pass  hours  together  in  a  kind  of  reverie.  When  I  was  young,  my 
imagination  was  always  in  the  advance,  picturing  out  the  future,  and 
building  castles  in  the  air ;  now,  memory  comes  in  the  place  of 
imagination,  and  I  look  back  over  the  region  I  have  travelled. 
Thank  God,  the  same  plastic  feeling,  which  used  to  deck  all  the 
future  with  the  hues  of  fairyland,  throws  a  soft  colouring  on  the 
past,  until  the  Very  roughest  places,  through  which  I  struggled  with 
many  a  heartache,  lose  all  their  asperity  in  the  distance. 

To  the  Same. 

April  Zrd. —  *  *  *  This  is  my  sixty-second  birthday.  I  recollect 
the  time  when  I  did  not  wish  to  live  to  such  an  age,  thinking  it  must 
be  attended  with  infirmity,  apathy  of  feeling,  peevishness  of  temper, 
and  all  the  other  ills  which  conspire  to  "  render  age  unlovely ;"  yet 
here  my  sixty-second  birthday  finds  me  in  fine  health,  in  the  full 
enjoyment  of  all  my  faculties,  with  my  sensibilities  still  fresh,  and  in 
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such  buxom  activity  that,  on  my  return  home  yesterday  from  the 
Prado,  I  caught  myself  bounding  up-stairs  three  steps  at  a  time,  to 
the  astonishment  of  the  porter,  and  checked  myself,  recollecting  that 
it  \vas  not  the  pace  belli  ting  a  minister  and  a  man  of  my  years.  If  I 
could  only  retain  such  health  and  good  spirits,  I  should  be  content  to 
live  on  to  the  age  of  Methuselah. 

To-day  I  am  to  dine  at  the  house  of  a  rich  neighbour,  Mr.  Arcos, 
who  has  a  fine,  joyous,  musical  family  of  youug  men,  so  that  I  anti- 
cipate a  jovial  birthday  dinner,  and  am  determined  to  be  as  young  as 
any  of  the  party. 

You  must  not  keep  angling  for  me  for  your  Swiss  tour.  I  am  not 

to  be  caught,  even  though  you  bait  your  hook  with  Mrs.  E and 

her  black  velvet  dress.  I  have  visited  Switzerland,  though  I  may 
never  have  talked  about  it  to  you.  In  my  young  days  I  crossed  St. 
Gothard,  on  my  return  from  Italy.  The  road  was  not  practicable  for 
wheel  carriages  then,  as  now,  so  that  I  crossed  on  horseback,  three 
days  from  the  Italian  valley  of  the  Tecino,  to  the  banks  of  the  Lake 
of  the  Four  Cantons ;  and  a  wild,  picturesque  journey  it  was  :  from 
the  rich,  umbrageous  scenery  of  Italy,  to  the  then  terrific  pass  of  the 
Devil's  Bridge,  uiid  the  dreary  valley  of  Schoellenen.  I  traversed  all 
of  the  four  cantons,  coasted  by  some  of  the  scenes  of  the  exploits  of 
William  Tell,  visited  Lucerne,  Zurich,  Basle,  &c.,  and  then  struck  off 
on  my  first  visit  to  Paris.  I  well  remember  what  a  home  feeling  I 
had  in  Switzerland ;  what  delight  I  had  in  again  meeting  with  log 
houses  among  the  mountains;  what  pretty  girls  I  saw  in  every 
village.  I  am  sure  I  should  not  see  as  many  now,  even  though  I 
have  the  advantage  of  looking  through  spectacles.  01),  days  ot  my 
youth  !  how  much  younger  and  greener  the  world  then  was  than  now. 
And  the  women ! — the  world  is  full  of  old  women  now ;  they  were  all 
young  in  those  times. 

*  *  *  Let  me  hear  all  about  Kate's  visit  to  Tom  Thumb.    I  hope 

she  may  not  be  guilty  of  the  same  indiscretion  as  Mrs.  E .     I 

rather  think  she  will  be  inclined  to  bung  the  general. 

To  the  Same. 

May  Ikth. —  *  *  *  Yesterday  we  had  a  grand  ceremony — the 
Queen  going  in  state  to  close  the  Cortes  ;  after  wlu'cli  the  corps  diplo- 
matique repaired  to  the  palace  to  make  a  farewell  visit  to  the  Queen 
and  her  mother  and  sister,  who  depart  this  day  for  Barcelona. 

*  *  *  There  is  a  complete  breaking  up  of  society  here  for  the 
summer.    The  diplomatic  corps  disperses  in  every  direction.     Part 
will  come  together  again  at  Barcelona.     Even  Mr.  Livingston  takes 
his  departure  for  France  in  the  course  of  a  few  days,  so  you  see  I  shall 
be  perfectly  alone.     If  I  can  only  exercise  my  pen,  however,  I  shall 
be  content. 

The  following  extract  of  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Paris,  dated 
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August  9th,  presents  scenes  and  groups  characteristic  of 
Spain.  There  is  something  striking  in  the  picture  it  gives 
of  the  loneliness  of  the  vast  landscape  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Madrid : 

My  evening  drives,  though  lonely,  are  pleasant.  You  can  have  no 
idea  of  the  neighbourhood  of  Madrid  from  that  of  other  cities.  The 
moment  you  emerge  from  the  gates,  you  enter  upon  a  desert :  vast 
wastes,  as  far  as  the  eye  can  reach,  of  undulating,  and,  in  part,  hilly 
country,  without  trees  or  habitations,  green  in  the  early  part  of  the 
year,  and  cultivated  with  grain,  but  burnt  by  the  summer  sun  into  a 
variety  of  browns,  some  of  them  rich  though  sombre.  A  long  pictu- 
resque line  of  mountains  closes  the  landscape  to  the  west  and  north, 
on  the  summits  of  some  of  which  the  snow  lingers  even  in  mid- 
summer. The  road  I  generally  take,  though  a  main  road,  is  very  so- 
litary. Now  and  then  I  meet  a  group  of  travellers  on  horseback, 
roughly  clad,  with  muskets  slung  behind  their  saddles,  and  looking 
very  much  like  the  robbers  they  are  armed  against ;  or  a  line  of  mule- 
teers from  the  distant  provinces,  with  their  mules  hung  with  bells, 
and  tricked  out  with  worsted  bobs  and  tassels ;  or  a  goatherd, 
driving  his  flock  of  goats  home  to  the  city  for  the  night,  to  furnish 
milk  for  the  inhabitants.  Every  group  seems  to  accord  with  the 
wild,  half-savage  scenery  around;  and  it  is  difficult  to  realise  that 
such  scenery  and  such  groups  should  be  in  the  vicinity  of  a  populous 
and  ancient  capital.  Some  of  the  sunsets  behind  the  Guadarrama 
mountains,  shedding  the  last  golden  rajs  over  this  vast  melancholy 
landscape,  are  really  magnificent. 

I  have  had  much  pleasure  in  walking  on  thePrado  on  bright  moon- 
light nights.  This  is  a  noble  walk  within  the  walls  of  the  city,  and 
not  far  from  my  dwelling.  It  has  alleys  of  stately  trees,  and  is  or- 
namented with  tine  fountains  decorated  with  statuary  and  sculpture. 
The  Prado  is  the  great  promenade  of  the  city.  One  grand  alley  is 
called  the  saloon,  and  is  particularly  crowded.  In  the  summer  even- 
ings there  are  groups  of  ladies  and  gentlemen  seated  in  chairs,  and 
holding  their  tertulias,  or  gossiping  parties,  until  a  late  hour ;  but 
what  most  delights  me,  are  the  groups  of  children,  attended  by  their 
parents  or  nurses,  who  gather  about  the  fountains,  take  hands,  and 
dance  in  rings  to  their  own  nursery  songs.  They  are  just  the  little 
beings  for  such  a  fairy  moonlight  scene.  I  have  watched  them  night 
after  night,  and  only  wished  I  had  some  of  my  own  little  nieces  or 
grandnieces  to  take  part  in  the  fairy  ring.  These  are  all  the  scenes 
and  incidents  that  I  can  furnish  you  from  my  present  solitary  life. 

I  am  looking  soon  for  the  return  of  the  Albuquerques  to  Madrid, 
which  will  give  me  a  family  circle  to  resort  to.  Madame  Albu- 
querque always  calls  me  uncle,  and  I  endeavour  to  cheat  myself  into 
the  idea  that  she  is  a  niece ;  she  certainly  has  the  kindness  and  amia- 
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bleness  of  one,  and  her  children  are  most  entertaining  companions  for 
me. 

Your  letter  from  the  cottage  brings  with  it  all  the  recollections  of 
the  place :  its  trees  and  shrubs,  its  roses  and  honeysuckles  and  hum- 
ming-birds. I  am  glad  to  find  that  my  old  friend,  the  cat-bird,  still 
builds  and  sings  under  the  window.  You  speak  of  Vaney's  barking, 
too  ;  it  was  like  suddenly  hearing  a  well-known,  but  long-forgotten 
voice,  for  it  is  a  long  time  since  any  mention  has  been  made  of  that 
most  meritorious  little  dog.  *  *  * 

A  short  time  after,  we  find  he  is  about  to  send  in  his 
resignation,  and  has  made  a  sudden  transfer  of  his  establish- 
ment to  the  Albuquerques' — an  arrangement  satisfactory  to 
all  parties,  excepting,  he  remarks,  "  to  my  poor  servants, 
who,  at  first,  were  quite  in  consternation." 

To  MRS.  STORROW. 

Madrid,  Sept.  fi,  1845. 

MY  DEAR  SARAH,— This  is  the  country  of  revolutions,  and  one 
has  just  taken  place  in  my  own  domains.  I  have  made  a  transfer 
of  my  establishment  (furniture,  &c.)  to  the  Albuquerques',  with 
whom  I  shall  live  en  fumille  for  the  residue  of  my  residence  in 
Madrid,  having  the  intention  to  send  home  my  resignation,  so  as  to 
be  relieved  from  my  post  by  the  opening  of  spring,  if  not  before.  I 
retain  a  small  part  of  the  apartment,  and  maintain  the  office  of  the 
legation  there.  This  arrangement  suits  us  all  admirably.  The 
Albuquerques  have  a  commodious,  well-furnished  house,  ready  pro- 
vided for  them,  at  a  time  when  they  were  at  their  wits'  end  to  find 
a  habitation,  and  I  am  saved  all  the  trouble,  delav,  and  sacrifice  of 
breaking  up  and  selling  off  an  establishment  by  pfecemeal.  In  the 
mean  time,  being  now  relieved  from  the  responsibilites  of  house- 
keeping, I  have  resolved  upon  making  a  brief  visit  to  Paris.  *  *  * 
I  will  return  to  Madrid,  until  regularly  relieved  from  my  post  by  a 
successor.  When  we  return,  Lorenzo  undertakes  the  superinten- 
dence of  the  Albuquerques'  household,  in  the  same  capacity  that  he 
has  lived  with  me.  The  faithful  Juana  likewise  remains  as  house- 
keeper and  lady's  maid ;  and  my  excellent  cook  retains  his  office,  so 
that  I  shall  have  my  old  servants  about  me.  At  present,  I  am  living 
delightfully  in  the  Albuquerque  family,  and  feel  quite  as  if  I  were 
among  relatives. 

The  "  brief  visit  to  Paris"  which  Mr.  Irving  was  medi- 
tating, resulted,  as  we  shall  see,  in  a  much  longer  absence 
from  Madrid  than  was  his  purpose  when  he  left. 

It  was  on  his  journey  to  Bordeaux,  at  this  time,  on  his 
way  to  the  capital  of  France,  that  he  was  induced  to  go  out 
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of  his  route  to  visit  the  little  town  of  Tonneins,  rendered 
memorable  to  him  as  the  scene  where,  long  years  before, 
he  had  played  the  part  of  the  English  prisoner  of  war.  The 
reader  may  recollect  this  incident  of  his  youthful  days,  as 
given  in  the  fourth  chapter  of  the  first  volume. 

Prom  Bordeaux  he  proceeded  by  sea  to  Nantes,  then 
ascended  the  Loire  in  steain-boat,  "  through  very  beautiful 
and  historical  scenery,"  and  at  Orleans  took  the  railroad  to 
Paris,  where,  he  observes,  "  I  arrived  quite  the  worse  for  a 
fortnight  of  fatiguing  travel."  On  the  1st  of  November,  he 
was  expecting  "  to  be  able,  in  the  course  of  a  few  days,  to 
return  for  the  last  time  to  Madrid."  On  the  15th  of  the 
same  month,  he  writes  to  me  that  he  was  still  lingering  in 
Paris,  in  hopes  of  seeing  Mr.  McLane,  the  American  minister 
at  London,  who  talked  of  making  a  brief  visit  to  the  French 
capital,  and  wished  to  find  him  there.  "  He  is  very  anxious," 
he  writes,  "  about  the  state  of  our  affairs  with  England.  The 
Oregon  question  is  becoming  more  and  more  difficult  of  ad- 
justment." *  *  *  "  Much  will  depend  upon  the  temper  and 
language  of  the  forthcoming  Message  of  Mr.  Polk." 

On  the  29th  of  December  he  writes  to  me,  still  at  Paris  : 

I  have  deferred  my  return  to  Madrid,  and  am  in  the  midst  of  pre- 
parations for  a  visit  to  England,  where  my  friends  think  I  may  be  of 
more  service,  during  the  present  crisis,  than  in  Spain.  I  shall  remain 
in  England  three  or  four  weeks,  part  of  which  I  shall  pass  at  Bir- 
mingham, and  will  then  set  out  for  Madrid,  there  to  await  the  arrival 
of  my  successor.  I  send  my  resignation  by  this  steamer. 

The  President's  Message,  though  firm  and  unflinching  on  the  sub- 
ject of  the  Oregon  question,  has  not  been  of  a  tone  to  create  any 
flare-up  in  England.  I  think  he  is  justifiable  in  the  view  he  takes  of 
that  question,  and  believe  that  the  present  cabinet  of  Great  Britain 
would  be  well  disposed  to  entertain  the  proposition  which  was  so 
haughtily  rejected  by  Mr.  Pakenham.  I  still  hope  the  matter  may 
be  settled  by  negotiation  ;  but,  should  England  provoke  a  war  upon 
the  question  as  it  stands,  I  am  clearly  of  opinion  that  we  have  the 
right  on  our  side,  and  that  the  world  will  ultimately  think  so. 

Immediately  after  the  date  of  the  foregoing  letter,  Mr. 
Irving  proceeded  to  England,  and,  on  the  3rd  of  February, 
writes  me  as  follows,  from  London : 

MY  DEAB  PIERRE, — I  have  now  been  about  a  month  in  England, 
part,  of  the  time  at  Birmingham,  and  part  iu  London.  I  came  here 
under  an  invitation  from  Mr.  McLane,  and  in  the  idea  that  I  might 
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be  of  more  public  service  here,  at  tliis  particular  juncture,  than  I 
would  be  at  Madrid.  I  think  1  have  been  of  service  through  old 
habits  of  intimacy  with  people  connected  with  the  government,  and 
through  the  confidence  they  have  in  me,  in  inspiring  more  correct 
notions  of  the  disposition  and  intentions  of  our  government,  and  in 
facilitating  the  diplomatic  intercourse  of  Mr.  McLane. 

I  have  been  closely  occupied,  during  the  greater  part  of  my  sojourn 
in  England,  in  studying  the  Oregon  question,  ana  in  preparing  an 
article  for  publication,  in  the  hope  of  placing  our  rights  and  our 
conduct  in  a  proper  light  before  the  British  public.  I  have  not 
finished  the  article  to  my  satisfaction,  and  circumstances  have  con- 
curred to  make  it  very  doubtful  whether  I  shall  give  it  to  the  press. 

A  close  and  conscientious  study  of  the  case  has  convinced  me  of 
the  superiority  of  our  title  to  the  whole  of  the  territory,  and  of  the 
fairness  of  the  offers  we  have  made  for  the  sake  of  peace,  and  in  con- 
sideration of  the  interests  which  have  grown  up  in  the  country  during 
the  long  period  of  the  joint  occupancy.  British  diplomatists  have 
greatly  erred  in  not  closing  with  our  proposition  of  the  49th  parallel, 
with  some  additional  items  of  accommodation.  They  should  never 
have  pushed  so  pertinaciously  for  the  three  additional  degrees  on  the 
Pacific  and  the  north  bank  of  the  Columbia.  This  was  merely  to 
protect  the  interests  of  the  Hudson's  Bay  Company ;  but  they  might 
have  been  protected  by  some  other  arrangement  involving  no  point 
of  pride.  The  full  possession  of  the  Columbia  River  is  a  matter  of 
importance  in  our  eyes,  as  being  one  of  the  great  outlets  of  our 
empire.  By  neglecting  to  close  with  our  offer,  and  to  negotiate  upon 
the  basis  of  the  49th  parallel,  the  British  diplomatists  have  left  the 
question  at  the  mercy  of  after  influences,  through  the  malignancy  of 
the  British  press  and  the  blustering  of  our  candidates  for  popularity, 
to  get.  up  prejudice  and  passion  on  both  sides,  and  to  make  diplomatic 
negotiation  almost  hopeless. 

As  I  doubt  whether  I  can  do  any  further  good  here  at  present,  I 
propose  setting  off  for  Paris  in  the  course  of  a  few  days,  thence  to 
continue  on  to  Madrid,  where  I  shall  await  the  arrival  of  my  suc- 
cessor. I  long  to  throw  off  diplomacy,  and  to  return  to  my  indepen- 
dent literary  pursuits.  Wy  health  is  now  excellent. 

From  London,  Mr.  Irving  proceeded  to  Paris,  to  take 
leave  of  his  niece,  Mrs.  Storrow,  who  was  soon  to  set 
off  on  a  visit  to  the  United  States,  and,  on  his  departure, 
made  a  rapid  journey  day  and  night  to  Madrid,  to  await 
the  arrival  of  his  successor,  who  had  not  yet  been  nomi- 
nated. 

From  Madrid  he  writes  to  Mrs.  Paris,  March  29th,  after 
a  long  absence  from  the  court : 

There  have  been  several  changes  in  the  cabinet  here,  which  have 
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caused  great  agitation  in  the  political  circles.  Narvaez,  who  had 
been  in  eclipse  for  a  short  time,  is  restored  to  power,  and  is  again  at 
the  head  of  the  government,  with  a  cabinet  completely  under  his  dic- 
tation. The  sessions  of  the  Cortes  are  suspended ;  a  royal  decree 
has  completely  gagged  the  press,  and  there  is  every  appearance  of 
absolute  rule.  *  *  *  The  question  of  the  marriage  of  the  young 
Queen  becomes  more  and  more  embarrassing.  Until  it  is  settled,  the 
affairs  of  Spain  will  always  be  in  a  precarious  state,  and  the  kingdom 
liable  to  convulsions. 

I  had  letters  from  home,  a  few  days  since — one  from  the  cottage, 
from  my  dear  Kate,  dated  in  February  last.  She  had  just  heard  of 
my  having  sent  my  resignation  to  government,  and  now  felt  persuaded 
that  I  would  soon  return.  She  gives  me  until  the  month  of  June. 
I  had  hoped  to  be  home  before  that  time,  but  now  I  see  no  likelihood 
of  it.  My  successor  was  not  appointed  at  the  middle  of  February. 
When  appointed,  it  will  take  him  some  time  to  prepare  for  embarka- 
tion ;  then  he  will  probably  come  by  the  way  of  England  and  France, 
and  loiter  by  the  way — especially  at  Paris,  which  is  a  kind  of  fitting- 
out  place,  to  buy  furniture,  &c.  &c.  I  watch  the  American  papers 
anxiously  for  some  notice  on  the  subject.  To-morrow  I  shall  have 
news  by  the  steamer  of  the  1st  March,  and  I  hope  it  will  bring  me 
something  definite  on  the  subject.  Now  that  I  am  in  a  manner  half 
dismounted  from  my  post,  1  am  anxious  to  have  done  entirely  with  di- 
plomatic business,  and  to  be  on  my  way  home. 

April  25th,  he  writes  to  Mrs.  Paris,  shortly  after  the  pre- 
cipitate banishment  of  Narvaez  : 

The  day  after  to-morrow  we  have  a  grand  Besa  manos,  on  the  birth- 
day of  the  Queen-Mother.  It  will  be  the  first  grand  court  ceremony 
since  my  return  from  Paris. 

You  will  have  heard  of  the  late  events  in  the  Spanish  Court — the 
downfal  and  banishment  of  Narvaez.  It  was  considered  a  harsh 
and  ungrateful  act  on  the  part  of  the  sovereigns,  and  has  added  to 
the  unpopularity  of  the  Queen-Mother.  The  changes  and  sudden 
transitions  in  the  Spanish  Court  are  something  like  those  in  the 
courts  of  the  East.  It  only  wants  the  bowstring  to  make  the  resem- 
blance complete.  I  am  getting  tired  of  courts,  however,  altogether, 
and  shall  be  right  glad  to  throw  off  my  diplomatic  coat  for  the  last 
time. 

In  one  of  his  diplomatic  despatches  to  Mr.  "Webster, 
before  his  retirement  from  the  administration  of  President 
Tyler,  in  the  spring  of  1843,  referring  to  the  unparalleled 
number  of  changes  that  had  taken  place  in  the  Spanish  Ca- 
binet -within  the  preceding  eight  years,  which,  in  the  De- 
partment of  State,  in  which  the  lowest  number  occurred, 
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amounted  "to  two  and  a  half  ministers  per  annum,"   Mr. 
Irving  remarks : 

It  gives  a  startling  idea  of  the  interruptions  to  which  an  extended 
negotiation  with  this  government  must  be  subject.  *  *  *  This  con- 
sumption of  ministers  is  appalling.  *  *  *  To  carry  on  a  negotiation 
with  such  transient  functionaries,  is  like  bargaining  at  the  window  of 
a  railroad  car :  before  you  can  get  a  reply  to  a  proposition,  the  other 
party  is  out  of  sight. 


CHAPTEE  LXXYI. 

Historical  Extract  from  a  Diplomatic  Despatch — Hears  of  the  Appoint- 
ment of  a  Successor — His  Feeling  in  regard  to  the  War  with  Mexico — 
Allusion  to  the  Settlement  of  the  Oregon  Question — Arrival  of  General 
Saunders — Audience  of  Leave — Return  to  Sunnyside — The  Addition — 
Preparing  a  complete  Edition  of  his  Works  —  Letter  to  Gouverneur 
Kemble. 

I  CLOSE  the  minister's  narrative  of  the  caprices  of  Spanish 
politics  with  the  following  extract  from  an  official  despatch 
to  James  Buchanan,  Secretary  of  State,  in  which  there  had 
been  allusion  to  a  crisis  of  many  days'  continuance  in  com- 
pleting the  new  cabinet  under  Isturiz,  as  head  of  the  State 
Department.  The  despatch  is  dated  April  18th,  1846  : 

While  dissension  has  been  prevalent  at  head-quarters,  an  insurrec- 
tion has  broken  out  in  Gallicia.  Symptoms  of  this  appeared  during 
the  last  period  of  Narvaez's  administration,  and  apprehensions  were 
entertained  that  the  Prince  Don  Enrique,  who  was  at  Corunna,  would 
be  induced  to  head  it.  Narvaez  proceeded  in  the  matter  with  his 
usual  promptness.  Military  measures  were  taken  to  suppress  the  in- 
surrection, and  a  royal  command  was  issued  to  the  Prince  to  leave 
the  kingdom  instantly,  and  choose  some  place  in  France  for  his  resi- 
dence, there  to  await  royal  orders,  with  the  understanding  that,  should 
he  absent  himself  from  the  place  chosen,  he  would  be  stripped  of  all 
the  honours  and  consideration  of  a  royal  prince  of  Spain ;  and,  should 
he  return  to  Spain  contrary  to  the  royal  command,  he  would  subject 
himself  to  prosecution  before  any  tribunal  in  the  kingdom.  The  Prince 
obeyed  the  royal  command  implicitly,  and  chose  Bayonne  as  his  place 
of  exile.  Scarce  had  he  been  there  a  few  days,  when  Narvaez  himself 
arrived  there — a  banished  man !  The  public  papers  state  that  Narvaez, 
soon  after  his  arrival,  paid  the  Prince  a  visit  of  respect,  arrayed  in  full 
uniform.  The  interview  must  have  been  a  curious  one.  As  has  been 
well  observed,  there  is  so  much  of  the  comic  in  these  sudden  and 
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violent  changes  and  transitions  in  Spanish  politics,  that  we  should  be 
disposed  to  laugh  at  them,  only  that  they  occur  so  rapidly  we  have 
not  time  to  laugh.  Accustomed  as  I  have  become  to  all  kinds  of  con- 
tradictory moves,  I  should  not  be  surprised  to  see  Narvaez  back  here 
again  before  long,  at  the  head  of  affairs.  The  government,  in  its  per- 
plexed condition,  with  differences  of  opinion  in  the  cabinet,  with  an 
active  and  confident  opposition  gaining  strength  in  the  capital,  and 
rumours  of  conspiracies  in  the  provinces,  begins  to  feel  the  want  of 
Narvaez's  energy,  activity,  and  spirit  of  control.  This  is  especially 
the  case  since  it  is  found  that,  in  Gallicia,  some  of  the  army  have 
joined  the  insurgents.  Every  one  of  the  leading  personages  in  power 
attempts  to  shift  off  the  odium  of  his  precipitate  banishment,  and  to 
hint  a  wish  for  his  return.  In  the  meantime,  the  arbitrary  measures 
instituted  under  his  ministry  continue  in  force ;  and  an  attempt  has 
been  made  to  imitate  his  military  vigour,  by  issuing  a  circular  to  the 
Gefes  Politicos,  or  heads  of  municipalities,  throughout  the  kingdom, 
authorising  them  to  declare  martial  law  in  their  respective  jurisdic- 
tions on  any  appearance  of  popular  disturbance.  These  rigorous 
measures,  however,  are  considered  as  proofs  of  distrust  and  alarm  on 
the  part  of  government,  rather  than  of  confidence  and  decision.  A 
general  uneasiness  prevails  throughout  the  community,  and  fearful 
forebodings  of  an  approaching  convulsion. 

Soon  after  the  date  of  the  foregoing  extract,  Mr.  Irving 
was  informed,  through  the  public  papers,  that  Romulus  M. 
Saunders,  of  North  Carolina,  had  been  appointed  to  the 
Spanish  mission.  His  resignation  had  been  transmitted  in 
December,  and  he  had  been  looking  impatiently  for  tidings 
of  the  appointment  of  a  successor. 

At  this  time  came  the  news  of  the  breaking  out  of  the  war 
with  Mexico — a  result  of  the  scheme  of  the  annexation  of 
Texas,  which  had  been  brought  to  a  successful  issue  at  the 
close  of  Mr.  Tyler's  administration,  while  John  C.  Calhoun 
was  Secretary  of  State. 

On  the  24th  of  June,  he  writes  me  from  Madrid,  where  he 
was  still  awaiting  the  uncertain  arrival  of  his  successor : 

I  regret  exceedingly  that  we  have  got  engaged  in  a  war  with 
Mexico.  That  power  has  been  badly  advised ;  she  should  have  re- 
ceived Mr.  Slidell,  and  the  matters  between  us  might  have  been 
amicably  arranged.  She  has  been  induced  to  believe  that  certain 
foreign  powers  would  back  her,  very  probably ;  if  so,  she  will  find 
that,  after  all  their  tampering,  they  will  leave  her  in  the  lurch.  The 
situation  in  which  our  little  army  under  General  Taylor  was  placed, 
apparently  cut  off  from  his  supplies,  and  surrounded  by  a  superior 
force,  gave  me  great  uneasiness.  I  feared  some  humiliating  blow, 
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and  saw  that  the  English  press  was  preparing  to  trumpet  it  forth  to 
Europe  with  the  customary  insults  aud  exaggerations.  I  feared,  also, 
that  a  blow  of  the  kind  would  tend  to  prolong  the  war,  as  we  could 
not  think  of  peace  until  we  had  completely  obliterated  the  disgrace. 
When  I  read,  therefore,  the  account  of  the  gallant  manner  in  which 
Taylor  and  his  little  army  had  acquitted  themselves,  and  the  generous 
manner  in  which  they  had  treated  their  vanquished  enemies,  the 
tears  absolutely  started  into  my  eyes,  and  a  loaa  was  taken  from  my 
heart.  I  sincerely  hope  this  brilliant  victory  will  be  followed  up  by 
magnanimous  feeling  on  the  part  of  our  government,  and  that  the 
war  may  be  brought  to  a  speedy  close  on  fair  and  honourable  terms. 

"With  kind  recollections  of  England  and  the  home  feeling 
he  had  once  enjoyed  there,  Mr.  Irving  had  been  much  dis- 
turbed of  late  by  noticing,  in  the  Madrid  Gazette,  articles 
from  English  journals,  in  which  all  our  acts  and  intentions 
in  regard  to  the  Oregon  question  and  the  disputes  with 
Mexico  were  grossly  misrepresented,  and  we  were  reviled  as 
a  people  without  principle  or  faith.  As  the  Gazette  was 
exclusively  a  court  paper,  edited  by  persons  about  the  go- 
vernment, he  took  occasion  to  inquire  of  Mr.  Isturiz,  the 
Minister  of  State,  whether  these  British  calumnies  were  be- 
lieved and  countenanced  by  the  cabinet.  Mr.  Isturiz  assured 
him  that  he  had  not  noticed  the  offensive  articles,  and  that 
he  would  take  care  to  have  them  excluded  for  the  future. 

In  another  letter,  showing  how  much  he  deprecated  the 
effect  of  these  persevering  attempts  to  debase  the  national 
name,  he  remarks  :  "  A  rancorous  prejudice  against  us  has 
been  diligently  inculcated  of  late  years  by  the  British  press, 
and  it  is  daily  producing  its  fruits  of  bitterness." 

"  Bulwer,"  he  once  exclaimed  to  the  British  minister  at 
Madrid,  in  strong  excitement  on  the  same  subject,  "  I  should 
deplore  exceedingly  a  war  with  England,  for  depend  upon  it, 
if  we  must  come  to  blows,  it  will  be  serious  work  for  both. 
You  might  break  our  head  at  first,  but  by  Heaven !  we  would 
break  your  back  in  the  end." 

Late  in  July,  in  a  letter  to  me,  he  has  this  allusion  to  the 
final  adjustment  of  the  Oregon  embroilment: 

The  settlement  of  the  Oregon  question  is  a  vast  event  for  our 
national  credit  and  national  prosperity.  The  war  with  Mexico  will 
in  all  probability  be  wound  up  before  long,  and  then  our  commercial 
affairs  will  have  no  external  dangers  to  apprehend  for  a  long  series  of 
years. 
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I  have  reason  to  congratulate  myself  that,  in  a  quiet  way,  I  was 
enabled,  while  in  England,  to  facilitate  the  frank  and  confiding  inter- 
course of  Mr.  McLane  and  Lord  Aberdeen,  which  has  proved  so 
beneficial  to  the  settlement  of  this  question ;  so  that,  though  I  did 
not  publish  the  pamphlet  I  had  prepared,  my  visit  to  England  was 
not  without  its  utility. 

On  the  25th  of  July,  Mr.  Irving  informs  me  that  General 
Saunders  had  arrived  about  three  days  before.  "  I,  of  course," 
he  adds,  "  am  busy  preparing  to  pass  the  legation  into  his 
hands  as  soon  as  lie  has  been  accredited,  which  will  probably 
be  two  or  three  days  hence.  I  shall  then  take  my  departure 
almost  immediately,  having  made  all  my  travelling  prepara- 
tions. Soon  after,  he  closes  his  diplomatic  letters  to  Mrs. 
Paris  with  this  account  of  his  audience  of  leave. 

A  few  evenings  since,  I  had  my  audience  of  the  Queen,  to  deliver 
the  letter  of  the  President  announcing  my  recal.  Ten  o'clock  was  the 
hour  appointed.  Though  sated  with  court  ceremonies,  I  could  not  but 
feel  a  little  sensitive  on  visiting  the  royal  palace  for  the  last  time,  and 
passing  through  its  vast  apartments  but  partially  lighted  up.  I  found 
the  Queen  in  an  inner  cabinet,  attended  by  the  Minister  of  State  and 
several  ladies  and  gentlemen  in  waiting.  I  had  prepared  my  speech 
in  Spanish,  which  was  to  the  following  effect : 

"  MADAM, — I  have  the  honour  to  deliver  into  the  hands  of  your 
Majesty  a  letter  from  the  President  of  the  United  States,  announcing 
my  recal  from  the  post  of  Envoy  Extraordinary  and  Minister  Pleni- 
potentiary in  this  court. 

"I  am  charged  by  the  President  to  express,  on  delivering  this 
letter  to  your  Majesty,  his  constant  aud  earnest  desire  to  maintain 
the  amicable  relations  which  so  happily  exist  between  the  two  coun- 
tries. 

"For  my  own  part,  I  can  assure  your  Majesty  that  I  shall  carry 
with  me  into  private  life  the  same  ardent  desire  for  the  welfare 
of  Spain,  and  the  same  deep  interest  in  the  fortunes  and  happiness  of 
its  youthful  sovereign,  which  have  actuated  me  during  my  official 
career;  and  I  now  take  leave  of  your  Majesty,  wishing  you, from  the 
bottom  of  my  heart,  a  long  and  happy  life,  and  a  reign  which  may 
form  a  glorious  epoch  in  the  history  of  this  country." 

The  following  is  as  close  a  translation  as  I  can  make  of  the  Queen's 
reply : 

"  It  is  with  much  regret  that  I  receive  the  announcement  of  your 
recal  from  the  post  of  Envoy  Extraordinary  and  Minister  Plenipoten- 
tiary of  the  United  States  near  my  person. 

"  Very  gratifying  to  me  are  the  wishes  you  express  for  the  happi- 
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ness  of  Spain.     On  that,  I  found  the  happiness  which  you  desire  for 
me  personally,  and  the  glory  of  my  reign. 

"  You  may  take  with  you  into  private  life  the  intimate  conviction 
that  your  frank  and  loyal  conduct  has  contributed  to  draw  eloser 
the  amicable  relations  which  exist  between  North  America  and  the 
Spanish  nation,  and  that  your  distinguished  personal  merits  have 
gained  in  my  heart  the  appreciation  which  you  merit  by  more  than 
one  title." 

This  little  speech  reads  stiff  in  translation,  but  it  is  very  graceful 
and  gracious  in  the  original,  and  I  have  been  congratulated  repeatedly 
on  receiving  one  so  much  out  of  the  cold,  common-place  style  of 
diplomacy.  In  fact,  my  farewell  interview  with  the  whole  of  the 
royal  family  was  extremely  satisfactory.  *  *  * 

The  Minister  of  State  (Mr.  Isturiz)  has  likewise  been  uncommonly 
cordial  in  his  expressions  of  regret  at  my  departure.  In  a  word, 
from  the  different  members  of  the  cabinet,  and  from  my  colleagues  of 
the  diplomatic  corps,  I  have  met  with  nothing  but  the  most  gratify- 
ing testimonials  of  esteem  and  good  will  in  my  parting  interviews. 

Thus  closes  my  public  career.  At  six  o'clock  this  evening  I  set  off 
from  Madrid,  in  company  with  Mr.  Weisnmller,  a  connexion  of  the 
Rothschilds,  stationed  at  this  capital,  to  post  for  France  in  a  private 
carriage.  My  saddest  parting  will  be  with  the  Albuquerques,  who 
seem  to  me  more  like  relatives  than  friends.  *  *  * 

My  intention  is  to  push  for  England  almost  without  stopping,  so 
as  to  be  ready  to  embark  in  one  of  the  August  steamers,  should  cer- 
tain public  business  with  which  I  may  be  entrusted  by  the  Spanish 
government  render  it  necessary. 

I  regret  that  the  late  arrival  of  General  Saunders  at  Madrid,  and 
various  concurring  circumstances,  should  oblige  me  to  give  up  all  the 
farewell  visits  I  had  promised  to  pay  to  certain  of  my  European 
friends,  and  should  render  my  stay  with  our  dear  sister  so  brief  as  it 
must  now  be.  1  have  promised  them  and  myself,  however,  a  sup- 
plementary visit  to  Europe  after  I  have  been  home  some  time,  and 
have  got  all  niy  American  affairs  in  order;  when  I  will  pass  a  few 
months  in  revisiting  persons  and  places  endeared  to  me  by  past 
pleasures  and  kindnesses. 

This  last  purpose  was  never  fulfilled.  Mr.  Irving  had 
reached  London  by  the  middle  of  August,  and  early  in 
September  he  bade  adieu  for  ever  to  European  scenes,  em- 
barking in  the  steamer  Camlria  for  Boston,  where  he  arrived 
on  the  18th  of  that  month,  after  an  absence  from  his  native 
country  of  nearly  four  years  and  a  half.  The  following 
afternoon  he  took  steam-boat  at  New  York  for  Tarrytowu, 
two  miles  north  of  Sunuyside. 

"I  long  to  be  once  more  back  at  dear  little  Sunnyside, 
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while  I  have  yet  strength  and  good  spirits  to  enjoy  the 
simple  pleasures  of  the  country,  and  to  rally  a  happy  family 
group  once  more  about  me.  I  grudge  every  year  of  absence 
that  rolls  by.  To-morrow  is  my  birthday.  I  shall  then  be 
sixty-two  years  old.  The  evening  of  life  is  fast  drawing  over 
me;  still  1  hope  to  get  back  among  my  friends  while  there 
is  yet  a  little  sunshine  left."  So  wrote  the  minister  from 
the  midst  of  his  court  life  at  Madrid,  April  2nd,  1845.  It 
was  the  19th  of  September,  1846,  when  the  impatient  long- 
ing of  his  heart  was  gratified,  and  he  found  himself  restored 
to  his  home  for  the  thirteen  years  of  happy  life  still  remain- 
ing to  him. 

A  month  or  two  before  his  official  mission  closed  at  Ma- 
drid, he  had  dismissed  a  correspondent's  suggestion  that  he 
should  rent  the  cottage,  in  the  following  terms : 

I  have  some  Scotch  blood  iu  my  veins,  and  a  little  of  the  feeling, 
with  respect  to  my  cottage,  that  a  poor  devil  of  a  laird  has  for  the 
stronghold  that  has  sheltered  his  family.  Nay,  I  believe  it  is  the 
having  such  an  object  to  work  for,  which  spurs  me  on  to  combat  and 
to  conquer  difficulties ;  and  if  I  succeed  in  weathering  a  series  of 
hard  times  without  striking  my  flag,  I  shall  be  largely  indebted  to  my 
darling  little  Sunnyside  for  furnishing  me  the  necessary  stimulus.  So 
no  more  talk  of  abandoning  the  cottage.  In  the  words  of  Thomas 
the  Rhymer — 

Betide,  betide,  whate'er  betide, 
Haig  shall  be  Haig  of  Bemerside, 

So  far,  indeed,  from  renting  the  cottage,  his  first  concern 
was  to  build  an  addition  to  it,  and  enlarge  its  accommoda- 
tions, which  were  quite  too  cramped  for  the  number  of  its 
inmates.  To  Mrs.  Storrow,  who  had  now  returned  to  Paris 
from  a  visit  of  some  months  to  her  native  country,  he  writes, 
October  18th  :  "  I  am  making  preparations  to  commence,  in 
the  course  of  a  day  or  two,  the  addition  to  the  cottage.  *  *  * 
I  have  a  plan  from  Mr.  Harvey  which  harmonises  with  the 
rest  of  the  building,  and  will  not  be  expensive  enough  to 
ruin  me." 

While  occupied  with  his  new  building,  Mr.  Irving  was 
engaged,  whenever  he  could  find  mood  and  leisure,  in  pre- 
paring a  complete  edition  of  his  works,  with  corrections, 
alterations,  and  additions,  with  a  view  to  make  an  arrange- 
ment for  the  whole,  either  by  disposing  of  the  copyrights, 
or  by  farming  them  out  collectively  for  a  term  of  years  at  a 
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yearly  consideration.  It  was  important  to  him  to  get  his 
literary  property  in  train  to  yield  an  income,  which  had  been 
unproductive  ever  since  he  embarked  on  his  foreign  mission. 
In  the  exigency  of  his  official  engagements,  he  was  obliged 
to  depart  without  having  been  able  to  make  any  arrange- 
ment with  his  Philadelphia  publishers,  Messrs.  Lea  and 
Blanchard,  for  a  renewal  of  the  old  agreement  for  the  ex- 
clusive publication  of  his  works,  or  receiving  from  them  any 
proposal  by  which  he  might  continue  to  derive  profit  from 
them  during  his  absence.  They  had  probably  grown  timid 
during  the  long  depression  of  the  literary  market,  and  did 
not  feel  confident  that  his  works  were  capable  of  a  renewed 
and  active  circulation.  Their  former  contract  comprised 
Knickerbocker's  History  of  New  York,  the  Sketch  Book, 
Bracebridge  Hall,  Tales  of  a  Traveller,  the  Life  and  Voyages 
of  Columbus  (excepting  the  Abridgment),  the  Companions 
of  Columbus,  the  Conquest  of  Granada,  and  the  Alhambra. 
Before  he  left,  he  sought  to  make  a  new  arrangement  with 
them,  including  his  subsequent  writings,  at  the  rate  of  three 
thousand  dollars  a  year.  "  You  see,"  he  writes  to  me  from 
Sunnyside,  on  the  31st  of  December,  1846,  in  mentioning 
this  particular,  "  I  asked  higher  than  the  sum  you  proposed 
to  ask ;  indeed,  much  higher  than  they  could  have  afforded 
to  give  with  advantage.  I  think,  however,  a  similar  arrange- 
ment for  my  works  would  be  much  more  profitable  at  present 
than  it  would  have  been  at  that  time."  If  Lea  and  Blauchard 
held  back,  other  publishers,  who  believed  his  works  might  be 
made  a  source  of  emolument  to  him  as  well  as  to  them,  were 
pressing  forward  with  liberal  overtures.  It  was  difficult  for 
him,  however,  to  bring  himself  resolutely  to  the  task  of  pre- 
paring his  works  for  a  republication,  while  engaged  in  super- 
intending the  building  of  the  new  part  of  his  house.  "  I 
was  greatly  disappointed  at  not  seeing  you  at  Christmas,"  he 
writes  to  me  from  Sunnyside,  at  the  close  of  the  year.  "  I 
wished  much  to  talk  to  you  about  my  literary  affairs.  I  am 
growing  a  sad  laggard  in  literature,  and  need  some  one  to 
bolster  me  up  occasionally.  I  am  too  ready  to  do  anything 
else  rather  than  write." 

On  the  6th  of  January,  I  wrote  to  Mr.  Irving  that  the 
Screw  Dock  Company,  in  which  he  had  an  interest,  had 
declared  a  quarterly  dividend  of  five  per  cent.,  equivalent  to 
twenty  per  cent,  per  annum,  which  it  gave  for  a  series  of 
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years ;  adding,  that  I  had  been  called  upon  to  pay  out  so 
much  of  late  for  him,  it  was  quite  cheering  to  have  some- 
thing coming  in.  I  give  his  reply  : 

Sunnyside,  Jan.  6,  1847. 

MY  DEAR  PIEKRE, —  *  *  *  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  are  receiving 
such  a  snug  little  bag  of  money  from  the  Screw  Dock.  In  faith,  the 
Dock  deserves  its  name.  I  fancy  there  must  be  a  set  of  Jews  at  the 
windlasses  to  screw  the  ships  so  handsomely.  Tell  them  to  screw 
on,  and  spare  not !  These  are  building  times,  when  all  the  world 
wants  money. 

Since  I  was  so  "flush,  of  money  on  his  account,"  he  then 
proceeds  to  specify  three  outstanding  debts  which  I  could 
pay,  and  adds : 

You  now  know  the  full  extent  of  all  my  "  indebtedness,"  excepting 
what  relates  to  my  new  building,  and  to  domestic  expenses. 

I  know  I  am  "  burning  the  candle  at  both  ends"  this  year,  but  it 
must  be  so  until  I  get  my  house  in  order,  after  which  expenses  will 
return  to  their  ordinary  channel,  and  I  trust  my  income  will  expand, 
as  I  hope  to  get  my  literary  property  in  a  productive  train. 

I  give  one  or  two  further  extracts,  which  afford  glimpses 
of  the  tenor  of  his  life  and  feelings  for  a  few  months  after 
his  return.  At  the  date  of  the  first,  his  old  malady  had 
seized  again  upon  one  of  his  ankles,  and  had  become  aggra- 
vated by  his  standing  too  much  out  of  doors  in  cold  and  wet 
weather,  superintending  the  new  building. 

To  MBS.  PIERRE  M.  IKVIXG. 

Sunnyside,  Feb.  14,  1847. 

MY  DEAR  HELEX, — Your  letter  was  like  manna  in  the  wilderness 
to  me,  finding  me  mewed  up  in  this  little  warm  oven  of  a  house, 
where,  if  I  remain  much  longer  without  getting  out  of  doors  occa- 
sionally, I  shall  grow  quite  rusty  and  crusty.  Fortunately,  I  was 
troubled  for  two  or  three  days  with  an  inflammation  in  my  eyes, 
which  made  me  fear  I  was  about  to  be  blind ;  that  has  passed  away, 
and  you  cannot  think  what  a  cause  of  self-gratulation  it  is  to  me  to 
find  that  I  am  only  lame.  We  have  all  abundant  reason  to  be 
thankful  for  the  dispensations  of  Providence,  if  we  only  knew  when 
and  why. 

Still  it  is  some  little  annoyance  to  me  that  I  cannot  get  about  and 
find  some  means  of  spending  that  sum  of  money  which  you  tell  me 
Pierre  has  been  making  for  me.  I  think  he  takes  advantage  of  my 
crippled  condition,  which  prevents  my  going  on  with  my  improve- 
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meats ;  and  I  fear,  if  I  do  not  get  in  a  disbursing  condition  soon, 
he  will  get  the  weather  gage  of  me,  and  make  me  rich  in  spite  of 
myself.  *  *  * 

Your  account  of  Mrs.  's  reception  was  quite  animated.     I 

cannot  expect  you  to  abstract  yourself  from  so  much  social  enjoy- 
ment, and  come  to  sober  little  Sunnyside  while  the  gay  season  lasts ; 
therefore  I  retract  all.  that  I  said  in  my  last  letter  to  Pierre  about 
your  making  me  a  visit  just  now,  and  will  not  say  a  word  more  on  the 
subject ;  not  but  that  it  would  be  an  act  of  common  humanity — to 
say  nothing  of  natural  affection. 

He  was  still  cut  off  from  recreation  out  of  doors,  and  con- 
fined to  the  house  by  his  unlucky  ankle,  when  he  wrote  the 
following,  to  the  same  correspondent : 

Sunnyside,  March  12,  1847. 

*  *  *  We  were  in  hopes,  a  day  or  two  since,  that  we  had  got  rid 
of  winter.  The  frost  was  out  of  the  ground,  and  the  roads  were  be- 
ginning to  settle ;  but  cold  weather  has  suddenly  returned  upon  us, 
and  everything  is  again  frozen  up.  This  keeps  me  back  in  the  finish- 
ing of  my  new  building,  for  I  was  on  the  point  of  putting  the  work- 
men upon  it.  I  am  impatient  to  complete  the  job.  I  want  to  get 
my  study  in  order,  and  my  books  arranged.  I  feel  rather  cramped 
for  room,  now  that  I  have  resumed  literary  occupations,  and  am  at 
the  same  time  an  invalid.  Besides,  the  interior  of  my  household 
wants  some  different  arrangement,  as  you  must  be  aware.  *  *  * 
But  the  fact  is,  I  am  growing  a  confounded  old  fellow  ;  I  begin  to  be 
so  studious  of  my  convenience,  and  to  have  such  a  craving  desire  to 
be  comfortable. 

Give  my  love  to  all  the  household,  and  tell  Pierre  to  make  money 
for  me  as  fast  as  possible,  as  my  expenses  will  break  out  anew  with 
the  blossoms  of  spring,  and  will  need  all  his  screwing  to  keep  pace 
with  them. 

Affectionately,  your  uncle, 

WASHINGTON*  IRVING. 

About  the  same  time,  he  writes  to  his  sister,  Mrs.  Paris  : 

I  trust  this  teasin?,  obstinate  malady  may  wear  away  as  spring  ad- 
vances ;  at  any  rate,  I  shall  be  able,  by-and-by,  to  get  out  on  the  grass 
and  lounge  under  the  trees.  But  what  a  change  from  my  usual  active 
habits  !  My  great  annoyance  is  not  to  be  able  to  go  about  my  place 
and  see  to  getting  things  in  order,  and  have  them  done  to  suit  me. 
There  is  nothing  like  the  eye  of  a  master,  however  active  and  faithful 
may  be  the  servants.  I  am  anxious,  also,  to  resume  operations  on 
my  new  building,  and  get  it  finished,  that  I  may  regulate  my  house 
and  household,  and  establish  myself  more  conveniently,  feeling  much 
the  want  of  more  accommodation  in  my  study  for  my  books  and 
papers. 
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A  few  days  later,  he  -writes  to  me : 

*  *  *  I  am  getting  on  well  with  my  delinquent  ankle,  and  am 
able,  now  the  snow  is  gone,  to  take  a  turn  occasionally  out  of  doors, 
and  visit  the  garden  and  poultry-yard,  which  is  very  refreshing.  I 
hope,  by  the  time  Helen  gets  through  her  "  spring  arrangements," 
disposes  of  her  bandbox  and  carpet-bag,  and  comes  up  here,  she  will 
find  me 

once  more  able 
To  stump  about  my  farm  and  stable. 

I  expect  the  carpenters  this  morning,  to  resume  operations  on  the 
new  building,  and  I  shall  keep  all  hands  at  work  until  the  job  is 
finished. 

The  following  is  in  reply  to  a  letter  in  which  I  had 
informed  him  of  two  small  remittances  from  the  "West,  the 
offer  at  cost  of  an  English  saddle  and  bridle,  and  another 
quarterly  dividend  of  five  per  cent,  from  the  Screw  Dock : 

Sunnyside,  April  13,  1847. 

MY  DEAR  PIERRE, — I  was  just  setting  off  for  town,  this  morning, 
to  meet  Mr.  Prescott  at  dinner  at  Mr.  Gary's,  when  a  few  drops  of 
rain  and  the  prognostications  of  the  weatherwise  made  me  draw  back. 
I  regret  it  now,  as  I  hardly  know  when  I  shall  be  able  to  get  away 
from  superintending  the  arrangement  of  my  grounds,  house,  &c. ; 
and  I  long  to  have  a  "  crack"  with  you.  *  *  * 

I  cannot  afford  a  new  saddle  to  my  new  horse.  I  am  getting  my 
old  saddle  furbished  up,  which  must  serve  until  I  can  recover  from 
the  ruin  brought  upon  me  by  the  improvement  of  my  house.  You 
see,  I  am  growing  economical,  and  saving  my  candle  now  that  I  have 
burnt  it  down  to  an  end.  *  *  * 

I  am  surprised  and  delighted  at  the  windfall  from  Milwaukie,  and 
shall  now  not  despair  of  the  sky's  falling  and  our  catching  larks. 
Toledo,  too,  begins  to  crawl.  There's  life  in  a  mussel !  The  screw, 
however,  is  the  boy  for  my  money.  The  dividends  there  are  like  the 
skimmings  of  the  pots  at  Camacho's  wedding. 

For  some  weeks  past  he  had  been  engaged  in  close  literary 
application.  "That  you  may  not  be  frightened  at  my  ex- 
travagance, and  cut  off  supplies,"  says  a  letter  to  me,  "  I 
must  tell  you  that  I  have  lately  been  working  up  some  old 
stuff  which  had  lain  for  years  lumbering  like  rubbish  in  one 
of  my  trunks,  and  which,  I  trust,  will  more  than  pay  the 
expense  of  my  new  building." 

I  close  the  volume  with  the  following  allusion  to  the  new 
addition,  of  which  he  speaks  in  a  letter  as  forming  one  of  the 
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most  striking  and  picturesque  features  of  his  little  edifice.  It 
is  in  reply  to  Gouverneur  Kemble,  who  had  banteringly 
asked  him  the  meaning  of  the  pagoda,  which  he  had  noticed 
in  passing  up  the  river  in  a  boat : 

MY  DEAR  KKMHLE, — I  have  long  been  looking  out  for  your  pro- 
mised visit,  but  now  your  letter  throws  it  quite  into  uncertainty.  I 
should  have  come  to  you  before  this,  for  I  long  .to  take  you  once 
more  by  the  hand ;  but  I  have  been  detained  at  home  by  building  and 
repairing,  and  the  necessity  of  fighting  off,  by  baths  and  prescriptions, 
the  return  of  a  malady  which  beset  me  in  Spain,  and  which  en- 
deavours to  keep  possession  of  one  of  my  ankles.  However,  I  trust 
to  finish  all  my  buildings  and  improvements  before  long,  and  then  I 
shall  endeavour  to  look  in  upon  you  at  Cold  Spring.  *  *  * 

As  to  the  pagoda  about  which  you  speak,  it  is  one  of  the  most 
useful  additions  that  ever  was  made  to  a  house,  besides  being  so 
ornamental.  It  gives  me  laundry,  store-rooms,  pantries,  servants' 
rooms,  coal-cellar,  &c.  &c.  &c.,  converting  what  was  once  rather  a 
make-shift  little  mansion  into  one  of  the  most  complete  snuggeries  in 
the  country,  as  you  will  confess  when  you  come  to  see  and  inspect  it. 
The  only  part  of  it  that  is  not  adapted  to  some  valuable  purpose  is 
the  cupola,  which  has  no  bell  in  it,  and  is  about  as  serviceable  as  the 
feather  in  one's  cap ;  though,  by  the  way,  it  has  its  purpose,  for  it 
supports  a  weathercock  brought  from  Holland  by  Gill  Davis  (the 
King  of  Coney  Island),  who  says  he  got  it  from  a  windmill  which 
they  were  demolishing  at  the  gate  of  Rotterdam,  which  windmill  has 
been  mentioned  in  Knickerbocker.  I  hope,  therefore,  I  may  be  per- 
mitted to  wear  my  feather  unmolested. 

Ever,  my  dear  Kemble,  affectionately  yours, 

WASHINGTON  IRVIXG. 


END  OF  TOLUME  III. 


C.  WHITISG,  BEACFORT  HOUSE,  STRASD. 
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CHAPTER  LXXVII. 

A  Literary  Freak — The  old  Moorish  Chronicles — Delight  in  the  old 
Morisco  Spanish  Subjects — The  Saddle- Horse — First  Trial — Disappoint- 
ment— A  favourable  Change — Finale  of  the  injured  Animal — Completion 
of  hi.s  Improvements — Removal  into  the  New  Tower — Has  got  his  Place 
in  complete  order — New  York  as  it  was  and  is — His  last  Job — Hard 
at  Work  on  the  Life  of  Washington — Letters  to  a  Child — Letter  to 
Charles  Lanman — Letter  to  Miss  Catherine  Irving. 

MR.  IEVING  had  for  some  time  had  it  in  contemplation  to 
publish  a  revised  and  uniform  edition  of  his  works,  to  which 
he  had  been  strongly  urged.  He  was  apt  to  be  dilatory, 
however,  in  the  execution  of  his  literary  purposes ;  and  the 
intimation  thrown  out  to  me  in  his  late  letter,  quoted  in  the 
last  chapter,  of  the  "  rubbish"  he  had  been  working  up  to 
pay  for  his  new  building,  had  awakened  some  concern  lest  he 
should  be  losing  sight  of  this  object.  I  replied  to  it  there- 
fore, that,  though  glad  to  learn  he  had  been  at  work  with 
his  pen  in  any  way,  I  was  chiefly  anxious  at  present  to  have 
him  commence  with  the  uniform  edition  of  his  works,  for 
which  there  was  an  expectation  and  demand.  "  You  lost  the 
Conquest  of  Mexico,"  I  remark  in  the  letter  now  before  me, 
"  by  not  acting  upon  the  motto  of  Carpe  diem ;  and  I  am  a 
little  afraid  you  may  let  slip  the  present  opportunity  for  a 
favourable  sale  of  a  uniform  edition  of  your  works,  by  suf- 
fering your  pen  to  be  diverted  in  a  new  direction.  A  literary 
harvest  is  before  you  from  this  source,  on  which  you  could 
reckon  with  confidence  now,  but  which  might  turn  to  bar- 
renness under  a  future  pressure  in  the  money  market,  of 
which  many  are  not  without  misgivings  at  this  moment. 
Therefore 

Now's  the  day  and  now's  the  hour." 

He  writes,  in  reply,  April  14 : 

Don't  snub  me  about  my  late  literary  freak.  I  am  not  letting  my 
pen  be  diverted  in  a  new  direction.  I  am,  by  a  little  agreeable 

TOL.  IT.  3  I 
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exertion,  turning  to  account  a  mass  of  matter  that  has  been  lying 
like  lumber  in.  my  trunks  for  years.  When  I  was  in  Madrid,  in 
1826-'27,  just  after  I  had  finished  "  Columbus,"  I  commenced  a 
series  of  Chronicles  illustrative  of  the  wars  between  the  Spaniards 
and  the  Moors ;  to  be  given  as  the  productions  of  a  monk,  Fray 
Antonio  Agapida.  The  "  Conquest  of  Granada"  was  the  only  one  I 
finished,  though  I  roughly  sketched  out  parts  of  some  others.  Your 
uncle  Peter  was  always  anxious  for  me  to  carry  out  my  plan,  but, 
somehow  or  other,  I  let  it  grow  cool.  The  "  Chronicle  of  the  Con- 
quest of  Granada"  was  not  so  immediately  successful  as  I  had  anti- 
cipated, though  it  has  held  its  way  better  than  many  other  of  my 
works  which  were  more  taking  at  first.  I  am  apt  to  get  out  of  con- 
ceit of  anything  I  do ;  and  I  suffered  the  manuscript  of  these  Chro- 
nicles to  lie  in  my  trunks  like  waste  paper.  About  four  or  five  weeks 
since,  I  was  tired  one  day  of  muddling  over  my  printed  works,  and 
yet  wanted  occupation.  I  don't  know  how  the  idea  of  one  of  these  Chro- 
nicles came  into  my  head.  It  was  the  "  Chronicle  of  Count  Fernan 
Gonzalez,"  one  of  the  early  Counts  of  Castile.  It  makes  about  sixty 
or  eighty  pages  of  my  writing.  I  took  it  up,  was  amused  with  it,  and 
found  I  had  hit  the  right  vein  in  my  management  of  it.  I  went  to 
work  and  rewrote  it,  and  got  so  in  the  spirit  of  the  thing,  that  I  went 
to  work,  con  amore,  at  two  or  three  fragmentary  Chronicles,  filling  up 
the  chasms,  rewriting  parts.  In  a  word,  I  have  now  complete,  though 
not  thoroughly  finished  off,  the  "  Chronicle  of  Pelayo  ;"  the  "  Chro- 
nicle of  Count  Fernan  Gonzalez ;"  the  "  Chronicle  of  the  Dynasty  of 
the  Ommiades  in  Spain,"  giving  the  succession  of  those  brilliant 
sovereigns,  from  the  time  that  the  Moslem  empire  in  Spain  was  united 
under  the  first,  and  fell  to  pieces  at  the  death  of  the  last  of  them ; 
also  the  "  Chronicle  of  Fernando  the  Saint,"  with  the  recon  quest  of 
Seville.  I  may  add  others  to  the  series ;  but  if  I  do  not,  these,  with 
additions,  illustrations,  &c.,  will  make  a  couple  of  volumes ;  and  I 
feel  confident  that  I  can  make  the  work  a  taking  one — giving  a  pic- 
ture of  Spain  at  various  periods  of  the  Moorish  domination,  and  giving 
illustrations  of  the  places  of  noted  events,  from  what  I  myself  have 
seen  in  my  rambles  about  Spain.  Some  parts  of  these  Chronicles  run 
into  a  quiet,  drolling  vein,  especially  in  treating  of  miracles  and  mi- 
raculous events  ;  on  which  occasion  Fray  Antonio  Agapida  comes  to 
my  assistance,  with  his  zeal  for  the  faith,  and  his  pious  hatred  of  the 
infidels.  You  see,  all  this  has  cost  me  but  a  very  few  weeks  of  amusing 
occupation,  and  has  put  me  quite  in  heart  again,  as  well  as  in  literary 
vein.  The  poring  over  my  published  works  was  rather  muddling  me, 
and  making  me  feel  as  if  the  true  literary  vein  was  extinct.  I  think, 
therefore,  you  will  agree  with  me  that  my  time  for  the  last  five  weeks 
has  been  well  employed.  I  have  secured  the  frame  and  part  of  the 
finish  of  an  entire  new  work,  and  can  now  put  it  by  to  be  dressed  off 
at  leisure. 
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Before  I  received  this  letter,  having  heard  from  a  relative 
•\vliu  was  slaving  with  him  that  he  had  been  busy  with  some 
of  his  old  Moorish  Chronicles,  I  wrote  him  that  I  had  a  very 
agreeable  though  indistinct  recollection  of  the  manuscripts, 
and  had  no  doubt  of  his  working  them  up  with  eilect,  but 
still  suggested  a  suspension  of  the  publication,  adding  that 
the  reading  world  might  not  be  content  with  these  literary 
"skimmings,"  while  waiting  with  impatience  the  appearance 
of  a  uniform  edition  of  his  works  now  out  of  print.  1  added  : 
"  Make  all  despatch  with  the  preparation  of  your  uniform 
edition,  and  then  to  work  to  complete  your  '  Life  of  Wash- 
ington,' and  take  your  ease  for  ever  after." 

In  reading  the  reply,  which  I  give  below,  the  reader  will 
bear  in  mind  that  my  ill-starred  epistle  was  despatched  in 
advance  of  the  receipt  of  the  author's  interesting  letter  of 
the  14th,  giving  me  an  insight  into  the  character  of  his  new 
labours,  dwelling  with  such  evident  satisfaction  on  his 
"  literary  freak,"  and  showing  the  attraction  he  felt  in  the 
theme : 

To  PIERRE  M.  IRVIXG. 

Sunnyside,  April  15,  1817. 

MY  DEAR  PIERRE, — I  am  glad  I  did  not  receive  your  note  of  this 
morning  before  my  new  work  was  beyond  the  danger  of  being  chilled 
by  a  damper.  You  can  know  nothing  of  the  work,  excepting  what 
you  may  recollect  of  an  extract  of  one  of  the  Chronicles  which  I  once 
published  in  the  "  Knickerbocker."*  The  whole  may  be  mere  "  skim- 
mings," but  they  pleased  me  in  the  preparation;  they  were  written 
when  I  was  in  the  vein,  and  that  is  the  only  guide  1  go  by  in  my 
writings,  or  which  has  led  me  to  success.  Besides,  I  write  for  plea- 
sure as  well  as  profit ;  and  the  pleasure  I  have  recently  enjoyed  in 
the  recurrence,  after  so  long  an  interval,  of  my  old  literary  vein,  has 
been  so  great,  that  I  am  content  to  forego  any  loss  of  profit  it  may 
occasion  me  by  a  slight  postponement  of  the  republicatiou  of  my  old 
works. 

These  old  Morisco  Spanish  subjects  have  a  charm  that  makes  me 
content  to  write  about  them  at  half  price.  They  have  so  much  that 
is  high  minded  and  chivalrous  and  quaint  and  picturesque  and  adven- 
turous, and  at  times  half  comic,  about  them. 

However,  I'll  say  no  more  on  the  subject,  but  another  time-  will 
ride  my  hobby  privately,  without  saying  a  word  about  it  to  anybody . 
1  have  generally  found  that  the  best  way.  I  am  too  easily  dismounted 
if  any  one  jostles  against  me. 

*  Pclayo  and  the  Merchant's  Daughter. 
3  i2 
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The  letter  of  the  14th, -which,  had  it  been  received  earlier, 
would  have  prevented  my  second  unlucky  epistle,  like  a 
thing  "  born  out  of  due  time,"  came  straggling  in  on  the 
17th,  two  days  after  the  letter  just  cited  had  been  received 
by  me.  I  was  sufficiently  annoyed  at  the  consequences  of 
the  untimely  potion  I  had  so  unwittingly  administered,  espe- 
cially with  the  insight  now  aiforded  of  the  character  of  the 
work ;  and  I  wrote  him  immediately,  explaining  and  recant- 
ing as  far  as  I  could,  but  in  vain.  He  had  been  disconcerted, 
and  would  not  resume  the  theme. 

In  the  following  letter,  however,  written  a  fortnight  later, 
he  returns  to  the  subject  in  his  characteristically  playful 
vein,  his  annoyance  having  passed  off  almost  with  the  letter 
that  gave  expression  to  it : 

To  MBS.  PIERRE  M.  IRVING. 

Sunnyside,  April  30,  1847. 

The  girls  say  you  can  come  up  to  Sunnyside  as  soon  as  you  please. 
To-day  my  "  women  kind"  of  the  kitchen  remove  bag  and  baggage 
into  the  new  tower,  which  is  getting  its  outside  coat  of  white ;  so 
that,  when  you  come  up,  you  will  find  it,  like  the  trees,  in  full 
blossom.  The  country  is  beginning  to  look  lovely;  the  buds  and 
blossoms  are  just  putting  forth ;  the  birds  are  in  full  song ;  so  that, 
unless  you  come  up  soon,  you  will  miss  the  overture  of  the  season — 
the  firs<  sweet  notes  of  the  year. 

You  tell  me  Pierre  was  quite  distressed  lest  any  "  thoughtless  word 
of  his  should  have  marred  my  happy  literary  mood."  Tell  him  not 
to  be  uneasy.  Authors  are  not  so  easily  put  out  of  conceit  of  their 
offspring.  Like  the  good  Archbishop  of  Granada,  that  model  and 
mirror  of  authorship,  I  knew  "  the  homily  in  question  to  be  the  very 
best  I  had  ever  composed ;"  so,  like  my  great  prototype,  I  remained 
fixed  in  my  self-complacency,  wishing  Pierre  "  toda  felicidad  con  un 
poco  de  mas  gusto." 

When  I  once  get  you  up  to  Sunnyside,  I  shall  feel  sure  of  an  occa- 
sional Sunday  visit  from  Pierre.  I  long  extremely  to  have  a  sight  of 
him  ;  and  as  there  seems  to  be  no  likelihood  of  my  getting  to  New 
York  much  before  next  autumn,  I  do  not  know  how  a  meeting  is  to 
be  brought  about  unless  he  comes  up  here.  I  shall  see  him  with  the 
more  ease  and  confidence  now,  as,  my  improvements  being  pretty  nigh 
completed,  he  cannot  check  me,  nor  cut  off  the  supplies. 

Tell  him  I  promise  not  to  bore  him  about  literary  matters  when 
he  comes  up.  I  have  as  great  a  contempt  for  these  things  as  any- 
body, though  I  have  to  stoop  to  them  occasionally  for  the  sake  of 
a  livelihood;  but  I  want  to  have  a  little  talk  with  him  about  stocks, 


AT.  64.]  OF  WASHINGTON  IRVING.  791 

and  railroads,  and  some  mode  of  screwing  and  jewing  the  world  out 
of  more  interest  than  one's  money  is  entitled  to. 

God  bless  you  and  him,  prays  your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

Late  in  the  winter,  Mr.  Irving  had  commissioned  his 
brother-in-law,  Mr.  Henry  Van  Wart,  then  on  a  visit  to 
this  country,  to  purchase  a  saddle-horse  for  him.  He  had 
not  mounted  a  horse  since  he  went  to  Spain,  but  began  to 
feel  the  necessity  of  this  sort  of  exercise.  March  5th,  Mr. 
Van  Wart  writes  him :  "  I  have  at  last  succeeded  in  finding 
a  horse  which  I  think  will  suit  you,  and  purchased  him  for 
110  dollars.  He  is  handsome,  and  the  best-tempered, 
gentle  creature  I  ever  saw  ;  and  I  think  you  will  take  much 
pleasure  in  riding  him."  The  horse,  after  being  kept  in  a 
stable  in  New  York  for  several  weeks,  and  used  and  trained 
by  Mr.  Van  Wart  and  his  son  Irving,  was  brought  to 
Sunnyside  toward  the  close  of  April.  Here  is  the  first 
report  of  his  qualifications  by  the  long-dismounted  eques- 
trian : 

Sunnyside,  April  26,  1847. 

MY  DEAR  PIERRE, — The  horse  purchased  by  Mr.  Van  Wart  is 
a  very  fine  animal,  and  very  gentle,  but  he  does  not  suit  me.  I 
have  ridden  him  once,  and  find  him,  as  I  apprehended,  awkward  and 
uncomfortable  on  the  trot,  which  is  the  gait  I  most  like.  He  is 
rather  skittish  also,  and  has  laid  my  coachman  in  the  dust  by  one  of 
his  pirouettes.  This,  however,  might  be  the  effect  of  being  shut 
up  in  the  stable  of  late,  and  without  sufficient  exercise;  but  he  is 
quite  a  different  horse  from  the  easy,  steady,  quiet  "  parson's"  nag 
that  1  wanted.  I  shall  give  him  one  more  good  trial,  but  rather 
apprehend  I  shall  have  to  send  him  to  town,  to  be  sold  for  what  he 
will  fetch. 

April  2Sth,  he  writes  me : 

In  my  letter,  the  other  day,  I  spoke  rather  disparagingly  of  my 
new  horse.  Justice  to  an  injured  animal  induces  me  to  leave  the 
enclosed  letter  open,  for  your  perusal,  after  which  YOU  will  hand  it 
to  I.  V.  \\. 

Here  follows  the  letter  enclosed : 

Sunnyside,  April  28,  1847. 

MY  DEAR  IRVING, — In  a  letter  to  Pierre  M.  Irving,  the  other 
day,  I  gave  an  unfavourable  opinion  of  the  horse,  as  it  regarded  my 
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peculiar  notions  and  wishes.  That  opinion  was  founded  on  a  slight 
trial.  I  yesterday  took  a  long  ride  on  him  among  the  hills,  and  put 
him  through  all  his  paces,  and  found  him  fully  answering  the 
accounts  given  of  him  by  your  father  and  yourself.  His  trot  is  not 
what  I  could  wish  ;  but  that  will  improve,  or  will  be  less  disagreeable 
as  we  become  accustomed  to  each  other,  and  get  into  each  other's 
ways.  He  shies  a  little  now  and  then,  but  that  is  probably  the  re- 
sult of  having  him  kept  in  the  stable  of  late,  without  use.  Daily 
exercise  will  in  a  great  measiire  cure  him  of  it.  He  canters  well, 
and  walks  splendidly.  His  temper  appears  to  be  perfect.  He  is 
lively  and  cheerful,  without  the  least  heat  or  fidgetiness,  and  is  as 
docile  as  a  lamb.  I  tried  him  also  in  harness  in  a  light  waggon,  and 
found  him  just  as  gentle  and  tractable  as  under  the  saddle.  He 
looks  well  and  moves  well  in  single  harness,  and  a  child  might  drive 
him.  However,  I  mean  to  keep  him  entirely  for  the  saddle.  To  con- 
clude :  when  you  write  to  your  father,  tell  him  I  consider  the  horse 
a  prize ;  and  if  he  only  continues  to  behave  as  well  as  he  did 
yesterday,  I  hardly  know  the  sum  of  money  would  tempt  me  to 
part  with  him. 

I  now  look  forward  to  a  great  deal  of  pleasant  and  healthy  exer- 
cise on  horseback — a  recreation  I  have  not  enjoyed  for  years  for 
want  of  a  good  saddle-horse.  It  is  like  having  a  new  sense. 

And  he  did  enjoy  his  first  rides  wonderfully.  "  Instead," 
he  says,  "  of  being  pinned  down  to  one  place,  or  forced  to 
be  trundled  about  on  wheels,  I  went  lounging  and  cantering 
about  the  country,  in  all  holes  and  corners,  and  over  the 
roughest  roads." 

In  less  than  a  month,  however,  the  same  horse  was  con- 
ducted to  the  city  by  the  nephew  to  whom  the  preceding 
letter  was  addressed,  and  sold  at  TattersalPs ;  and  here 
is  the  closing  chapter  of  his  equestrian  experience  with 
the  animal  whom  he  had  hoped  to  find  such  a  prize : 

You  are  pleased  to  hear  (he  writes  to  his  niece  in  Paris,  Mrs. 
Storrow,  June  6)  that  I  have  a  saddle-horse.  Unfortunately,  I  have 
him  no  longer.  Your  uncle  Van  Wart  purchased  one  for  me,  which 
appeared  to  be  all  that  I  could  wish — handsome,  young,  gentle,  and 
of  excellent  movement.  I  rode  him  two  or  three  times,  and  was 
delighted  with  him,  when,  one  day,  the  lurking  fault  came  out.  As 
I  was  taking  a  sauntering  ride  over  the  Sawmill  River,  and  had  gone 
a  couple  of  miles,  he  all  at  once  stopped,  and  declined  to  go  any 
farther.  I  tried  all  manner  of  means,  but  in  vain;  he  would  do 
nothing  but  return  home.  On  my  way  homeward,  I  tried  him  by 
different  roads,  but  all  to  no  purpose ;  home  he  would  go.  He  was 
not  restive,  but  calmly  stubborn,  and,  when  I  endeavoured  to  force 
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him  round,  would  quietly  back  against  the  fence,  or  get  on  two 
legs.  So,  as  I  did  uot  care  to  waste  time  or  temper  on  a  sullen 
beast,  home  1  did  go — got  off  his  back,  and  never  mounted  him 
again.  He  balked  twice  iu  like  manner,  but  not  so  bad,  with  my 
coachman ;  so  I  gave  him  over  to  I.  V.  W.,  to  be  sold  at  auction, 
and  was  glad  to  get  rid  of  him  with  the  loss  of  twenty  or  thirty 
dollars.  I  shall  not  indulge  in  another  saddle-horse  at  present. 

The  new  building  being  finished  and  inhabited,  and  the 
alterations  and  additions  having  turned  out  beyond  his 
hopes,  both  as  to  appearance  and  convenience,  Mr.  Irving, 
in  felicitating  himself  upon  his  internal  improvements, 
writes  to  the  same  correspondent,  June  6  : 

The  north  end  of  my  study  has  been  shelved  like  the  other  parts  ; 
ihe  books,  which  so  long  were  exiled  to  the  garret,  have  been 
brought  down  and  arranged,  and  my  library  now  makes  a  very  re- 
spectable appearance. 

Then  passing  from  the  internal  to  the  external  im- 
provements : 

As  to  my  grounds,  I  have  cut  down  and  transplanted  enough 
trees  to  furnish  two  ordinary  places,  and  still  there  are,  if  anything, 
too  many ;  but  I  have  opened  beautiful  views,  and  have  given  room 
for  the  air  to  circulate.  The  season  is  now  in  all  its  beauty; 
the  trees  in  full  leaf,  but  the  leaves  fresh  and  tender ;  the  honey- 
suckles are  in  flower,  and  I  think  I  never  saw  the  place  look  so 
well. 

August  13,  1847,  he  writes  to  Mrs.  Charlotte  I.  Grin- 
nell,  a  niece  recently  severed  from  his  household  by  mar- 
riage, in  her  new  home  on  Cayuga  Lake  : 

For  a  month  past  I  have  been  busy  and  bothered  in  an  unex- 
ampled manner,  in  the  improvement  of  my  farm-yard,  building  of 
outhouses,  &c.,  which  has  been  altogether  the  most  fatiguing  and 
irksome  job  I  have  had  in  the  whole  course  of  my  additions  and  im- 
provements. I  have  now,  nearly  got  through,  but  it  has  almost 
made  me  fit  to  lie  by  again  on  the  sofa.  However,  this  job  finished, 
I  shall  have  my  place  iu  tolerable  order,  and  will  have  little  more  to 
do  than  to  see  that  my  men  keep  it  so. 

Ten  days  later,  he  writes  to  Mrs.  Storrow,  at  Paris  : 

This  has  been  a  toilful  year  to  me;  for,  after  I  had  completed 
the  additions  to  my  house,  I  proceeded  to  brin^  my  place  into  com- 
plete order,  to  enclose  a  kitchen-yard,  to  enclose  the  stable,  and 


794  LIFE  AND  LETTERS  [1847. 

make  a  large  farm-yard,  poultry -yard,  outhouses,  &c. ;  and  working 
as  much  as  possible  with  my  own  people,  and  planning  and 
superintending  everything  myself,  it  has  kept  me  continually  on 
my  legs  in  the  heat  of  the  summer,  fagged  me  excessively,  and  kept 
up  and  increased  the  inflammation  of  my  unlucky  ankles.  I  have 
now  got  through  with  all  the  essential  improvements,  and  shall  be 
able  to  give  myself  repose.  I  have  the  satisfaction  to  have  brought 
my  place  into  order,  and  to  have  put  it  in  a  condition  to  be  comfort- 
ably and  conveniently  managed  hereafter.  It  is  a  snug  establish- 
ment both  within  doors  and  without. 

Tour  days  later,  he  writes,  after  alluding  to  the  improved 
beauty  of  the  country  in  that  neighbourhood : 

My  own  place  has  never  been  so  beautiful  as  at  present.  I  have 
made  more  openings  by  pruning  and  cutting  down  trees,  so  that 
from  the  piazza  I  have  several  charming  views  of  the  Tappan  Zee 
and  the  hills  beyond,  all  set,  as  it  were,  in  verdant  frames ;  and  I 
am  never  tired  of  sitting  there  in  my  old  Voltaire  chair,  of  a  long 
summer  morning,  with  a  book  in  my  hand,  sometimes  reading,  some- 
times musing,  and  sometimes  dozing,  and  mixing  all  up  in  a  pleasant 
dream. 

To  his  sister,  at  Birmingham,  Mrs.  Van  "Wart,  who 
had  not  seen  her  native  city  in  forty  years,  he  writes, 
August  29,  1847 : 

I  often  think  what  a  strange  world  you  would  find  yourself  in, 
if  you  could  revisit  your  native  place,  and  mingle  among  your  re- 
latives. New  York,  as  you  knew  it,  was  a  mere  corner  of  the  pre- 
sent huge  city ;  and  that  corner  is  all  changed,  pulled  to  pieces, 
burnt  down,  and  rebuilt — all  but  our  little  native  nest  in  William- 
street,  which  still  retains  some  of  its  old  features,  though  those 
are  daily  altering.*  I  can  hardly  realise  that,  within  my  term  of 
life,  this  great  crowded  metropolis,  so  full  of  life,  bustle,  noise, 
show,  and  splendour,  was  a  quiet  little  city  of  some  fifty  or  sixty 
thousand  inhabitants.  It  is  really  now  one  of  the  most  racketing 
cities  in  the  world,  and  reminds  me  of  one  of  the  great  European 
cities  (Frankfort,  for  instance)  in  the  time  of  an  annual  fair.  Here 
it  is  a  fair  almost  all  the  year  round.  For  my  part,  I  dread  the 
noise  and  turmoil  of  it,  and  visit  it  but  now  ana  then,  preferring 
the  quiet  of  my  country  retreat;  which  shows  that  the  bustling 
time  of  life  is  over  with  me,  and  that  I  am  settling  down  into  a 
sober,  quiet,  good-for-nothing  old  gentleman. 

*  This  dwelling— No.  128,  William-street— the  first  home  of  which 
Washington  or  the  sister  to  whom  he  was  writing  had  any  recollection, 
was  pulled  down  in  May,  1849,  and  a  large  ediQce  built  on  its  site. 
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I  am  scribbling  this  letter  while  the  family  are  all  at  church.  I 
hear  the  carriage  at  a  distance,  and  shall  soon  have  all  hands  at 
home.  Oh,  my  dear  sister,  what  would  I  give  if  you  and  yours 
could  this  day  be  with  us,  and  join  the  family  gathering  round  my 
board.  Every  day  I  regret  more  and  more  this  severance  of  the 
different  brandies  of  the  family  which  casts  us  so  widely  asunder, 
with  an  ocean  between  us. 

Eleven  days  later  (September  9),  he  writes  to  Mrs.  Paris : 
I  have  just  finished  my  last  job,  making  a  new  ice  pond  in  a 

colder  and  deeper  place,  in  the  glen  just  opposite  our  entrance  gate ; 

and  now  I  would  not  undertake  another  job,  even  so  much  as  to 

build  a  wren  coop,  for  the  slightest  job  seems  to  swell  into  a  toilsome 

and  expensive  operation. 

The  following  letter  is  addressed  to  a  favourite  little 
grandniece  at  Paris,  daughter  ot  Mrs.  Storrow,  who  had 
sent  him  an  offering  of  one  of  her  first  efforts  at  sewing — 
the  same  of  whom  he  says,  in  another  letter:  "  Kate,  who 
was  my  idol  when  I  was  in  Paris,  and  used  to  take  such 
possession  of  me,  and  oblige  me  to  put  away  my  spectacles, 
and  give  up  my  book,  and  entertain  her  for  the  hundredth 
time  with  the  story  of  little  Miss  Muss  and  Hempen 
House  :" 

To  Miss  KATE  STORROW. 

Sunnyside,  August  27,  1847. 

MY  DEAR  KATE, — I  thank  you  very  much  for  the  beautiful 
handkerchief  which  you  have  sent  me.  I  am  very  proud  of  it,  and 
show  it  to  everybody,  to  let  them  see  how  capitally  my  dear  little 
Kate  can  sew.  I  hope  you  will  teach  Tutu  to  handle  her  needle  as 
well  as  you  do,  and  then  you  and  she  will  be  able  to  do  all  your 
mamma's  sewing,  which  will  be  a  great  saving  to  her,  and  a  great 
help  to  Henriette. 

1  am  happy  to  hear  that  you  have  a  nice  little  new  sister.  I  trust, 
as  you  are  a  big  girl  now,  you  will  take  great  care  of  her ;  and,  above 
all  things,  set  her  a  good  example,  by  being  a  very  good  girl  yourself, 
and  very  obedient  to  your  mamma.  As  soon  as  she  is  old  enough, 
YOU  must  take  her  with  you  and  Tutu  to  the  garden  of  the 
Tuilerios,  and  show  her  to  the  little  fish  that  used  to  give  good  little 
Betsey  Posy  a  silver  dish,  and  tell  him  that  this  is  the  new  little 
sister  of  Betsey  Posy  and  Jenny  Posy,  and  that  her  name  is  Julie 
Posy,  and  then  perhaps  he  will  give  her  a  silver  dish  also. 

Give  my  love  to  Tutu,  and  remember  me  kindly  to  Nanna  and  Aya. 
Your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 
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Though  not  in  the  order  of  time,  I  give  in  this  place  two 
other  letters  to  the  same  little  favourite,  as  specimens  of  the 
happy  playfulness  with,  which  he  adapted  himself  to  the 
minds  of  children : 

To  Miss  KATE  STORROW. 

Sunnyside,  July  15,  1852. 

MY  DEAR  KATE, — I  thank  you  for  your  charming  little  letter. 
It  is  very  well  expressed  and  very  nicely  written,  and  what  pleases 
me  most  of  all,  it  is  written  to  me.  You  must  have  had  a  pleasant 
time  at  Compeigne  with  such  an  agreeable  party.  I  recollect  the 
place  well,  and  the  beautiful  palace,  with  the  pretty  boudoir  which 
you  all  liked  so  much  because  there  was  a  glass  there  in  which  you 
saw  yourselves  four  times.  I  did  not  notice  that  glass,  and  therefore 
was  not  so  much  struck  with  the  boudoir.  I  recollect  Pierrefond 
also,  and  was  all  over  the  ruins  and  the  surrounding  forest,  which 
put  me  in  mind  of  what  I  had  read  about  old  castles  in  fairy  tales. 
If  I  could  only  have  seen  you  driving  through  the  forest  in  your  open 
carriage  with  four  white  horses,  I  should  nave  thought  you  one  of 
the  enchanted  princesses.  You  should  take  care  how  you  venture 
out  of  your  carriage  in  such  a  place  to  gather  lilies  of  the  valley  and 
other  wild  flowers.  Don't  you  know  what  happened  once  to  a  young 
lady  (I  think  her  name  was  Proserpine),  who  was  carried  off  by  a 
wicked  king  in  sight  of  her  mamma,  as  she  was  gathering  flowers  in 
the  same  way  you  were  ?  Your  mamma  will  tell  you  the  story,  if 
you  have  not  heard  it. 

You  say  you  would  like  to  live  at  Compeigne  always,  it  is  so 
pretty,  and  you  passed  your  time  so  pleasantly  in  the  park,  "sitting 
on  the  grass,  making  beautiful  wreaths  of  buttercups  and  daisies." 
I  think  one  might  pass  one's  life  very  pleasantly  and  profitably  in 
that  manner.  I  recollect  trying  my  hand  at  buttercups  and  daisies 
once,  and  finding  it  very  agreeable,  though  I  have  not  out  of  the  way 
of  it  of  late  years,  excepting  that  Dick,  my  horse,  now  and  then  cuts 
daisies  with  me  when  1  am  on  his  back ;  but  that's  to  please  him- 
self, not  me. 

To-morrow  I  am  going  to  set  out  on  a  journey  with  a  large  party, 
including  your  cousins  Julia,  Fanny,  and  Irving  Grinnell.  We  shall 
see  no  castles,  but  will  voyage  on  great  lakes  and  rivers,  and  through 
wild  forests.  I  wish  you  were  going  with  us,  but  I  suppose  I  must 
wish  in  vain  ;  that  must  be  for  some  future  day.  And  now,  my  dear 
Kate,  give  my  love  to  Susie  and  Julie,  and  my  kind  remembrances 
to  Henriette  [the  nurse]. 

Your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 
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Two  3rears  later  he  writes  to  the  same  little  correspondent 
as  follows : 

Sunnyside,  Feb.  21,  1854. 

MY  BEAK  KATE, — I  have  just  received  the  slippers  which  you 
have  been  so  very  good  as  to  work  for  me,  and  which  have  been  a 
long  time  in  the  shoemaker's  hands.  Having  put  them  on,  I  sit 
down  to  tell  you  how  well  they  fit  me ;  how  much  I  admire  the 
colours  you  have  chosen  ;  how  much  I  am  astonished  and  delighted 
with  the  needlework;  and  how  very  sensibly  I  feel  this  proof  of 
affectionate  remembrance.  I  assure  you  I  take  great  pride  in  ex- 
hibiting this  specimen  of  the  taste  and  skill  of  my  Parisian  niece, 
and,  if  I  were  in  Paris,  should  be  very  much  tempted  to  go  to  Court 
in  them,  even  at  the  risk  of  causing  a  question  of  costume. 

I  dined,  a  few  days  since,  in  company  with  your  father's  partner, 
Mr.  13.  He  told  me  that  it  was  very  possible  you  might  ail  pay  a 
visit  to  America  this  year.  That,  however,  I  put  about  as  much  faith 
in  as  in  the  return  of  the  fairies.  I  hope,  however,  you  still  keep  up 
a  recollection  of  your  home  on  this  side  of  the  water,  and  of  your 
young  cousins  who  were  your  playmates.  They  and  their  intimates 
make  a  very  happy  circle,  and  it  grieves  me  much  that  you  and  your 
sisters  are  not  with  them,  all  growing  up  together  in  delightful  com- 
panionship. If  you  remain  much  longer  separated,  you  will  all  forget 
each  other. 

Farewell,  my  dear  Kate.  Give  my  love  to  my  dear  little  nieces 
Tutu  and  Gaga  (who,  T  fancy,  have  completely  forgotten  me),  and  to 
your  mother,  to  whom  I  wrote  recently.  Tell  your  father  we  should 
all  give  him  a  hearty  welcome  if  he  should  really  come  out  this 
summer;  and  a  still  heartier  one  should  he  bring  you  all  with  him. 
Your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  luvixo. 

The  following  is  in  reply  to  a  youthful  author  who  sends 
him  his  "  Summer  in  the  "Wilderness,"  of  which  he  remarks: 
"  It  is  an  unpretending  affair  ;  but,  though  published  only 
about  three  months  ago,  it  has  already  passed  through  an 
edition  of  fifteen  hundred.  If,  after  you  have  glanced  over 
the  pages  of  my  little  book,  you  will  send  me  a  brief  letter 
of  advice,  I  should  consider  myself  your  most  grateful 
friend.  Such  a  letter  would  be  particularly  acceptable  at 
the  present  time,  as  I  am  preparing  for  the  press  no  less 
than  three  new  books — one  upon  American  Art,  one  upon 
the  Fishes  of  America,  and  another  to  be  entitled  '  Adven- 
tures of  an  Angler  :'  " 
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To  CHARLES  LANIIAX,  New  York. 

Sunnyside,  Oct.  15,  1847. 

MY  DEAR.  SIR, — I  would  not  reply  to  your  very  obliging  letter  of 
September  10th,  until  I  bad  time  to  read  tbe  volumes  wbicb  accom- 
panied it.  Tbis,  from  the  pressure  of  various  engagements,  I  bave 
out  just  been  able  to  do;  and  I  now  return  you  tbanks  for  tbe 
delightful  entertainment  which  your  summer  rambles  bave  afforded 
me.  I  do  not  see  that  I  have  any  literary  advice  to  give  you, 
excepting  to  keep  on  as  you  bave  begun.  You  seem  to  have  the 
happy,  enjoyable  humour  of  old  Tzaak  Walton.  I  anticipate  great 
success,  therefore,  iu  your  works  on  our  American  Fishes,  and  on 
Angling,  wbicb  I  trust  will  give  us  still  further  scenes  and  adven- 
tures on  our  great  internal  waters,  depicted  with  the  freshness  and 
graphic  skill  of  your  present  volumes.  In  fact,  the  adventurous  life 
of  the  angler  amidst  our  wild  scenery  on  our  vast  lakes  and  rivers, 
must  furnish  a  striking  contrast  to  the  quiet  loiterings  of  the  English 
angler  along  tbe  Trent  or  Dove,  with  country  milkmaids  to  sing 
madrigals  to  him,  and  a  snug,  decent  country  inn  at  night,  where  he 
may  sleep  in  sheets  that  have  been  laid  in  lavender. 

With  best  wishes  for  your  success,  I  am,  my  dear  sir,  very  truly 
your  obliged, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

Meanwhile,  overtures  were  multiplying  from  the  book- 
sellers for  a  republication  of  his  works,  but  he  still  delayed 
to  make  any  definite  arrangement.  Transmitting  to  me 
some  proposals  he  had  received  from  different  publishers 
toward  the  close  of  September,  he  writes :  "  I  am  so 
much  occupied,  mind  and  pen,  just  now,  on  the  '  History 
of  Washington,'  that  I  have  not  time  to  turn  these  matters 
over  in  my  mind." 

He  was  now,  and  for  several  months  hereafter,  hard  at 
work  on  this  biography,  making  it  a  daily  task. 

At  the  date  of  the  following  letter  he  is  on  a  visit  to  the 
city,  to  be  within  reach  of  the  libraries,  but  intending,  as 
will  be  seen,  to  be  at  home  to  hold  his  Christmas  gathering : 

To  Miss  CATHERINE  IRVING. 

New  York,  Dec.  20,  1847. 

MY  DEAR  KATE, — I  had  expected  to  return  home  before  this,  but 
am  so  entangled  in  engagements,  that  I  shall  not  be  able  before 
Christmas-eve  (Friday  next).  I  trust  you  will  bave  the  rooms  deco- 
rated with  greens,  as  usual. 
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I  have  been  very  busy  and  very  dissipated  during  my  sojourn  in 
town — at  work  all  tbe  mornings  in  tbe  libraries,  and  frolicking  in 
the  evenings.  I  have  attended  every  opera.  The  house  is  beautiful, 
the  troupe  very  fair,  and  the  audience  very  fashionable.  Such 
beautiful  young  ladies! — but  the  town  is  full  of  them;  almost  as 
beautiful  as  the  young  lady  I  saw  in  my  dream  at  the  cottage. 


CHAPTER  LXXVIII. 

Dinner  at  John  Jacob  Aster's — Conversation  about  Ghosts — Engaged  on 
his  Life  of  Washington — Annoyed  at  the  Want  of  Feature  in  Parts  of 
the  War — The  Opera  House,  one  of  the  great  Charms  of  New  York — 
The  projected  Railroad  along  the  Banks  of  the  Hudson — Impending 
Desecration  of  Sunnyside — Testimonial  of  the  Laud  Committee — Adjust- 
ment of  Damages — Letter  to  Hackett — Arrangement  with  Mr.  Putnam 
for  the  Republication  of  his  Works — Knickerbocker — Author's  Remarks 
about  the  Revised  Edition — Notice  of  Henry  T.  Tuckerman — A  German 
Commentator  citing  Knickerbocker — Schaefier's  Christus  Consolator — 
Notices  of  the  Republication  of  the  Sketch  Book— Liberal  Reception  of 
the  Revised  Series. 

THE  opening  of  this  year  finds  Mr.  Irving  on  a  prolonged 
visit  to  New  York.  The  following  letter  is  addressed  to 
Mrs.  Storrow  from  the  residence  of  his  nephew,  John  T. 
Irving,  where  he  was  fixed  for  the  present : 

New  York,  Feb.  27. 

After  eleven  months'  seclusion  in  the  country,  during  which  I 
made  but  three  or  four  visits  of  business  to  town,  going  down  and 
returning  the  same  day  in  the  boat,  I  came  down  on  a  visit  early  in 
the  winter,  having  recovered  sufficiently  from  my  old  malady  to  go 
i  into  society.  The  cordial,  and  I  may  say  affectionate  reception 
I  met  with  everywhere,  and  the  delight  I  felt  on  mingling  once 
more  among  old  friends,  had  such  an  enlivening  effect  upon  me,  that 
I  soon  repeated  my  visit,  and  have  ended  by  passing  almost  the 
whole  of  the  winter  in  town.  I  think  it  has  had  a  good  effect  upon 
me  in  every  way.  It  has  rejuvenated  me,  and  given  such  a  healthful 
tone  to  my  mind  and  spirits,  that  I  have  worked  with  great  alacrity 
and  success.  I  have  my  books  and  papers  with  me,  and  generally 
con  line  myself  to  the  house  and  to  my  pen  all  the  long  morning, 
and  then  give  up  the  evening  to  society  and  amusement. 

One  great  charm  of  New  York,  at  present,  is  a  beautiful  Opera 
House,  and  a  very  good  troupe.  We  have  a  prima  donna,  named 
TrulD,  who  delights  me  as  much  as  Grisi  did,  and  in  the  same  line  of 
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characters,  though  I  will  not  say  she  is  equal  to  her  excepting  in 
occasional  scenes.  She  is  an  admirable  actress  and  an  excellent 
singer.  We  have  an  excellent  tenor  also — a  young  man  who,  when 
he  gets  more  cultivation  and  training,  will  be  worthy  of  the  Paris 
stage.  The  theatre  is  well  arranged,  and  so  fashiouable  in  every 
part  that  there  is  no  jealousy  about  places,  as  in  the  old  Opera  House 
here.  Ladies  are  seated  everywhere,  and,  with  their  gay  dresses, 
make  what  is  the  parquette  in  other  theatres  look  like  a  bed  of 
flowers.  It  is  filled  every  night.  Everybody  is  well  dressed,  and  it 
is  altogether  one  of  the  gayest,  prettiest,  and  most  polite-looking 
theatres  I  have  ever  seen.  I  have  not  missed  a  single  performance 
since  I  have  been  in  town. 

One  meets  all  one's  acquaintances  at  the  Opera,  and  there  is  much 
visiting  from  box  to  box,  and  pleasant  conversation,  between  the 
acts.  The  Opera  House  is,  in  fact,  the  great  feature  in  polite  society 
in  New  York,  and  I  believe  is  the  great  attraction  that  keeps  me  in 
town.  Music  is  to  me  the  greatest  sweetener  of  existence,  and  I 
never  enjoyed  it  more  abundantly  than  at  present. 

March  8,  Mr.  Irving  refers  to  "a  fancy  ball  recently 
given  at  the  Opera  House,  of  which,"  he  says,  "  I,  sorely 
against  my  will,  was  made  one  of  the  managers."  It  was 
a  distasteful  position,  but  he  had  not  the  faculty  of  resisting 
•well-intended  importunity  in  trifles. 

A  portion  of  this  period  of  his  lengthened  sojourn  in 
New  York  he  was  the  guest  of  John  Jacob  Astor,  then 
eighty-four  years  of  age,  whom  he  had  often  urged,  he 
tells  us,  to  commence  his  noble  enterprise  of  the  Astor 
Library,  and  enjoy  the  reputation  of  it  while  living.  It 
was  left,  however,  to  be  carried  out  under  the  provisions  of 
his  will. 

Calling  on  Mr.  Irving  one  morning  before  breakfast  at 
Mr.  Astor's,  I  found  him  engaged  on  his  "  Life  of  Wash- 
ington," but  somewhat  out  of  patience  at  the  want  of 
feature  in  parts  of  the  war.  It  was  so  barren  of  interest 
— such  a  cursed  sand  flat ;  the  two  enemies,  like  two 
drunken  men,  impotently  striking  at  each  other  without 
hurting.  Sometimes,  he  said,  he  dragged  along ;  at  other 
times  got  a  little  breeze,  and  went  forward  briskly ;  then 
adverting  to  the  changes  of  mood  in  his  task,  sometimes 
felt  as  if  he  could  remove  mountains  ;  at  other  times,  the 
molehill  was  a  mountain. 

I  was  dining  with  him,  at  another  time,  at  Mr.  Astor's, 
during  this  period,  when,  the  conversation  turning  upon 
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ghosts,  I  mentioned  the  story  of  "Wesley,  and  the  sanction 
given  to  it  by  Southey,  in  his  Life  of  that  eminent  divine. 

,  -who  was  also  dining  there,  instanced  the  story  of 

Major  Blomberg,  and  expressed  his  surprise  that  neither 
Scott  in  his  "  Demonology,"  nor  Dendie  in  his  "  Philosophy 
of  Mystery,"  had  included  this  most  remarkable  ghost 
story.  Two  officers  were  sitting  up  with  a  corpse  in  the 
West  Indies :  one  was  in  the  room  with  the  body,  the 
other  in  an  adjoining  room  which  communicated.  The 
corpse  rose  ;  came  to  the  person  in  same  room  ;  told  him  he 
had  a  secret  to  communicate,  to  prevent  a  great  wrong; 
had  been  permitted  to  return  to  life  to  reveal  it ;  bade 
him  summon  (which  he  did)  his  companion  in  the  adjoining 
room,  to  hear  his  disclosure ;  told  of  a  secret  marriage 
to  a  girl  in  Ireland,  now  with  child;  stated  the  name  of 
the  clergyman  who  married  them,  and  how  they  could  get 

the  evidence.     had  seen  the  depositions.     Mr.  Irving 

suggested  the  solution  that  the  man  was  not  dead,  and  that 
this  secret  lay  so  heavily  on  his  mind  as  to  rouse  him  from 
his  state  of  apparent  death.  He  then  proceeded  to  say  that 
he  had  been  hardly  treated  by  the  ghosts ;  that  he  had  in- 
voked the  presence  of  the  dead  more  than  once,  but  in  vain ; 
and  brought  up  especially  the  singular  compact  with  Hall, 
and  its  barren  result,  narrated  in  a  previous  volume. 

Mr.  Irving  had  been  much  disturbed  by  a  project  which 
had  been  started,  of  running  a  railroad  along  the  eastern 
bank  of  the  Hudson.  Besides  the  utter  desecration  which 
he  considered  it  of  that  beautiful  shore,  it  threatened  to 
make  his  little  cottage  almost  untenable,  inasmuch  as  its 
situation  on  the  immediate  margin  of  the  river  would  bring 
the  nuisance,  with  all  its  noise  and  unsightliness,  to  his  very 
door,  and  mar  for  ever,  as  he  feared,  the  peculiar  charms  for 
which  he  had  chosen  the  spot — its  quiet  and  retirement. 
For  a  time  he  hoped  the  plan  would  not  be  carried  out,  and, 
when  it  was  actually  decided,  was  quite  in  despair.  It  was 
hopeless,  however,  to  rebel;  and,  once  settled,  he  began,  in 
his  accustomed  way,  to  try  to  make  the  best  of  it.  As  it 
was  carried  a  short  distance  out  in  the  river,  he  was  spared 
the  trial  of  having  it  cross  his  very  grounds ;  and  the  trees 
along  the  bank  formed  a  screen,  that  he  hoped,  with  a  little 
care,  would  soon  shut  it  out  from  view.  Though  in  the 
first  paroxysm  of  annoyance,  therefore,  he  wished  "  he  had 
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been  born  when  the  world  was  finished,"  and  declared  he 
believed,  "  if  the  garden  of  Eden  were  now  on  earth,  they 
would  not  hesitate  to  run  a  railroad  through  it,"  yet,  when 
the  committee  came,  whose  duty  it  was  to  call  on  the 
owners  of  property  and  arrange  for  the  terms  of  compensa- 
tion, Mr.  Irving  submitted  at  once,  giving  them  permission 
to  commence  the  work  when  they  chose ;  and,  as  the  damage 
to  him  was  such  as  could  not  be  paid  by  money,  left  it 
entirely  with  themselves  to  determine  the  amount  of  their 
award. 

"  The  liberal  and  courteous  spirit,"  say  the  committee, 
in  a  letter  of  April  4,  1848,  from  which  I  quote,  "  in  which 
you,  last  summer,  gave  permission  to  enter  on  your  lands  to 
commence  the  construction  of  the  road,  and  in  which  the 
committee  have  uniformly  been  met  by  you  in  the  discharge 
of  their  unpleasant  duties,  has  been  quite  a  solace  to  them 
amidst  the  many  cases  of  a  contrary  character  which  have 
occurred.  It  is  the  more  worthy  of  remark,  as,  in  their 
view,  you  are  more  seriously  invaded  by  this  necessary 
work,  in  respect  to  derangement  of  rural  taste  and  retire- 
ment, than  is  any  other  proprietor  on  the  whole  line  of  the 
road  below  the  Highlands." 

In  adjustment  of  these  land  damages,  the  railroad  company 
paid  him  3500  dollars.  On  the  receipt  of  the  first  payment, 
lie  remarked  wittily :  "  Why,  I  am  harder  on  them  than  the 
waggoner  was  on  Giles  Gingerbread  ;  for  he  let  him  walk  all 
the  way  to  London  alongside  of  his  waggon  without  charging 
him  anything,  while  I  make  them  pay  for  only  passing  my 
door." 

The  Mr.  Putnam  mentioned  in  this  further  extract  from 
the  same  letter  of  April  10,  is  the  well-known  publisher, 
George  P.  Putnam,  who  had  dissolved  with  his  partner,  John 
Wiley,  at  the  close  of  the  preceding  year.  John  Jacob  Astor, 
to  whose  vast  estate  Mr.  Irving  was  named  in  his  will  as  one 
of  the  executors,  had  died  on  the  29th  of  March. 

I  am  now  negotiating  an  arrangement  with  Mr.  Putnam  for  the 
republication  of  my  works,  which,  promises  to  be  a  very  satisfactory 
one;  and  I  am  attending  preliminary  meetings  of  the  board  of 
executors  of  Mr.  Astor's  estate.  All  these  things  detain  me  in 
town,  and  may  oblige  me  hereafter  to  visit  town  frequently. 

I  trust  the  men  are  widening  and  cleaning  out  the  side-walks.  I 
shall  send  or  bring  up  some  seed  or  youug  plants  of  running  vines 
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for  tlic  porcli  by  the  front  of  the  house — yearly  plants,  to  serve 
while  the  roses  are  growing. 

The  following  letter,  addressed  to  James  II.  Hackett,  the 
popular  comedian,  and  one  of  the  best  Falstaffs  known  to  the 
stage,  was  written  on  returning  to  him  a  portion  of  his 
manuscript  "  Notes  and  Criticisms  on  Shakspeare  and  Actors 
of  Shakspeare,"  published  entire  many  years  afterward : 

New  York,  April  17,  1848. 

MY  DEAR,  SIR, — I  have  detained  your  manuscript  notes  an  un- 
conscionable time,  but  I  could  not  help  it.  I  wished  to  read  them 
attentively,  for  they  are  remarkably  suggestive,  and  not  to  be  read 
in  a  hurry ;  but  for  the  last  two  or  three  months,  spent  among  my 
friends  and  relatives  in  my  native  city,  after  an  absence  of  several 
years,  I  have  been  kept  in  such  a  round  of  engagements,  and  such 
constant  excitement,  that  I  have  only  now  and  then  been  able  to 
command  a  little  leisure  and  quiet  for  reading  and  reflection.  At 
such  moments  I  have  perused  your  manuscripts  by  piecemeal,  and 
now  return  you  my  many  thanks  for  the  great  pleasure  they  have 
afforded  me.  I  will  not  pretend  to  enter  at  present  into  any  discus- 
sion of  the  topics  they  embrace,  for  I  have  not  sufficient  faith  in  my 
critical  acumen  to  commit  my  thoughts  to  paper ;  but  when  I  have 
the  pleasure  of  meeting  with  you  personally,  we  will  talk  over  these 
matters  as  largely  as  you  please.  I  have  seen  all  the  leading 
characters  of  Shakspeare  played  by  the  best  actors  in  America  ana 
England,  during  the  present  century ;  some  of  them,  too,  admirably 
performed  in  Germany.  I  have  heard  some  of  them  chanted  in  the 
Italian  opera,  and  1  have  seen  the  ballet  of  "Hamlet"  gravely 
danced  at  Vienna.  Yet,  with  all  this  experience,  I  feel  that  I  am 
an  amateur  rather  than  a  connoisseur;  prone  to  receive  great  plea- 
sure without  nicely  analysing  the  source,  and  sometimes  apt  to  clap 
my  hands  when  grave  critics  shake  their  heads. 

Excuse  this  scrawl,  written  in  a  hurried  moment,  and  believe  me, 
with  great  respect  and  regard,  your  obliged  friend  and  servant, 

"\VASIIIXGTOX  IRVING. 

The  agreement  with  Mr.  George  P.  Putnam,  by  which  31  r. 
Irving  was  to  prepare  revised  copies  of  all  his  works  for 
publication,  bears  date  July  2G,  18-1-8.  By  this  arrangement, 
which  was  to  continue  for  n've  years,  Mr.  Putnam  was  to  have 
the  exclusive  right  of  publishing  his  already  published  works 
and  writings  in  uniform  duodecimo  volumes,  until  the  whole 
series  was  completed,  at  such  intervals  as  the  publisher  might 
find  most  for  the  mutual  interest  of  the  parties.  He  had  the 
right  also  to  publish  one  or  more  of  the  works  in  a  larger 

VOL.  IT.  -"   i- 
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size,  and  illustrated.  Mr.  Putnam  was  to  be  at  tbe  whole 
charge  of  publication,  "including  all  the  expenses  thereto 
incident,"  and  was  to  pay  Mr.  Irving  twelve  and  a  half  per 
cent,  on  the  retail  price  of  all  the  copies  sold.  The  accounts 
of  sales  were  to  be  balanced  at  the  end  of  every  year,  com- 
mencing with  July,  1849 ;  and  the  author  was  to  receive,  in 
notes  at  four  months,  the  amount  accruing  to  him  at  the 
above  rate;  but,  in  anticipation  of  such  general  adjustment, 
Mr.  Putnam  agreed  to  pay  him,  in  quarterly  payments,  1000 
dollars  for  the  first  year,  1500  for  the  second,  and  2000  for 
the  third,  fourth,  and  fifth  years  :  all  of  which  payments  were 
to  be  made  on  account  of  the  per-centage  above  specified,  in 
the  confident  expectation  of  the  publisher  that  the  year's 
receipts  would  overrun  the  amount  advanced,  and  that  the 
author  would  have  a  surplus  to  receive  at  the  stated  period 
of  settlement.  In  case  of  a  disappointment  in  this  particular, 
and  that  the  per-centage  within  the  year  should  not  amount 
to  the  sum  or  sums  advanced,  the  author  was  not  to  be 
called  upon  to  refund  any  part  of  the  advance.  In  other 
words,  by  this  agreement,  Mr.  Putnam  was  answerable  for 
the  payment  of  8500  dollars — the  sum  provided  for  in  the 
several  annual  advances — whatever  be  the  amount  of  the 
per-centage  ;  but  whenever  this  guarantee  of  8500  dollars 
should  be  covered  by  the  gross  amount  of  profits  received  by 
Mr.  Irving,  the  advances  were  to  cease  ;  or,  if  continued  at 
the  stipulated  rate,  and  at  the  annual  settlement  it  should 
appear  that  they  had  overrun  the  per-centage,  the  author  was 
to  refund  the  difference. 

The  arrangement  redounded  (o  the  advantage  of  both. 

On  the  18th  of  August,  during  a  holiday  visit  I  was 
making  at  Sunnyside,  Mr.  Irving  brought  to  the  cottage, 
from  the  city,  a  copy  of  the  revised  edition  of  "  Knicker- 
bocker's History  of  New  York,"  printed,  and  to  be  published 
on  the  1st  of  September.  I  turned  over  the  pages,  and  ob- 
served to  him  that  there  appeared  to  be  considerable  additions 
besides  the  Author's  Apology,  which  he  had  written  expressly 
for  this  new  edition.  He  replied  that  he  had  made  some 
changes,  and,  he  hoped,  improvements ;  thought  that  he  had 
mellowed  and  softened  a  good  deal  that  was  overcharged; 
had  chastened  the  exaggerated  humour  of  some  portions — 
the  effect  of  age  and  improved  taste  combined;  and  tem- 
pered the  rawness  of  other  parts  without  losing  any  of  the 
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raciness.  If  he  had  the  work  to  write  anew,  lie  thought  he 
could  have  brought  out  many  things  in  a  finer  and  higher 
vein  of  humour ;  but  some  of  the  jokes  had  got  so  implanted, 
he  was  afraid  to  disturb  them. 

The  undertaking  of  .Mr.  Putnam  was  greeted  with  a 
cordial  welcome  by  many  of  our  literary  luminaries.  "A 
new  edition  of  Washington  Irving's  works,"  writes  the 
polished  essayist,  H.  T.  Tuekerman,  on  the  first  putting 
forth  of  "  Knickerbocker,"  "  has  long  been  in  contemplation ; 
but  perhaps  it  is  not  so  generally  known,  that  the  writings 
of  this  elegant  pioneer  of  American  literature  have  long 
been  out  of  print  in  his  own  country.  A  stray  volume  or 
two  of  the  cheap  Philadelphia  edition,  wholly  uufit'to  grace 
a  library  shelf,  or  the  bulky  octavo  published  in  Paris,  may 
occasionally  be  encountered ;  but,  strange  as  it  may  seem, 
a  complete,  readable,  and  authorised  edition  of  '  Geoffrey 
Crayon'  has  long  been  a  desideratum.  Since  the  dawn  of 
his  popularity,  thousands  of  a  new  generation  have  sprung 
up  iu  the  Far  West,  and  along  the  Atlantic,  who  know  this 
ornament  to  their  country's  genius  only  by  fragments,  and 
from  the  voice  of  renown.  Accordingly,  the  enterprise  of 
Mr.  Putnam  was  not  only  required  as  a  convenience,  but 
almost  as  a  necessity.  *  *  *  *  The  series  is  very  appro- 
priately commenced  with  '  Knickerbocker's  New  York ' 
— one  of  the  most  original  and  elaborate  pieces  of  humour 
to  which  our  language  has  given  birth." 

Another  unknown  but  evidently  practised  pen,  after 
descanting  on  the  beauty  of  the  volume  in  its  type  and 
finish,  remarks  : 

If  any  works  of  our  language  are  worthy  of  such  choice  embalming, 
aud  such  an  honoured  place  in  all  libraries  as  these  volumes  are 
destined  to  fill,  it  is  those  of  Washington  Irving.  Their  quaint  and 
exhaustless  humour,  rich,  graceful,  and  exuberant  fancy,  and  the  pure 
and  natural  vein  of  feeling,  deepening  into  pathos,  which  runs 
through  them,  make  them,  in  an  eminent  sense,  household  works — 
works  to  be  read  by  the  winter  fireside,  or  in  the  calm  of  summer 
twilight,  always  cheering  and  soothing  in  their  influence,  and  con- 
veying strengthening  and  instructive  lessons  in  a  form  which  the 
mind  is  always  ready  to  receive.  To  the  writings  of  Diedrich 
Knickerbocker,  especially,  may  be  applied  the  words  of  Sir  Philip 
Sidney  :  "  lie  coincth  to  you  with  a  talc  that  holdeth  children  from 
plav,  and  old  men  from  the  chimney  corner." 

3x2 
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The  volume  before  us  has  been  thoroughly  revised,  and  now  wears 
the  final  form  in  which  posterity  will  receive  it.  Its  interest  is 
increased  by  a  curious  history  of  the  manner  in  which  the  work  was 
first  published.  The  adroitness  with  which  the  public  was  prepared 
for  the  appearance  of  the  book  is  very  amusing,  and  we  wonder  not 
that  foreigners  should  have  been  puzzled  in  wuat  manner  to  under- 
stand it. 

It  is  au  amusing  fact,  in  connexion  with  this  allusion  to 
the  difficulty  of  foreigners  in  what  manner  to  understand 
Knickerbocker,  that  a  learned  German  commentator,  in 
some  notes  to  a  German  edition  of  Thucydides,  has  a  grave 
reference  to  Knickerbocker's  History  of  the  old  factions  of 
the  Long  Pipes  and  Short  Pipes,  as  an  illustration  of  the 
profound  remarks  of  Thucydides  on  the  evils  arising  from 
the  prevalence  of  factions  throughout  Greece.  "  Laugh- 
able as  this  undoubtedly  is,"  writes  Tuckerman,  in  noticing 
the  fact,  "  it  is  probable  that  a  more  flattering  testimony 
was  never  borne  to  the  inimitable  skill  displayed  in  every 
page  of  '  Knickerbocker's  History  of  New  York.'  It  is 
highly  amusing,  however,  to  think  of  the  utter  mystification 
and  bewilderment  in  which  Goeller  must  have  been,  while 
laboriously  perusing  the  soi-disant  history,  and  endeavouring 
to  treasure  up  in  his  memory  the  well-authenticated  and  in- 
structive facts  with  which  it  abounds."* 

On  the  same  day  that  Mr.  Irving  brought  to  the  cottage 
this  first  volume  of  the  revised  edition  of  his  works,  his 
most  humorous  composition,  he  brought  home  also  a  picture 
which  had  strongly  touched  his  religious  sensibilities.  This 
was  Dupont's  engraving  of  Ary  Schaeffer's  Christus  Conso- 
lator,  which  he  had  recently  bought,  and  left  to  be  mounted 
and  framed.  The  engraving  first  caught  his  eye,  as  he  told 
me,  in  the  window  of  a  German  shop  in  Broadway,  and  he 
then  gazed  at  it  until  the  tears  gathered  in  his  eyes,  with- 
out knowing  whose  it  was.  Finding  it  was  from  Schaeffer,  he 
went  in  at  once  and  bought  it,  and  ordered  it  to  be  framed. 
After  tea  he  took  mallet  and  chisel,  and  proceeded  to  unbox 
it.  It  was  indeed  an  exquisite  thing,  full  of  the  deepest 
sentiment ;  and  as  Mr.  Irving  continued  to  look  at  it,  the 

*  The  instance  occurs  in  Goeller's  Thucydides,  in  a  note  on  the  eighty- 
second  chapter  of  the  third  book,  and  the  reference  is  to  Washington 
Irving's  "  History  of  New  York,"  lib.  vii.  cap.  5. 
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tears  started  again  to  his  eyes.  He  thought  he  had  never 
seen  anything  so  affecting — "  there  was  nothing  superior  to 
it  in  the  world  of  art ;"  then  he  burst  out  into  an  expression 
of  regret  at  not  having  seen  more  of  Schaeffer.  He  had  met 
him  at  Paris  on  his  last  visit  to  Europe,  at  a  house  where 
he  used  to  meet  Lamennais  and  others,  and  had  been  urged 
to  go  to  his  studio,  but  never  went.  "  It  was  one  of  the 
negligences  of  my  life." 

It  was  in  the  autumn  of  this  year  that  he  united  himself 
to  the  Episcopal  Church,  of  which  he  had  never  before  been 
a  member ;  and  he  was  no  doubt  particularly  susceptible  at 
this  period  to  the  emotions  such  an  engraving  was  calculated 
to  excite. 

I  give  a  few  specimens  from  the  literary  notices  of  the 
day,  to  show  the  unbroken  charm  of  the  Sketch  Book, 
and  the  cordial  welcome  it  received.  It  was  the  second 
volume  of  the  new  series,  and  was  published  about  the  1st  of 
October.  I  should  add,  that  the  interest  of  the  volume  was 
enhanced  by  a  preface,  which  contained  a  narrative  of  the 
circumstances  of  the  first  publication  of  the  work. 

The  second  volume  of  Putnam's  elegant  edition  of  Irving  is  before 
us.  The  Sketch  Book,  purely  classic  and  beautiful  as  is  its  language, 
seems  to  read  even  more  refreshingly  in  the  present  choice  getting 
up.  It  is  needless  to  refer  to  the  work  itself ;  for  who  that  reads  at 
all  has  failed  to  make  acquaintance  with  its  pages  ?  The  exquisite 
sketches  of  "The  Wife,"  the  "Broken  Heart,"  and  "Rural 
Funerals,"  have  been  an  utterance  and  a  consolation  to  many  a  heart, 
and  they  will  not  soon  cease  their  mission.  "Rip  Van  Winkle"  and 
the  "Legend  of  Sleepy  Hollow"  have  taken  root  in  the  soil  which 
produced  them  ;  and  the  graphic  papers  on  the  Christmas  Festivities 
of  England  have  been  adopted  as  part  of  the  records  of  her  homes. 
Few  single  works  have  attained  a  wider  reach  of  influence,  or  a  more 
enduring  fame. 

I  find  in  Bryant's  Evening  Post  of  October  13  the  follow- 
ing notice  of  its  republication  : 

Washington  Irving's  name  is  uppermost  in  our  thoughts  when 
speaking  the  claims  or  recounting  the  successes  of  American  author- 
snip.  He  lias  had  the  homage  of  critics  on  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic ; 
the  cordial  praise  of  men  of  letters,  his  contemporaries  and  co- 
labourers  ;  some  share  of  those  executive  favours  which  are  rarely 
accorded  as  tributes  to  literary  eminence;  and  he  enjoys  a  reputation 
dignified  by  the  union  of  high  personal  character,  and  uumarred  by 
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any  of  those  personal  jealousies  that  so  often  discredit  established 
reputations,  or  that  latter-day  mediocrity  that  threatens  them  with 
final  bankruptcy.  We  are  glad  to  find  him  devoting  part  of  the 
leisure  of  Sunnyside  to  the  revision  of  his  works  for  their  uni- 
form publication.  *  *  *  The  first  purchasers  of  this  volume  will  be, 
if  we  mistake  not,  those  who  have  read  it  oftenest.  Its  familiar 
papers  come  to  most  readers  with  the  charm  of  long  acquaintance  ; 
they  are  amongst  the  old  wine  in  their  stores  of  pleasant  book  recol- 
lections. Rip  Van  "Winkle  and  Ichabod  Crane  are  universal  heroes  ; 
the  Widow  and  her  Son  have  made  their  appeal  to  everybody's  sym- 
pathies ;  and  every  American  traveller  in  England  divides  the  enjoy- 
ment and  the  reminiscences  of  his  pilgrimage  to  Stratford-on-Avon 
between  Shakspeare  and  Irving. 

Late  in  October  I  called  on  Mr.  Irving,  then  in  New 
Tork,  and  found  him  engaged  on  his  "  Life  of  Mahomet," 
evidently  somewhat  fagged.  I  told  him  I  saw  Putnam  had 
advertised  its  appearance  for  the  1st  of  January.  Yes,  he 
said  ;  he  was  afraid  it  would  hurry  him  to  get  ready ;  he 
gave  him  a  negligent  answer,  and  he  fixed  a  day.  Was  a 
good  deal  bothered  in  his  anxiety  to  finish  this  and  the 
"  Life  of  Washington."  Hoped  he  would  not  drop  in 
harness.  I  told  him  the  uniform  edition  was  doing  so  well, 
he  could  afford  to  take  his  ease,  and  not  to  drudge.  "  Yes," 
said  he  ;  "  but  I  know  my  nature.  I  must  get  through  with 
the  work  I  have  cut  out  for  myself.  I  must  weave  my  web, 
and  then  die." 

A  few  days  afterward,  the  third  of  the  series  of  the  new 
edition  of  his  works,  being  the  first  volume  of  "  The  Life 
and  Voyages  of  Columbus,"  made  its  appearance ;  and  in 
the  preface  the  author  took  occasion  to  notice  the  accusa- 
tion that  he  had  not  given  sufficient  credit  to  Don  Martin 
Fernandez  de  Navarrete  for  the  aid  he  had  derived  from  his 
collection  of  documents  ;  quoting,  in  refutation,  a  letter  of 
Navarrete  himself,  and  that  author's  own  words  also,  in  the 
third  volume  of  his  "  Collection  of  Spanish  Voyages." 

The  next  volume  of  the  revised  series — "  Bracebridge 
Hall" — was  published  on  the  1st  of  December.  "  When  we 
consider,"  says  the  Evening  Post,  in  a  notice  of  its  appear- 
ance, "  that  in  c  Bracebridge  Hall '  are  to  be  found  Eeady- 
Money  Jack  and  the  Stout  Gentleman,  as  examples  of 
Irving's  comic  power,  and  Annette  Delarbre  as  an  instance 
of  his  command  over  the  gentler  emotions,  we  are  tempted 
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to  ask  whether  he  has  done  anything  better  than  his  '  .Brace- 
bridge  Hall.' " 

Four  volumes  of  the  revised  series  were  now  published, 
and  the  sale,  for  books  that  were  not  new,  was  unprece- 
dented. By  many,  the  enterprise  had  been  pronounced  a 
rash  one ;  but  the  reception  given  to  these  volumes  by  the 
public,  proved,  in  the  language  of  another,  "  the  solidity  of 
the  author's  reputation,  and  seemed  like  a  recognition  of  his 
works  as  an  abiding  part  of  his  '  land's  language.'  " 

Forty  years  had  gone  by  since  "Knickerbocker"  was 
first  introduced  to  the  public;  and  thirty  years  had  well- 
nigh  passed  away  since,  in  his  original  preface  to  the  first 
number  of  the  Sketch  Book,  he  wrote  : 

The  following  writings  are  published  on  experiment.  Should  they 
please,  they  may  be  followed  by  others.  *  *  *  Should  his  exertions 
be  well  received,  the  author  cannot  conceal  that  it  would  be  a  source 
of  the  purest  gratification ;  for,  though  he  does  not  aspire  to  those 
high  honours  which  are  the  rewards  of  loftier  intellects,  yet  it  is  the 
dearest  wish  of  his  heart  to  have  a  secure  and  cherished,  though 
humble  corner,  in  the  good  opinions  and  kind  feelings  of  his  country- 
men. 

"  Little  did  he  then  anticipate,"  says  an  anonymous  con- 
temporary, in  quoting  this  passage,  "that  the  Gospel  an- 
nunciation, '  He  that  humbleth  himself  shall  be  exalted,' 
would  be  so  fully  verified  in  his  case ;  that  the  '  high  honours' 
to  which  he  did  not  aspire,  would  be  accorded  to  him  of  right ; 
and  that  the  '  humble  corner '  he  coveted  in  the  affections 
of  his  countrymen,  should  prove  to  be  the  most  favoured 
spot." 


CHAPTEE  LXXIX. 

Unprecedented  Sale  of  Revised   Edition   of    the  Sketch  Book — Engaged 
upon  a  Life  of  Goldsmith — Its  Publication — Ripley's  Notice — Critique 
of  George  W.  Greene — Appearance  of  Mahomet  and  his  Si: 
The  Ik-vised  Alhnmbru  and   Couauest  of  Granada — Anxiety  to  begin 
anew  on  Life  of  Washington. 

Tins  year  opened  most  encouragingly.  The  issue  of  the 
seventh  thousand  of  the  Sketch  Book  was  advertised  on  or 
about  the  1st  of  February,  less  than  four  mouths  after  its 
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republication,  aud  Putnam  gave  the  most  flattering  reports 
of  the  manner  in  which  the  illustrated  edition  had  gone  off 
during  the  holidays.  The  profits  of  this  last-named  edition 
were  mainly  the  publisher's,  Mr.  Irving  being  at  no  expense 
for  the  embellishments,  receiving  merely  the  twelve  and  a 
half  per  cent,  on  the  retail  price  of  so  many  ordinary  copies. 
All  the  illustrated  editions  of  his  works  were  got  up  exclu- 
sively by  his  publisher. 

"Bracebridge  Hall,"  the  author's  last  monthly  publication, 
was  followed  in  January  by  the  second  volume  of  the  "  Life 
and  Voyages  of  Columbus,"  and  in  February  by  volume  third, 
including  the  "  Companions  of  Columbus."  The  "  Tales  of 
a  Traveller "  were  brought  out  in  March,  "  Astoria "  in 
April,  and  the  "  Crayon  Miscellany"  in  May. 

In  noticing  the  appearance  of  this  last,  which  comprised 
the  "  Tour  on  the  Prairies,"  "  Abbotsford,"  and  "  Newstead 
Abbey,"  the  editor  of  the  "  Literary  World  "  remarks  : 

The  author's  "  Astoria,"  the  last  monthly  publication  of  the  series, 
has,  from  its  timely  issue,  when  men's  eyes  are  directed  to  the 
"  California  Trail,"  met  with  the  most  distinguished  success.  It  is 
appropriately  followed  by  the  "  Tour  to  the  Prairies,"  included  in 
the  present  volume.  The  next,  we  understand,  will  be  a  republica- 
tion of  "  Captain  Bonneville's  Adventures,"  which  will  complete  the 
volumes  through  which  Irving  has  so  happily  connected  his  name 
•with  the  History  of  the  Great  West.  The  charm  of  the  "  Tour  to 
the  Prairies"  is  its  unique,  finished  character.  It  is  a  little  episode 
of  the  author's  life,  in  which  he  has  condensed  the  sentiment  and 
fresh  spirit  of  adventure  consequent  on  his  return  to  American  life, 
after  long  familiarity  with  the  over-cultivation  of  Europe.  It  will 
probably  be  read  as  long  as  any  of  his  writings.  The  Sketch  of 
Abbotsford  and  its  Master  is  one  of  the  most  graceful  aud  truthful  of 
the  many  reminiscences  of  Scott.  How  admirably  the  character  of 
Sir  Walter's  conversation  is  conveyed  in  a  line — "  The  conversation 
of  Scott  was  frank,  hearty,  picturesque,  and  dramatic."  The  anec- 
dotes and  traits  of  the  great  Master,  charmingly  told  in  this  narra- 
tive, are  all  to  the  point.  The  paper  which  concludes  this  volume  of 
the  Miscellany,  on  "  Newstead  Abbey,"  reminds  us  of  the  best  of 
the  "Sketch  J3ook"  or  "  Bracebridge  "Hall." 

Of  "  The  Adventures  of  Captain  Bonneville,"  the  next 
in  the  series  of  Mr.  Irving's  collected  works,  a  contempo- 
rary remarks  : 

This  book  loses  none  of  its  freshness  or  interest  with  the  lapse  of 
years.  The  contrast  between  the  polished,  luxuriant  style  of  its 
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composition,  and  the  wild,  daring  adventures  of  forest  life  which  it 
describes,  gives  it,  a  peculiar  charm,  and  leads  many  to  prefer  it  to 
the  mure  universally  admired  productions  of  its  popular  author. 

On  the  5th  of  July,  soon  after  a  return  from  a  short  visit 
to  his  niece  on  Cayuga  Lake,  Mr.  Irving  writes  to  Mrs. 
Storro\v  as  follows : 

For  upward  of  a  year  past  I  have  been  very  much  from  home, 
obliged  to-be  for  the  most  of  the  time  in  the  city,  superintending  the 
publication  of  a  new  and  revised  edition  of  my  works,  making  re- 
searches for  other  works  on  which  I  am  employed,  and  attending  to 
the  settlement  of  Mr.  Astor's  estate,  and  the  organisation  of  the 
Astor  Library.  Altogether,  I  have  had  more  toil  of  head  and  fagging 
of  the  pen  for  the  last  eighteen  months  than  in  any  other  period  of 
my  life,  and  have  been  once  or  twice  fearful  my  health  might  be- 
come deranged,  but  it  has  held  out,  marvellously ;  and  now  I  hope 
to  be  able  to  ease  off  in  my  toils,  and  to  pass  my  time  at  home  as 
usual. 

In  the  succeeding  month  he  received  from  the  Astor  estate, 
here  mentioned,  his  share  of  the  commissions  devolving  upon 
the  executors,  amounting  to  10,592  dollars  and  G6  cents.  It 
was  shortly  before  this  that  he  called  at  my  office,  and,  speak- 
ing of  his  fagging  at  the  "  Life  of  Goldsmith,"  two  or  three 
chapters  of  which  he  had  still  to  write,  said  it  had  taken 
more  time  than  he  could  afford — had  plucked  the  heart  out 
of  his  summer  ;  and,  after  all,  he  could  only  play  with  the 
subject.  He  had  no  time  to  finish  it  off  as  he  wished. 

He  had  now  published  all  but  two  of  the  revised  edition 
of  his  works — "  The  Chronicles  of  Granada"  and  the  "  Al- 
hambra " — and  had  intermitted  the  continuation  of  the 
series  and  his  "  Life  of  Washington,"  to  take  up  the  "  Life 
of  Goldsmith."  It  was  a  sudden  literary  freak,  similar  to 
that  which  had  induced  him,  when  first  in  Spain,  to  break  off 
from  "  Columbus  "  to  begin  the  "  Chronicles  of  Granada," 
and  had  subsequently  drawn  him  aside  to  his  "  Moorish 
Chronicles." 

His  publisher,  Mr.  Putnam,  in  his  "  Eecollections  of 
Irving,"  communicated  to  the  "Atlantic  Magazine"  in 
November,  18GO,  has  the  following  glimpse  at  its  origin  : 

Sitting  at  my  desk,  one  day,  he  was  looking  at  Forster's  clever 
work,  which  I  proposed  to  reprint.  He  remarked  that  it  was  a 
favourite  theme  of  his,  and  he  had  half  a  mind  to  pursue  it,  and 
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extend  into  a  volume  a  sketch  he  had  once  made  for  an  edition  of 
Goldsmith's  Works.  I  expressed  a  hope  that  he  would  do  so  ;  and 
within  sixty  days  the  first  sheets  of  Irving's  "  Goldsmith  "  were  in 
the  printer's  hands.  The  press  (as  he  says)  was  "  dogging  at  his 
heels,"  for  in  two  or  three  weeks  the  volume  was  published. 

I  was  on  a  visit  to  the  cottage  when  it  came  out,  and, 
reading  it  at  once,  expressed  to  him  my  satisfaction  with  the 
work.  He  replied  that  he  had  been  afraid  to  look  at  it  since 
it  was  brought  up,  for  he  had  never  written  anything  in  such 
a  hurry.  He  wanted  more  time  for  it,  and  did  not  know 
but  that  his  talents  might  be  flagging.  "  Are  you  sure  it 
does  not  smell  of  the  apoplexy  ?"  he  inquired,  in  playful 
allusion  to  Gil  Bias  and  the  Archbishop  of  Granada. 

A  few  days  after,  Mr.  Irving  received  a  note  from  Mr. 
George  Ripley,  at  the  head  of  the  literary  department  of  the 
New  York  Tribune,  and  more  widely  known  of  late  years 
as  one  of  the  editors  of  the  "  New  American  Cyclopaedia," 
enclosing  the  following  cordial  and  animated  notice  : 

Everything  combines  to  make  this  one  of  the  most  fascinating 
pieces  of  biography  in  the  English  language.  Enough  is  known  of 
the  personal  history  and  character  of  Goldsmith,  to  tempt  us  to  recur 
to  the  subject  with  fresh  interest;  but  he  has  not  been  so  bandied 
about  by  life-writers  and  reviewers  as  to  satiate  curiosity.  The  sim- 
plicity, and  even  the  weaknesses  of  his  nature,  call  forth  a  feeling  of 
affection ;  and  the  charm  of  his  writings,  so  unaffected,  so  naive,  so 
transparent  in  their  crystal  purity  of  expression,  attracts  us  to  a  more 
intimate  acquaintance  with  the  author.  Mr.  Irving  was  in  possession 
of  abundant  materials  to  do  justice  to  the  subject.  He  had  only  to 
insert  his  exquisite  magnetic  needle  into  the  mass,  to  give  a  choice 
and  shapely  form  to  all  that  was  valuable  in  the  labours  of  previous 
biographers.  He  has  done  this  in  a  manner  which  leaves  nothing  to 
be  desired.  With  a  genial  admiration  of  Goldsmith,  with  a  cordial 
appreciation  of  the  spirit  of  his  writings,  and  with  many  similar  intel- 
lectual tendencies,  he  has  portrayed  the  varied  picture  of  his  life  with 
a  grace  and  elegauce  that  make  his  narrative  as  charming  a  piece  of 
composition  as  can  be  found  in  the  whole  range  of  his  former  works. 
He  has  added  a  new  enchantment  to  the  potent  spell  with  which  lie 
always  binds  the  hearts  of  his  readers.  *  *  *  He  has  performed 
this  task  with  a  facile  excellence  peculiar  to  himself;  and  henceforth 
the  two  names  of  Irving  and  Goldsmith  will  be  united  in  the  recollec- 
tion of  the  delightful  hours  which  each  has  given  to  such  a  host  of 
"happy  human  beings."  There  could  not  be  a  more  admirable 
description  of  the  influence  of  his  own  writings  than  Mr.  Irving  has 
given  in  his  opening  paragraph  on  Goldsmith.  We  will  not  forego 
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the  pleasure  of  quoting  it  entire :  "  There  are  few  writers  for  whom 
the  reader  feels  such  personal  kindness  as  for  Oliver  Goldsmith,  for 
few  have  so  eminently  possessed  the  magic  gift  of  identifying  them- 
selves with  their  writings.  We  read  his  character  in  every  page,  and 
grow  into  familiar  intimacy  with  him  as  we  read.  The  artless 
benevolence  that  beams  throughout  his  works ;  the  whimsical,  yet 
amiable  views  of  human  life  and  human  nature  ;  the  enforced  humour, 
blending  so  happily  with  good  feeling  and  good  sense,  and  singularly 
dashed,  at  times,  with  a  pleasing  melancholy ;  even  the  very  nature 
of  his  mellow,  and  flowing,  and  softly -tinted  style,  all  seem  to  bespeak 
his  moral  as  well  as  his  intellectual  qualities,  and  make  us  love  the 
man  at  the  same  time  that  we  admire  the  author.  While  the  pro- 
ductions of  writers  of  loftier  pretensions  and  more  sounding  names 
are  suffered  to  moulder  on  our  shelves,  those  of  Goldsmith  are 
cherished,  and  laid  in  our  bosoms.  We  do  not  quote  them  with 
ostentation,  but  they  mingle  with  our  minds,  sweeten  our  tempers, 
and  harmonise  our  thoughts  ;  they  put  us  in  good  humour  with  our- 
selves and  with  the  world,  aud  in  so  doing  they  make  us  happier  and 
better  men." 

In  an  elaborate  critique  of  some  of  Mr.  Irving's  works, 
contributed  to  the  "  Christian  Review"  in  April,  1850,  a 
skilful  writer  and  ripe  scholar,  Prof.  George  "W.  Greene, 
holds  this  language  about  the  "  Life  of  Goldsmith :" 

If  there  is  anybody  of  whom  it  coul  ]  be  said  that  it  was  his  duty 
to  write  a  Life  of  Goldsmith,  it  is  Washington  Irving ;  aud,  often  as 
we  have  had  occasion  to  thank  him  for  happy  hours,  we  do  not  know 
that  we  ever  felt  so  grateful  to  him  for  anything  as  for  this.  We 
have  always  loved  Goldsmith,  his  poetry  and  his  prose,  and  every- 
thing about  him.  There  is  not  a  poem  in  the  language  that  we 
can  go  back  to  with  the  same  zest  with  which  we  open  the  "  Tra- 
veller" or  the  "  Deserted  Village"  for  the  five-hundredth  time ;  and 
we  can  never  get  through  a  ten  minutes'  speech  without  quoting  the 
"  Vicar  of  Wakefield."  And  yet  we  must  say  frankly  that  we  never 
understood  Goldsmith's  character  until  now.  We  have  been  vexed 
ut  his  weakness,  and  have  blushed  at  his  blunders.  We  had  always 
wished  he  could  have  thrown  off  his  brogue,  and  had  never  put  on 
his  bloom-coloured  coat.  That  he  should  not  have  known  how  to 
keep  his  money  was  not  very  wonderful — it  is  a  professional  weak- 
ness ;  but  he  might  at  any  rate  have  thrown  it  away  in  better  com- 
pany. We  have  been  more  than  once  sorely  troubled,  too,  by  sundry 
little  slips  that  savoured  somewhat  of  moral  obliquity,  and  never 
been  able  to  reconcile  the  elevation  of  his  intellect  with  acts  that  far 
less  rigorous  judges  than  we  have  characterised  as  mean  and  de- 
grading. In  short,  with  all  our  coutempt  for  Boswell,  we  have  been 
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fairly  Boswellised,  and,  much  as  we  loved  Goldsmith,  loved  him  some- 
what in  despite  of  what  we  thought  our  better  judgment. 

Thanks  to  Mr.  Irving,  our  doubts  have  all  been  solved,  and  we  can 
love  the  kind,  simple-hearted,  genial  man,  with  as  much  confidence  as 
we  admire  his  writings.  This  overflowing  of  the  heart,  this  true  phi- 
losophy, so  interwoven  with  his  whole  nature,  that,  whether  he  acts 
or  speaks,  you  find  it  as  strongly  marked  in  his  actions  as  in  his 
language;  that  quick  sensibility,  which  makes  him  so  keenly  alive  to 
all  the  petty  annoyances  of  his  dependent  position,  and  that  buoyancy 
of  spirit  which  raises  him  above  them,  and  bears  him  up  on  the  wave 
while  many  a  stouter  heart  is  sinking  around  him ;  those  ready 
sympathies,  that  self-forgetfulness,  that  innate,  unprompted,  spon- 
taneous philanthropy,  which,  in  the  days  of  his  prosperity  as  well  as 
in  his  days  of  trial,  was  never  belied  by  word  or  by  deed — all  these 
we  understand  as  we  never  understood  them  before,  and  feel  how 
rare  and  beautiful  they  are.  He  was  not  wise  in  his  own  concerns, 
and  yet  what  treasures  of  wisdom  has  he  not  bequeathed  to  the 
world  !  Artless  as  an  infant,  yet  how  deeply  read  in  human  nature ; 
with  all  his  feelings  upon  the  surface,  ruffled  by  every  breeze  and 
glowing  in  every  sunbeam,  and  yet  how  skilled  in  all  the  secret  wind- 
ings of  the  heart.  None  but  a  man  of  genial  nature  should  ever 
attempt  to  write  the  Life  of  Goldsmith :  one  who  knows  how  much 
wisdom  can  be  extracted  from  folly ;  how  much  better  for  the  heart 
it  is  to  trust  than  to  doubt ;  how  much  nobler  is  a  generous  impulse 
than  a  cautious  reserve ;  how  much  truer  a  wisdom  there  is  in  bene- 
volence than  in  all  the  shrewd  devices  of  worldly  craft. 

Now  Mr.  Irving  is  just  the  man  to  feel  all  this,  and  to  make  you 
feel  it  too.  He  sees  how  weak  Goldsmith  is  in  many  things,  how 
wise  in  others,  and  he  sees  how  closely  his  wisdom  and  his  weakness 
are  allied.  There  is  no  condescension  in  his  pity,  none  of  that  parade 
which  often  makes  pity  tenfold  more  bitter  than  the  sufferings  which 
call  it  forth.  He  tells  you  the  story  of  his  hero's  errors  as  freely  as 
he  does  that  of  his  virtues,  and  in  a  way  to  make  you  feel  that  a  man 
may  have  many  a  human  weakness  lie  heavy  at  his  door,  and  yet  be 
worthy  of  our  love  and  admiration  still.  He  has  no  desire  to  conceal, 
makes  no  attempt  to  palliate.  He  understands  his  hero's  character 
thoroughly,  and  feels  that,  if  he  can  only  make  you  understand  it, 
you  will  love  him  as  much  as  lie  does.  Therefore  he  draws  him  just 
as  he  is,  lights  and  shadows,  virtues  and  foibles — vices  you  cannot  call 
them,  be  you  never  so  unkind.  At  his  blunders  he  laughs,  just  as 
Goldsmith  himself  used  to  laugh  in  recounting  them ;  and  he  feels 
the  secret  of  his  virtues  too  justly  to  attempt  to  gild  them  over  with 
useless  embellishment. 

Speaking  to  Mr.  Irving  of  this  biography  of  Goldsmith, 
soon  after  its  appearance,  I  asked  him  if  had  introduced  any 
anecdotes  not  in  Prior's  or  Forster's  Life  of  him.  "No," 
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playfully;  "  I  could  not  invent  any  new  ones;  but  I  have 
altered  the  setting,  and  have  introduced — not  in  their  bio- 
graphy— Madame  Darblay's  anecdote  about  Boswell  and 
Johnson,  which  is  capital.  I  have  also  made  more  of  the 
Jfssamy  Bride,  by  adverting  to  the  dates  in  the  tailor's  bill, 
and  fixing  thereby  the  dates  of  certain  visits  to  her." 

Mr.  Irving,  it  will  be  remembered,  before  either  Prior  or 
Forster  entered  the  field,  had  sketched  a  Life  of  Goldsmith, 
to  accompany  a  Paris  edition  of  that  author's  works.  This 
sketch  was  subsequently  amplified  from  the  materials  brought 
to  light  by  Prior,  and  prefixed  to  some  American  selections 
of  Goldsmith  for  Harper's  Family  Library.  It  was  now  ex- 
panded into  its  present  form  from  the  additions  of  Forster. 
Of  this  biography,  while  giving  full  credit  to  the  previous 
labours  of  Prior  and  Forster,  the  "  Literary  World"  remarks  : 
"  Ton  may  have  read  the  story  a  hundred  times,  but  you  will 
read  it  again  as  a  new  thing  in  this  Biography  of  Irving." 

On  the  19th  of  September  I  stepped  in  at  Putnam's,  who 
told  me  he  had  already  disposed  of  the  first  edition  of  Gold- 
smith of  2500,  and  was  now  busy  on  a  second  of  2000.  I 
wrote  to  Mr.  Irving  to  that  effect,  and  added  that  it  had 
increased  his  publisher's  impatience  for  the  appearance  of 
Mahomet.  In  his  reply  of  the  21st  he  says : 


i; 


I  am  getting  ou  very  well,  but  am  not  yet  in  a  mood  to  take  up  my 
ien ;  so  Mr.  Putnam  must  stay  his  stomach  with  Goldsmith  a  little 
onger.  I  suppose,  because  I  knocked  off  that  work  in  such  an  off- 

luuid  manner,  he  thinks  it  a  very  easy  matter  with  me  "  to  blow  up  a 

dog." 

If  the  reader  should  not  see  the  point  of  this  quotation,  he 
is  referred  to  the  preface  of  the  second  part  of  Don  Quixote. 

It  was  some  mouths  after  this  that  I  mentioned  to  him  an 
article  I  had  been  reading  in  a  weekly  periodical,  in  which 
the  writer,  evidently  alluding  to  his  preface  in  his  biography 
of  Goldsmith,  styles  him,  in  an  invidious  spirit,  "  a  self- 
acknowledged  imitator  of  that  author."  At  the  close  of  that 
preface,  the  reader  may  remember  he  addresses  Goldsmith  in 
the  language  of  Dante's  apostrophe  to  Virgil : 

Tu.  se'  lo  mio  maestro,  e'l  mio  autore; 
Tu  se'  solo  colui  da  cui  io  tolsi 
Lo  bello  stile  che  m'a  fatto  onore. 

Translated, 
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Thou  art  my  master,  and  my  teacher  thoti ; 
It  was  from  thee,  and  thee  alone,  I  took 
That  noble  style  for  which  men  honour  me. 

He  smiled ;  said  he  meant  only  to  express  his  affectionate 
admiration  of  Goldsmith,  but  it  would  never  do  for  au  author 
to  acknowledge  anything.  Was  never  conscious  of  an  at- 
tempt to  write  after  any  model.  No  man  of  genius  ever  did. 
From  his  earliest  attempts,  everything  fell  naturally  from 
him.  His  style,  he  believed,  was  as  much  his  own  as  though 
Goldsmith  had  never  written — as  much  his  own  as  his  voice. 

This  was  not  the  language  of  self-eulogy,  but  of  quiet  self- 
vindication.  He  had  never  meant  to  warrant  such  perversion 
of  his  quotation,  any  more  than  Dante  meant  to  confess  him- 
self an  imitator  of  Virgil.  There  were  undoubtedly  quali- 
ties of  style  as  well  as  mental  and  moral  characteristics  in 
which  he  resembled  both  Goldsmith  and  Addison,  the  two 
with  whom  he  is  most  frequently  compared,  while  in  others 
it  would  be  impossible  to  confound  them. 

The  first  volume  of  "  Mahomet  and  his  Successors,"  which 
had  been  prematurely  advertised  for  the  beginning  of  the 
year,  appeared  at  its  close,  December  15,  with  the  following 
preface,  which  gives  a  succinct  history  of  the  origin  and 
scope  of  the  work,  and  its  gradual  and  intermitted  composi- 
tion: 

Some  apology  may  seem  necessary  for  presenting  a  Life  of  Ma- 
homet at  the  present  day,  when  no  new  fact  can  be  added  to  those 
already  known  concerning  him.  Many  years  since,  during  a  residence 
in  Madrid,  the  author  projected  a  series  of  writings  illustrative  of  the 
domination  of  the  Arabs  in  Spain.  These  were  to  be  introduced  by  a 
sketch  of  the  life  of  the  founder  of  the  Islam  faith,  and  the  first  mover 
of  Arabian  conquest.  Most  of  the  particulars  for  this  were  drawn  from. 
Spanish  sources,  and  from  Gagnier's  translation  of  the  Arabian  his- 
torian Abulfelda,  a  copy  of  which  the  author  found  in  the  Jesuits' 
Library  of  the  Convent  of  St.  Isidro,  at  Madrid. 

Not  having  followed  out,  in  its  extent,  the  literary  plan  devised, 
the  manuscript  Life  lay  neglected  among  the  author's  papers  until  the 
year  1831,  when  he  enlarged  and  revised  it  for  the  "  Family  Library  " 
of  Mr.  John  Murray.  Circumstances  prevented  its  publication,  at  the 
time,  and  it  again  was  thrown  aside  for  years. 

During  his  last  residence  in  Spain,  the  author  beguiled  the  tedious- 
ness  of  a  lingering  indisposition  by  again  revising  the  manuscript, 
profiting,  in  so  doing,  by  recent  lights  thrown  on  the  subject  by 
different  writers,  and  particularly  by  Dr.  Gustav  Weil,  the  very 


Ml.  GO.]  OF  WASHINGTON  IBVINO.  817 

intelligent  and  learned  librarian  of  the  University  of  Heidelberg,  to 
whose  industrious  researches  and  able  disquisitions  he  acknowledges 
himself  greatly  indebted.* 

Such  is  the  origin  of  the  work  now  given  to  the  public ;  in  which 
the  author  lays  no  claim  to  novelty  of  fact,  nor  profundity  of  research. 
It  still  bears  the  type  of  a  work  intended  for  a  Family  Library ;  in 
constructing  whicli,  the  whole  aim  of  the  writer  has  been  to  digest 
into  an  easy,  perspicuous,  and  flowing  narrative,  the  admitted  facts 
concerning  Mahomet,  together  with  such  legends  and  traditions  as 
have  been  wrought  into  the  whole  system  of  Oriental  literature  ;  and 
at  t  he  same  time  to  give  such  a  summary  of  his  faith  as  might  be 
sufficient  for  the  more  general  reader. 

Tn  April,  1850,  Mr.  Irving  gave  to  the  world  the  second 
volume  of  "  Mahomet  and  his  Successors,"  which  was  greeted 
with  the  following  notice  from  the  same  pen  whicli  heralded 
the  appearance  of  his  "  Life  of  G-oldsmith :" 

The  progress  of  the  Moslem  dominion,  from  the  death  of  Mahomet 
in  the  year  622,  to  the  invasion  of  Spain  in  710,  forms  the  subject  of 
the  present  elegant  volume.  During  this  period  of  less  than  a  cen- 
tury, the,  Moslems  extended  their  dominion  over  the  wide  regions  of 
Asia  and  Africa,  carried  their  conquests  in  one  direction  to  the  walls 
of  Constantinople,  and  in  another  to  the  farthest  limits  of  Mauritania, 
and  trampled  down  the  dynasties  which  once  held  universal  sway  in 
the  East.  "The  whole,"  says  Mr.  Irving,  "presents  a  striking 
instance  of  the  triumph  of  fanatic  enthusiasm  over  disciplined  valour, 
at  a  period  when  the  invention  of  fire-arms  had  not  reduced  war  to  a 
matter  of  almost  arithmetical  calculation.  There  is  also  an  air  of 
wild  romance  about  many  of  the  events  recorded  in  this  narrative, 
owing  to  the  character  of  the  Arabs,  and  their  fondness  for  strata- 
gems, daring  exploits,  and  individual  achievements  of  an  extravagant 
nature."  Mr.  Irving  has  not  felt  himself  bound  to  follow  the 
example  of  the  most  cautious  historians  in  suppressing  or  softening 
down  these  romantic  adventures,  but  has  interwoven  them  with  con- 
summate skill  into  his  narrative,  and  has  thus  given  it  a  fresh  and 
vigorous  vitality,  in  unison  with  the  exciting  and  triumphant  career 
of  the  people  whom  he  describes. 

In  deciding  on  the  plan  of  liis  work,  Mr.  Irving  disclaims  all  pre- 
tensions to  being  consulted  as  an  authority,  and  has  attempted  only 
to  present  a  digest  of  current  knowledge  adapted  to  popular  use.  He 
has  accordingly  adapted  a  form  between  biography  and  chronicle, 
admitting  of  personal  anecdotes  and  a  more  familiar  style  of  narrative 
than  is  compatible  with  the  severe  dignity  of  historical  composition. 
AVe  scarcely  need  say,  that  in  a  department  of  literary  effort  so  con- 

*  Mohammed  dor  Prophet,  sein  Leben  und  seine  Lehre.     Stuttgart,  1843. 
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genial  to  the  studies  and  tastes  of  the  admirable  author,  we  find  the 
same  flowing  beauty  of  expression  and  felicitous  grouping  of  indivi- 
duals and  events,  which  give  such  a  magic  charm  to  every  production 
of  his  honey-dropping  pen.  The  only  sentence  which  we  regret  in 
the  volume  is  the  concluding  one,  which  expresses  a  doubt  of  the 
continuation  of  the  fascinating  narrative  to  its  natural  and  legitimate 
close.  "  Whether  it  will  ever  be  our  lot  to  resume  this  theme,  to 
cross  with  the  Moslem  hosts  the  Straits  of  Hercules,  and  narrate 
their  memorable  conquest  of  Gothic  Spain,  is  one  of  those  uncertain- 
ties of  mortal  life  and  aspirations  of  literary  zeal  which  beguile  us 
with  agreeable  dreams,  but  too  often  end  in  disappointment." 

The  "Biography  of  Goldsmith,"  and  the  two  volumes  of 
"Mahomet  and  his  Successors,"  were  added  to  the  list  of 
Mr.  Irving's  collected  works  while  the  publication  of  the 
revised  edition  was  yet  incomplete.  "  The  Alhambra " 
followed  the  last  volume  of  "  Mahomet  and  his  Successors," 
in  May ;  and  the  "  Conquest  of  Granada,"  which  closed  the 
series,  and  of  which  he  had  written  some  new  chapters  from 
new  lights,  appeared  in  the  succeeding  summer.  The  publi- 
cation of  this  work  in  a  revised  form  seemed  to  revive  his 
anxiety  to  complete  the  two  manuscript  volumes  of  "  Moor- 
ish Chronicles,"  mentioned  in  a  previous  chapter  ;  while  at 
the  same  time  he  expressed  the  most  earnest  desire  to  begin 
anew  upon  bis  "Life  of  Washington,"  which  had  been  made 
to  give  place  to  the  "  Life  of  Goldsmith,"  and  the  prepara- 
tion of  the  two  volumes  of  "  Mahomet  and  his  Successors." 
"  All  I  fear,"  was  once  his  language  to  me,  "  is  to  fail  in 
health,  and  fail  in  completing  this  work  at  the  same  time. 
If  I  can  only  live  to  finish  it,  I  would  be  willing  to  die  the 
next  moment.  I  think  I  can  make  it  a  most  interesting 
book — can  give  interest  and  strength  to  many  points,  with- 
out any  prostration  of  historic  dignity.  If  I  had  only  ten 
years  more  of  life !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  I  never  felt  more  able 
to  write.  I  might  not  conceive  as  I  did  in  earlier  days, 
when  I  had  more  romance  of  feeling,  but  I  could  execute 
with  more  rapidity  and  freedom." 
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CHAPTER   LXXX. 

•s  to  Gouverneur  Kemble — Durand's  I'icturc—  The  Horrors  of  the 
Steam-Whistle — Letter  to  George  Ticknor — Tim  Kmli<i/a<lo — Letter  to 
Mrs.  Storrow — Death  of  l'rf-i<!rnt  T.-iylur — Visit  to  .Linus  K.  Paulding 
— Jenny  Lind — Letter  to  Miss  Hamilton — The  Autlior's  Ilo^ira. 

THE  following  is  a  reply  of  Mr.  Irving  to  his  friend 
Kemble,  who  had  requested  him,  when  in  town,  to  call  at 
Durand's,  the  artist,  and  tell  him  what  he  thought  of  a  land- 
scape he  had  some  idea  of  purchasing  when  it  \vas  finished : 

Ncu-  York,  Feb.  7,  1850. 

MY  DEAR  KEMBLE, — I  have  called  with to  see  Durand's  pic- 
ture, and  \ve  were  both  delighted  with  it.  It  is  beautiful — beautiful. 
Such  truth  of  detail  with  such  breadth :  surli  atmosphere,  such 
harmony,  such  repose,  such  colouring.  The  group  of  trees  in  the 
foreground  is  admirable ;  the  characters  of  thn  trees  so  diversified 
and  accurate  ;  the  texture  and  colouring  of  their  barks  ;  the  peculia- 
rities of  their  foliage.  The  whole  picture  had  the  effect  upon  me  of 
a  delightful  piece  of  music.  I  think  it  would  be  a  charming  addition 
to  the  KerMe  yet: 

I  shall  avail  myself  of  the  railroad,  one  of  these  days,  to  pay  you 
the  visit  you  suggest ;  but  1  must  iirst  get  out  of  the  clutches  of  the 
printers. 

His  friend  had  informed  him  that  he  could  now  at  any- 
time take  the  railroad  at  New  York  at  four  P.M.,  and  dine 
with  him  at  Cold  Spring  at  six ;  from  which  it  would  appear 
that  the  cars  were  passing  his  door.  'We  hear  no  complaint 
from  him,  however,  until  he  became  for  the  first  time  sub- 
jected to  the  annoyance  of  the  steam-whistle,  during  a  severe 
tit  of  illness  from  which  he  was  just  recovering,  when  he 
breaks  forth  as  follows,  in  a  letter  to  Gonvernenr  Kemble 
one  of  the  directors  of  the  company  : 

s  i  •• ' 

MY  DKAK  KKMI-.LK, — Excuse  my  not  answering  sooner  your  kind 
letter.     It  found  me  in  a  terrible  state  of  shattered  nerves ;  having 
VOL.  IV.  3  L 
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been  startled  out  of  my  first  sleep  at  midnight,  on  Saturday  night 
last,  by  the  infernal  alarum  of  your  railroad  steam-trumpet.  It  left 
me  in  a  deplorable  state  of  nervous  agitation  for  upward  of  an  hour. 
I  remained  sleepless  until  daybreak,  and  miserable  all  the  following 
day.  It  seemed  to  me  almost  as  if  done  on  purpose,  for  the  trains 
had  ceased  for  several  days  to  make  their  diabolical  blasts  opposite 
my  house.  They  have  not  molested  me  in  this  way  since,  and  have 
clearly  shown,  by  the  cautious  and  tempered  management  of  their 
whistle,  that  these  unearthly  yells  and  howls  and  screams,  indulged 
in  for  a  mile  on  a  stretch,  and  destructive  to  the  quiet  of  whole 
neighbourhoods,  are  carried  to  an  unnecessary  and  unwarrantable 
excess.  They  form  one  of  the  greatest  nuisances  attending  rail- 
roads, and  I  am  surprised  that,  in  the  present  state  of  mechanical 
art,  some  signal  less  coarse  and  brutal  could  not  be  devised. 

You  will  laugh  at  all  this ;  but  to  have  one's  family  disturbed  all 
day,  and  startled  from  sleep  at  night  by  such  horrific  sounds,  amounts 
to  a  constant  calamity.  I  feel  obliged  to  the  company  for  the  atten- 
tion that  has  been  paid  to  the  complaints  made  in  this  instance,  and 
I  trust  to  their  continuing  to  protect  my  homestead  from  the  recur- 
rence of  such  an  evil. 

It  would  give  me  great  pleasure,  my  dear  Kemble,  to  come  at  once 
to  you ;  but  I  am  advised,  as  soon  as  I  have  sufficient  strength  to 
leave  home,  to  go  where  I  may  have  the  benefit  of  a  complete  change 
of  air.  I  intend,  therefore,  to  pay  a  visit  to  my  niece,  Mrs.  Gabriel 
Irving,  at  her  place  at  Oyster  Bay,  where  I  shall  have  the  benefit  of 
salt  air  and  sea  breezes.  My  visit  to  you  I  shall  defer  until  I  feel  in 
more  companionable  trim. 

Ever,  my  dear  Kemble,  yours  affectionately, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

The  following  letter  is  addressed  to  the  eminent  scholar, 
George  Ticknor,  who  had  sent  him,  a  considerable  time  pre- 
vious to  its  date,  his  "  History  of  Spanish  Literature,"  a 
work  in  three  octavo  volumes,  which  he  had  early  meditated, 
and  upon  which  he  had  been  long  engaged.  Mr.  Ticknor, 
in  the  autumn  of  1818,  had  come,  from  a  residence  of  some 
months  in  Spain,  to  London,  and  here  he  formed  the  ac- 
quaintance of  Mr.  Irving,  Leslie,  and  Newton,  all  of  whom 
made  the  excursion  together  from  London  to  Windsor, 
"  which  resulted,"  says  Mr.  Ticknor,  in  a  letter  to  myself, 
"  in  the  beautiful  paper  in  the  '  Sketch  Book.'  "  "  He  read 
to  me,"  he  continues  in  the  same  letter,  "  some  of  the  other 
papers,  and  I  brought  out  for  him  the  first  number  for  pub- 
lication, and  delivered  it  to  Mr.  Brevoort." 
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To  GEOKGE  TICKNOR. 

Sunnyside,  Feb.  15,  1850. 

MY  DEAR  TICKNOR, — I  ought  long  since  to  have  thanked  you  for 
the  copy  of  your  work  which  you  liacl  the  kindness  to  send  me,  but  I 
thought  it  best  to  read  it  first.  This  the  pressure  of  various  affairs 
has  permitted  me  to  do  only  at  intervals,  so  that  I  have  not  yet  got 
further  than  the  threshold  of  the  third  volume;  but  I  will  delay  an 
acknowledgment  no  longer.  I  have  read  enough  to  enable  me  to 
praise  it,  heartily  and  honestly.  It  is  capital — capital !  It  takes  me 
back  into  dear  old  Spain;  into  its  libraries,  its  theatres  ;  among  its 
chronicles,  its  plays ;  among  all  those  scenes  and  characters  and 
customs  that  for  years  were  my  study  and  delight.  No  one  that  has 
not  been  in  Spain  can  feel  half  the  merit  of  your  work  ;  but  to  those 
who  have,  it  is  a  perpetual  banquet.  I  am  glad  you  have  brought  it 
out  during  my  lifetime,  for  it  will  be  a  vade  mecum  for  the  rest  of  my 
days.  When  I  have  once  read  it  through,  I  shall  keep  it  by  me,  like 
a  Stilton  cheese,  to  give  a  dig  into  whenever  I  want  a  relishing 
morsel.  I  began  to  fear  it  would  never  see  the  light  in  my  day,  or 
that  it  might  fare  with  you  as  with  that  good  lady  who  went  thirteen 
years  with  child,  and  then  brought  forth  a  little  old  man,  who  died  in 
the  course  of  a  month  of  extreme  old  age.  But  you  have  produced 
three  strapping  volumes,  full  of  life  and  freshness  and  vigour,  and 
that  will  live  for  ever.  You  have  laid  the  foundations  of  your  work 
so  deep  that  nothing  can  shake  it ;  you  have  built  it  iTp  with  a  care 
that  renders  it  reliable  in  all  its  parts ;  and  you  have  finished  it  off 
witli  a  grace  and  beauty  that  leave  nothing  to  be  desired.  It  is  well 
worth  a  lifetime  to  achieve  such  a  work. 

By  the  way,  as  you  appear  to  have  an  extensive  collection  of  the 
old  Spanish  plays,  there  is  one  which  Captain  Medwin  mentioned  to 
me,  the  story  of  which  had  made  a  great  impression  on  Lord  Byron. 
It  was  called  "El  Embozado  de  Cordova"  (or  perhaps  "Encapo- 
tado").  I  have  sought  for  it  in  vain  in  all  the  libraries  and  collec- 
tions in  Spain.  If  you  should  have  a  copy  of  it,  let  me  know; 
though  I  apprehend  Captain  Medwin  has  given  me  a  wrong  name,  as 
I  could  find  none  of  the  dramatic  antiquaries  that  knew  anything 
about  it. 

I  regret  that  you  did  not  fall  into  the  hands  of  my  worthy  pub- 
lisher, Mr.  Putnam,  who  is  altogether  the  most  satisfactory  man  in 
his  line  that  I  have  ever  had  dealings  with.  But  I  trust  you  have 
made  a  good  arrangement  with  the  Harpers,  who  command  a  vast 
circulation. 

"When  you  see  Prescott,  give  him  my  cordial  remembrances.  You 
two  are  shelved  together  for  immortality. 

Ever,  my  dear  Ticknor,  yours  very  faithfully, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 
3L2 
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The  "  old  Spanish  play"  here  alluded  to  as  having  been 
mentioned  to  him  by  Captain  Medwin,  and  which  had 
eluded  his  researches  in  Spain,  has  been  spoken  of  in  a 
quotation  from  his  diary,  heretofore  given,  as  a  play  by 
Calderon.  In  the  following  extract  of  a  letter  to  his  brother 
Peter,  written  from  Paris  in  March,  1825,  I  furnish  a 
glimpse  of  the  curious  plot,  and  all  the  light  I  can  throw 
upon  the  subject  of  this  mysterious  drama,  here,  too,  spoken 
of  as  a  production  of  Calderon : 

Medwin  is  in  Paris,  but  returns  almost  immediately  to  his  nest.  I 
find  he  is  well  acquainted  with  Calderon  in  the  original,  and  has 
talked  to  me  of  a  play  of  Calderon's  which  is  rarely  to  be  found  in 
the  edition  of  his  works,  but  of  which  he  once  obtained  a  copy.  It  is 
called  sometimes  ' '  El  Embozado,"  and  sometimes  "  El  Capitado" 
(i.e.  The  man  muffled  or  disguised).  The  story  is  of  a  young  man 
who  has  been  dogged  through  life  by  a  mysterious  masked  man,  who 
thwarts  all  his  plans  and  continually  crosses  his  path,  and  blasts  his 
hopes  at  the  moment  of  fruition.  At  length  he  is  in  love  with  a 
lady,  and  on  the  point  of  entering  her  house  to  be  made  happy.  The 
Enibozado  issues  out  of  it.  They  fight.  The  mask  of  the  unknown 
falls  off,  and  he  discovers  the  very  counterpart  of  himself!  He  dies 
with  horror  at  the  sight.  Such  is  Medwin's  mere  recollection  of  the 
plot.  Lord  Byron  was  so  much  struck  with  it  that  he  intended  to 
make  something  of  it,  aud  repeatedly  mentioned  the  way  he  thought 
of  treating  it.  Medwin  wrote  a  sketch  of  the  subject  and  Lord 
Byron's  ideas  about  it,  which  he  had  intended  to  append  to  a  new 
edition  of  his  Memoirs,  but  he  has  promised  to  hand  it  to  me.  It  is 
certainly  very  striking,  and  something  fine  might  be  struck  out  from 
the  mere  idea.  The  Embozado  is  supposed  to  be  a  personification  of 
the  young  man's  passions.  I  mean  to  search  for  the  play. 

On  the  4th  of  April,  1825,  he  writes  again  to  Peter : 

I  have  just  purchased  an  edition  of  Calderon,  the  same  with  that 
in  the  King's  Library.  It  is  in  seventeen  volumes.  I  had  to  give  one 
hundred  and  eighty  francs  for  it.  I  do  not  find  the  "  Embozado"  in 
it.  I  mean  to  get  my  Spanish  master  to  write  to  Spain  for  that  and 
any  other  plays  of  Calderon  that  may  not  be  in  this  edition. 

In  less  than  a  year  after  this,  Mr.  Irving  went  to  Spain, 
where,  it  seems,  by  his  letter  to  Mr.  Ticknor,  he  sought  in 
vain  for  the  "Embozado"  in  all  the  libraries  and  collections 
of  the  country.  It  is  singular  that  a  play  of  Calderon,  of 
which  Medwin  had  once  obtained  a  copy,  the  story  of  which 
came  near  engaging  the  pen  of  Byron,  should  have  eluded 
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research.  It  could  hardly  have  been  a  production  of  Cal- 
deron,  and  Medwin  probably  erred  in  characterising  it  as 
such. 

The  niece  to  whom  the  following  is  addressed  had  re- 
turned to  Paris  in  May,  1850,  from  a  visit  of  some  months 
in  New  York : 

To  MRS.  SIORKOW. 

Sunnyside,  July  18,  1850. 

MY  DEAR  SARAH, — Your  letter  could  not  have  arrived  at  a  more 
welcome  moment,  for  it  Las  found  me  in  a  state  of  languor  and 
debility,  and  somewhat  depressed  in  spirits,  the  effects  of  an  inter- 
mittent fever,  from  which  I  am  but  imperfectly  recovered.  I  find  I 
do  not  rally  from  any  attack  of  the  kind  so  speedily  as  I  used  to  do ; 
and  this  one  lias  pulled  me  down  so  much,  that  I  think  I  shall  make 
an  excursion  for  change  of  air. 

Just  as  I  had  got  out  of  the  clutches  of  my  fever,  we  had  a  visit 
from  Mr.  James,  the  novelist,  and  his  family.  He  had  arrived  in 
New  York  several  days  previous,  but  I  had  been  too  unwell  to  go 
down  to  visit  him.  As  soon  as  I  could  crawl  out,  I  went  to  New 
York  and  called  upon  him.  I  found  he  had  intended  seeking  me  out 
the  next  day.  I  kept  him  to  his  intention.  *  *  *  The  next  morn- 
ing, by  one  of  the  early  trains,  he  came  up  with  his  wii'e,  his  daughter, 
a  very  pretty  and  intelligent  girl  about  sixteen  years  of  age,  and  his 
two  sons,  one  of  seventeen,  the  other  of  fourteen  years  of  age.  They 
passed  the  day  with  us.  The  weather  was  delightful,  and  the  visit 
went  off  charmingly.  James  is  a  worthy,  amiable  fellow,  full  of  con- 
versation, and  most  liberal  in  his  feelings. 

We  have  all  been  shocked  and  distressed  by  the  death  of  our  good 
old  President,  General  Taylor,  after  a  very  brief  illness.  It  is  a 
great  loss  to  the  country,  especially  in  our  present  perplexed  state  of 
affairs.  He  has  left  a  name  behind  him  that  will  remain  one  of  the 
most  popular  ones  in  American  history.  He  was  really  a  good  and 
an  honest  man,  uniting  the  bravery  of  the  soldier  with  the  simplicity 
and  benevolence  of  the  quiet  citizen.  He  had  not  been  long  enough 
in  political  life  to  have  straightforward  honesty  and  frankness  lal- 
Mlial,  nor  his  quick  sense  of  right  and  wrong  rendered  obtuse.  I 
!y  regret  not  to  have  seen  him.  I  had  always  looked  forwun. 
with  confidence  to  taking  him  by  the  hand  either  in  New  York  or 
Washington.  Report  speaks  well  of  his  successor,  Mr.  Fillmore ; 
but  1  am  rntirdy  unacquainted  with  him,  and  of  course  feel  nothing 
of  the  personal  interest  that  I  felt  for  the  good  old  General. 

And  now  I  must  break  off,  my  dear  Sarah.  I  have  written  a 
longer  letter  than  I  thought  I  should  be  able  to  write  when  1  under- 
took it.  I  wish  it  were  a  more  amusing  or  interesting  one  ;  but  you 
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must  take  the  will  for  the  deed.     I'll  write  a  better  one  when  I  feel 
better. 

Two  days  after  the  date  of  this  letter  he  was  seized  with 
chills  in  the  cars  on  his  way  to  New  York,  which  proved 
the  advance  of  a  serious  indisposition.  Alarmed  at  the  pro- 
gress of  the  fever,  Dr.  Delafield,  an  eminent  physician  from 
New  York,  who  chanced  to  be  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
river,  was  called  in,  and  the  same  day  Mr.  Irving  made  his 
will,  to  be  prepared  for  the  worst.  The  skilful  treatment  of 
his  physician,  however,  soon  produced  a  favourable  change ; 
and  in  a  few  days  he  dismissed  his  patient  as  out  of  danger, 
though  still  feeble. 

It  was  during  this  period  of  languid  convalescence  that  he 
lifted  up  his  protest  against  the  diabolic  blasts  of  the  steam- 
trumpet. 

In  the  following  extract  we  have  a  passing  allusion  to  the 
home  of  his  early  literary  associate,  James  K.  Paulding,  at 
Hyde  Park  on  the  Hudson,  and  also  to  some  of  the  compen- 
sating advantages  of  the  railroad.  The  visit  to  Kemble  was 
made  early  in  September. 

During  my  vi^it  to  Kemble  (he  writes  to  Mrs.  Storrow)  I  set  off 
with  him  one  day,  by  railroad,  for  James  Paulding's  country  residence, 
where  I  had  never  been.  We  went  by  railroad  to  Poughkeepsie,  and 
then  took  a  carriage  to  Paulding's.  He  has  a  lovely  situation,  com- 
manding one  of  the  most  beautiful  prospects  of  Hudson  scenery, 
with  the  KaatskiLL  Mountains  in  the  distance.  *  *  *  We  had  a 
very  pleasant  dinner  there,  and  got  back  to  Cold  Spring  in  the 
evening.  This  railroad  makes  every  place  accessible  on  the  easiest 
terms. 

The  letter,  which  is  dated  October  31,  continues : 

You  will  see  by  the  papers  that  the  world  has  all  been  music-mad 
here  at  the  arrival  of  Jenny  Lind.  With  all  my  love  of  music,  I 
have  not  yet  heard  nor  seen  her,  but  expect  to  do  so  next  week.  I 
do  not  like  any  more  to  cope  with  crowds,  and  have  become  a  little 
distrustful  of  these  public  paroxysms.  Besides,  T  am  not  over-fond 
of  concerts,  and  would  prefer  somewhat  inferior  talent  when  aided  by 
the  action  and  scenic  effect  of  the  theatre.  I  anticipate  more  pleasure, 
therefore,  from  Parodi  as  prima  donna  of  the  Opera,  than  from  the 
passionless  performances  of  Jenny  Lind  as  a  singer  at  a  concert. 

In  the  following  letter  we  have  a  further  allusion  to  the 
renowned  songstress : 
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To  Miss  MARY  M.  HAMILTON. 

Sunnyside,  Nov.  12,  1850. 

MY  DEAR  Miss  HAMILTON, — You  wish  to  know  what  I  think  of 
the  "  Priestess  of  Nature."  I  have  seen  and  heard  her  but  once,  but 
have  at  once  enrolled  myself  among  her  admirers.  I  cannot  say, 
however,  how  much  of  my  admiration  goes  to  her  singing,  how  much 
to  herself.  As  a  singer,  she  appears  to  me  of  the  very  first  order  ; 
as  a  specimen  of  womankind,  a  little  more.  She  is  enough  of  her- 
self to  counterbalance  all  the  evil  that  the  world  is  threatened  with 
by  the  great  convention  of  women.  So,  God  save  Jenny  Lind  ! 

1'arodi's  Nornui  is  the  best  I  have  seen,  except  Grisi's;  but 
Grisi's,  in  some  respects,  is  much  superior.  Parodi  has  much 
dramatic  talent,  a  good  voice,  a  commanding  person,  and  a  counte- 
nance very  expressive,  in  spite  of  her  teeth,  which  are  a  little  on  the 
"  Carker"  order.  I  doubt,  however,  with  all  her  tragic  fire,  I  shall 
like  her  as  much  in  Lucretia  Borgia  as  the  fair  Truffi,  for  whom  I 
still  cherish  a  certain  degree  of  tendresse.  But  I  do  not  pretend  to 
be  critical,  having  had  all  conceit  of  that  kind  killed  by  Ford,  the 
Gatherer  iu  Spain,  who,  in  one  of  his  papers  in  the  "Quarterly  Re- 
view," denominated  me  "  the  easily-pleased  Washington  Irving." 

I  presume  our  social  rides  are  all  over  for  the  season,  and  that  you 

and  A will  abandon  the  rocks  and  woodlands  and  other  scrambles 

on  horseback  for  Broadway  and  the  Opera.  I  took  a  ride  on  Dick 
this  morning,  but  he  seemed  to  miss  his  companions,  Ned  and 
Dandy,  and  to  have  lost  all  spirit. 

As  we  liave  a  kind  of  intermittent  Indian  summer,  which  inces- 
santly returns  after  very  brief  intervals,  I  still  hope  to  have  some 
more  rides  among  the  hills  before  winter  sets  in,  and  should  be 
rejoiced  to  take  them  with  the  female  chivalry  of  Tillietudlem. 

Yours  very  truly, 

WASHINGTON  IKYING. 

The  day  after  the  date  of  this  letter,  Mr.  Irving  came  to 
town  to  attend  Jenny  land's  morning  concert  of  that  day, 
expecting  seats  to  have  been  taken.  Finding  that  none  had 
been  procured,  he  returned  home  to  make  the  attempt 
another  day.  Meanwhile,  a  party  was  arranged  for  Friday 
evening,  to  include  Mr.  Irving  and  all  his  household,  who 
were  to  come  down  for  the  occasion.  On  arriving  in  the 
city,  however,  finding  that  another  lady  had  been  added  to 
the  party,  which  would  make  up  the  number  without  him, 
and  being  withal  a  little  out  of  mood,  he  suddenly  decamped 
for  home,  to  the  ^reat  surprise  and  regret  of  his  nieces,  who 
had  locked  up  the  silver  preparatory  to  leaving,  and  were 
fearful  that  he  would  not  be  able  to  make  himself  comfort- 
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able.  The  next  morning  one  of  the  party  wrote,  expressing 
her  regret  and  uneasiness  at  his  sudden  and  unexpected 
departure,  informing  him  of  "  a  nice  arrangement"  she  had 
made  for  lodging  him  for  the  night,  and  "  fancying  him 
sitting  alone  and  desolate,  and,  worse  than  all,  without  tea- 
spoon or  fork."  This  is  his  characteristic  reply  : 

Sunuyside,  Nov.  17,  1850. 

MY  DEAR  HELEN, — I  am  sorry  to  find  my  hegira  from  town 
caused  you  so  much  regret  and  uneasiness.  It  was  a  sudden  move, 
on  finding  that  the  party  for  the  concert  would  be  complete  without 
me,  and  that,  if  I  stayed,  I  should  have  to  look  ahout  for  quarters, 
and  put  others  to  inconvenience.  Besides,  I  find  myself  growing 
more  and  more  indisposed  to  cope  with  the  bustle  and  confusion  of 
the  town,  and  more  and  more  in  love  with  the  quiet  of  the  country. 
While  tossing  about,  therefore,  on  the  troubled  sea  of  the  city, 
without  a  port  at  hand,  I  bethought  myself  of  the  snug,  quiet  little 
port  I  had  left,  and  determined  to  "  'bout  ship"  and  run  back  to  it. 

You  seem  to  have  pictured  my  move  as  a  desperate  one,  and  my 
evening  as  solitary  and  forlorn ;  but  you  are  mistaken.  I  took  a 

snug  dinner  at  Frederick's,  where  I  met  A H .  He  was 

bound  to  Staatsburg,  to  rejoin  his  wife.  We  went  up  in  the  four 
o'clock  train  together.  I  endeavoured  to  persuade  him  to  stop  and 
pass  the  night  at  the  cottage,  when  we  wrould  break  open  the  store- 
room and  cellar,  rummage  out  everything  that  the  girls  had  locked 
up,  and  have  "  high  jinks"  together.  He  was  strongly  inclined  to 
yield  to  my  temptation,  but  the  thought  of  his  wife  overawed  him. 
He  is  evidently  under  petticoat  government,  like  other  married  men, 
and  dare  not  indulge  in  a  spree,  like  we  free  and  independent  ba- 
chelders. 

When  I  arrived  at  the  cottage  all  was  dark.  Toby  barked  at  me 
as  if  I  were  a  housebreaker.  1  rang  at  the  front  door.  There  was 
a  stir  and  commotion  within.  A  light  gleamed  through  the  fanlight. 
The  door  was  cautiously  opened  by  Bernard  ;  behind  him  was 
Sophia,  and  behind  her  Hannah,  while  Peter  and  the  cook  stood  ready 
as  a  corps  de  reserve  in  the  kitchen  passage:  I  believe,  for  a  moment, 
they  doubted  whether  it  was  myself  or  my  ghost. 

My  arrival  caused  no  little  perplexity,  everything  being  locked  up. 
However,  by  furbishing  up  the  kitchen  plate  and  china,  the  tea-table 
was  set  out  after  a  fashion  by  Sophia,  and  I  made  a  very  cozy  though 
somewhat  queer  repast. 

My  evening  passed  very  serenely,  dozing  over  a  book,  and  dream- 
ing that  the  girls,  as  usual,  were  all  silently  sewing  around  me.  I 
passed  a  comfortable  night,  had  a  cozy  bachelor  breakfast  the  next 
morning,  took  a  ride  on  Gentleman  Dick,  and,  in  fact,  led  a  life  of 
single  blessedness,  until  my  womankind  returned,  about  two  o'clock, 
to  put  an  end  to  my  dream  of  sovereignty. 
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THE  following  letter  was  written  to  a  young  lady,  who 
proposed  to  come  to  him  aud  ask  his  counsel  about  the 
publication  of  some  poems  of  a  brother  who  had  gradu- 
ated with  distinction,  and  been  cut  off  in  the  bloom  of  his 
youth  : 

Sunnyside,  Feb.  8,  1851. 

DEAR  MADAM, — While  I  sincerely  sympathise  with  you  in  the 
ullliction  caused  by  your  great  bereavement,  and  have  no  doubt  your 
brother  was  worthy  of  the  praise  bestowed  on  his  memory,  I  must 
most  respectfully  excuse  myself  from  the  very  delicate  ancl  respon- 
sible task  of  giving  an  opinion  of  his  poems.  I  have  no  confidence  in 
the  coolness  and  correctness  of  my  own  judgment  in  matters  of  the 
kind,  and  have  repeatedly  found  the  exercise  of  it,  in  compliance 
with  solicitations  like  the  present,  so  productive  of  dissatisfaction  to 
others,  and  poignant  regret  to  myself,  that  I  have  long  since  been 
driven  to  the  necessity  of  declining  it  altogether. 

Trusting  you  will  receive  this  apology  in  the  frank  and  friendly 
spirit  in  which  it  is  made,  I  remain,  with  great  respect,  your 
obedient  servant, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

Here  is  a  reply  to  a  modest  application  from  an  unknown 
admirer  to  "  pen  (him)  just  one  original  thought :" 

DEAR  SIR, — I  would  be  happy  to  furnish  you  with  the  "  original 
thought"  you  require  ;  but  it  is  a  coinage  of  the  brain  not  always  at 
my  command,  and  certainly  not  at  present.  So  I  hope  you  will  be 
content  with  my  sincere  thanks  in  return  for  the  kind  and  compli- 
mentary expressions  of  your  letter. 

No  man  could  be  more  bored  than  Mr.  Irving,  by,  as 
he  once  expressed  it,  "  all  sorts  of  letters  from  all  sorts  of 
persons."  I  remember  his  once  showing  ine  a  letter  asking 
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him  to  subscribe  to  some  particular  book.  "  Now,"  he 
said,  turning  to  ine,  "  this  must  be  answered.  Every  letter 
to  be  answered  is  a  trifle;  but  your  life  in  this  way  is 
exhausted  in  trifles.  You  are  entangled  in  a  network  of 
cobwebs.  Each  letter  is  a  cobweb  across  your  nose.  The 
bores  of  this  world  are  endless." 

The  following  letter  is  addressed  to  Jesse  Merwin,  a 
schoolmaster  whom  he  had  met  long  years  before  at  Judge 
Van  Ness's  at  Kinderhook.  Merwin  had  called  on  him  at 
New  Tork,  but,  not  finding  him,  had  afterward  written  to 
him,  and  among  various  allusions  to  the  olden  time,  had 
mentioned  the  death  of  Dominie  Yan  Nest,  a  clergyman 
whom  they  had  both  known  at  that  period.  To  Mr.  Irving's 
surprise,  the  letter  appeared  in  print  a  few  days  after. 
Jesse  Merwin's  letter  is  endorsed  in  Mr.  Irving's  own  hand- 
writing :  "  From  Jesse  Merwin,  the  original  of  Ichabod 
Crane." 

Sunnyside,  Feb.  12,  1851. 

You  must  excuse  me,  my  good  friend  Merwin,  for  suffering  your 
letter  to  remain  so  long  unanswered.  You  can  have  no  idea  how 
many  letters  I  have  to  answer,  besides  fagging  with  my  pen  at  my 
own  literary  tasks,  so  that  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  avoid  being 
behindhand  in  my  correspondence.  Your  letter  was  indeed  most 
welcome,  calling  up,  as  it  did,  the  recollection  of  pleasant  scenes 
and  pleasant  days  passed  together  in  times  long  since  at  Judge  Van 
Ness's,  in  Kinderhook.  Your  mention  of  the  death  of  good  old 
Dominie  Van  Nest,  recals  the  apostolic  zeal  with  which  he  took  our 
little  sinful  community  in  hand,  when  he  put  up  for  a  day  or  two  at 
the  Judge's ;  and  the  wholesome  castigation  he  gave  us  all  one 
Sunday,  beginning  with  the  two  country  belles  who  came  fluttering 
into  the  school-house  during  the  sermon,  decked  out  in  their  city 
finery,  and  ending  with  the  Judge  himself,  in  the  stronghold  of  his 
own  mansion.  How  soundly  he  gave  it  to  us  !  How  he  peeled  off 
every  rag  of  self-righteousness  with  which  we  tried  to  cover  our- 
selves, and  laid  the  rod  on  the  bare  backs  of  our  consciences  !  The 
good,  plain-spoken,  honest  old  man !  How  I  honoured  him  for  his 
simple,  straightforward  earnestness,  his  homely  sincerity  !  He  cer- 
tainly handled  us  without  mittens  ;  but  I  trust  we  are  all  the 
better  for  it.  How  different  lie  was  from  the  brisk,  dapper,  self- 
sufficient  little  apostle  who  cantered  up  to  the  Judge's  door  a  day 
or  two  after ;  who  was  so  full  of  himself  that  he  had  no  thought  to 
bestow  on  our  religious  delinquencies ;  who  did  nothing  but  boast  of 
his  public  trials  of  skill  in  argument  with  rival  preachers  of  other 
denominations,  and  how  he  had  driven  them  off  the  field,  and 
crowed  over  them.  You  must  remember  the  bustling,  self-confident 
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little  man,  with  a  tin-trumpet  in  the  handle  of  his  riding-whip,  with 
which,  I  presume,  he  blew  the  trumpet  in  Zion ! 

Do  you  remember  our  fishing  expedition,  in  company  with  Con- 
gressman Van  Alcn,  to  the  little  lake  a  few  miles  from  Kinderhook, 
and  John  Moore,  the  vagabond  admiral  of  the  lake,  who  sat  crouched 
in  a  heap  in  the  middle  of  his  canoe  in  the  centre  of  the  lake,  with 
fishing-rods  stretching  out  in  every  direction,  like  the  long  legs  of  a 
spider  ?  And  do  you  remember  our  piratical  prank,  when  we  made 
up  for  our  bad  luck  in  fishing  by  plundering  his  canoe  of  its  fish  when 
we  found  it  adrift  ?  And  do  you  remember  how  John  Moore  came 
splashing  along  the  marsh  on  the  opposite  border  of  the  lake,  roar- 
ing at  us,  and  how  we  finished  our  frolic  by  driving  off  and  leaving 
the  Congressman  to  John  Moore's  mercy,  tickling  ourselves  with  the 
idea  of  his  being  scalped  at  least  ?  Ah !  well-a-day,  friend  Merwin, 
those  were  the  days  of  our  youth  and  folly.  I  trust  we  have  grown 
wiser  and  better  since  then ;  we  certainly  have  grown  older.  I 
don't  think  we  could  rob  John  Moore's  fishing  canoe  now.  By  the 
way,  that  same  John  Moore,  and  the  anecdotes  you  told  of  him, 
gave  me  the  idea  of  a  vagabond  character,  Dirck  Schuyler,  in  my 
" Knickerbocker  History  of  New  York,"  which  I  was  then  writing. 

You  tell  me  the  old  school-house  is  torn  down,  and  a  new  one 
built  in  its  place.  I  am  sorry  for  it.  I  should  have  liked  to  see  the 
old  school-house  once  more,  where,  after  my  morning's  literary  task 
was  over,  I  used  to  come  and  wait  for  you  occasionally  until  school 
was  dismissed,  and  you  used  to  promise  to  keep  back  the  punish- 
ment of  some  little,  tough,  broad-bottomed  Dutch  boy  until  I  should 
come,  for  my  amusement — but  never  kept  your  promise.  I  don't 
think  I  should  look  with  a  friendly  eye  on  the  new  school-house,  how- 
ever nice  it  might  be. 

Since  1  saw  you  in  New  York,  I  have  had  severe  attacks  of  bilious 
intermittent  fever,  which  shook  me  terribly ;  but  they  cleared  out 
my  system,  and  I  have  ever  since  been  in  my  usual  excellent  health, 
able  to  mount  my  horse  and  gallop  about  the  country  almost  as 
briskly  as  when  I  was  a  youngster.  Wishing  you  the  enjoyment  of 
the  same  inestimable  blessing,  and  begging  you  to  remember  me  to 
your  daughter,  who  penned  your  letter,  and  to  your  son,  whom,  out 
of  old  kindness  and  companionship,  you  have  named  after  me, 
1  remain  ever,  my  old  friend, 

Yours  very  truly  and  cordially, 

WASHINGTON  LIVING. 

About  this  time  Mr.  Irving  was  induced  to  sit  to  Martin, 
an  English  artist,  for  the  last  portrait  ever  taken  of  him. 
Though  somewhat  idealised,  and  too  youthful  for  his  age  at 
that  time,  it  bad  much  of  his  character  and  expression  about 
it,  and  received  the  following  notice  from  the  pen  of  the 
poet,  N.  P.  Willis,  in  the  "ILumo  Journal :" 
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We  spoke,  the  other  day,  of  Geoffrey  Crayon's  having  once  more 
consented  to  sit  for  his  picture.  Mr.  Martin  has  just  finished  it, 
and  we  fancy  there  lias  seldom  been  a  more  felicitous  piece  of 
work.  It  is  not  only  like  Irving,  but  like  his  books;  and,  though  he 
looks  as  his  books  read  (which  is  true  of  few  authors),  and  looks 
like  the  name  of  his  cottage — Sunnyside — and  looks  like  what 
the  world  thinks  of  him,  yet  a  painter  might  have  missed  this  look, 
and  still  have  made  what  many  would  consider  a  likeness.  He  sits 
leaning  his  head  on  his  hand,  with  the  genial,  unconscious,  courtly 
composure  of  expression  that  he  habitually  wears ;  and  still  there  is 
visible  the  couchaut  humour  and  philosophic  inevitableness  of  per- 
ception, which  form  the  strong  undercurrent  of  his  genius.  The 
happy  temper  and  the  strong  intellect  of  Irving;  the  joyously  indo- 
lent man  and  the  arousably  brilliant  author,  are  both  there.  As  a 
picture,  it  is  a  fine  specimen  of  art.  The  flesh  is  most  skilfully 
crayoned,  the  pose  excellent,  the  drawing  apparently  effortless  and 
yet  nicely  true,  and  the  air  altogether  Irviug-y  and  gentlemanlike. 
If  well  engraved,  we  have  him — delightful  and  famous  Geoffrey— as 
he  lives,  as  he  is  thought  to  live,  as  he  writes,  as  he  talks,  and  as  he 
ought  to  be  remembered. 

The  letter  which,  follows  was  written  soon  after  his  return 
from  a  visit  to  Mr.  William  Swain,  at  J^ew  Bedford : 

To  Mus.  STORKOW. 

Sunnyside,  May  6,  1851. 

MY  DEAB.  SAKAH, — Your  most  delightful  letter  of  March  5th  has 
remained  too  long  unanswered  ;  but  it  found  me  crowded  with  occu- 
pation, getting  out  a  revised  edition  of  the  "  Alhambra,"  in  which  I 
was  making  many  alterations  and  additions,  with  the  press  close  at 
my  heels. 

I  have  been  very  little  in  town  this  winter.  Indeed,  I  may  say 
that  I  have  lived  almost  exclusively  in  the  country  since  your  depar- 
ture. My  time  has  been  very  much  occupied  with  my  pen,  preparing 
and  printing  my  revised  editions,  &c. ;  and  it  will  continue  to  be  so 
occupied  until  I  iinish  the  "  Life  of  Washington,"  on  which  I  am 
now  busy.  I  am  always  happiest  when  I  have  a  considerable  part 
of  my  time  thus  employed,  and  feel  reason  to  be  thankful  that  my 
intellectual  powers  continue  capable  of  being  so  tasked.  I  shall 
endeavour,  however,  not  to  overtask  myself ;  shall  mount  my  horse 
often,  and  break  off  occasionally  to  make  an  excursion  like  that  to 
New  Bedford. 

You  speak,  in  one  of  your  letters  to  the  family,  of  the  pleasure 
you  have  had  in  reading  the  "Reveries  of  a  Bachelor."  It  is  in- 
deed a  very  beautiful  work.  The  author  was  kind  enough  to  send  me 
a  copy,  and  to  call  on  me.  I  am  much  pleased  with  him.  He  is 
quiet  and  gentlemanlike  in  manners  and  appearance,  and  I  shall  be 
very  glad  to  cultivate  his  acquaintance.  I  understand  he  is  engaged 
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to  be  married ;  I  hope  to  one  worthy  of  being  the  subject  of  one  of 
his  reveries. 

There  are  two  very  clever  works  which  have  made  their  appearance 
within  a  year  or  so,  one  quite  recently — "  The  Scarlet  Letter"  and 
"  The  House  with  the  Seven  Gables."  They  are  by  Hawthorne,  and 
two  of  the  best  works  of  fiction  that  have  issued  from  the  American 
press. 

Remember  me  affectionately  to  your  husband,  and  kiss  the  dear 
little  women  for  inc. 

Ever,  my  dear  Sarah,  your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

Of  one  of  the  -works  here  mentioned,  "  The  Scarlet 
Letter,"  I  inquired  his  opinion  just  after  he  had  finished 
reading  it,  and  the  impression  was  fresh.  "  Masterly ! 
masterly! !  masterly! ! !"  was  his  emphatic  reply. 

The  following  amusing  letter  is  addressed  to  M.  H.  Grin- 
nell,  the  husband  of  his  niece,  who  had  invited  him  to  dine 
•with  him  in  the  city,  and  who  had  just  completed  a  house  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  Sunnyside,  which  lie  expected  soon  to 
occupy : 

Sunnyside,  May  20,  1851. 

MY  DEAR,  GRINNELL, — I  must  beg  you  to  excuse  me  from  dining 
with  you  to-morrow.  Sunnyside  is  possessed  by  seven  devils,  and  I 
have  to  be  continually  on  the  watch  to  keep  all  from  going  to  ruin. 
First,  we  have  a  legion  of  womenkind,  cleaning  and  scouring  the 
house  from  top  to  bottom  ;  so  that  \ve  are  all  reduced  to  eat  and 
drink  and  have  our  being  in  my  little  library.  In  the  midst  of  this, 
our  water  is  cut  off.  An  Irishman  from  your  establishment  undertook 
to  shut  up  my  spring,  as  he  had  yours,  within  brick  walls;  the 
spring  showed  proper  spirit,  and  broke  bounds,  and  all  the  waterpipes 
ran  dry  in  consequence.  In  the  dearth  of  painters,  I  have  employed 
a  couple  of  country  carpenters  1o  paint  my  roofs,  and  it  requires  all 
my  vigilance  to  keep  them  from  painting  them  like  Joseph's  coat  of 
divers  colours.  Your  little  man  Westerfield  is  to  plaster  my  chimneys 
to-morrow,  and  your  plumbers  and  bellhangers  to  attack  the  vitals  of 
the  house.  I  have  a  new  coachman,  to  be  inducted  into  all  the 
mysteries  of  the  stable  and  coach-house;  so  all  that  part  of  the 
establishment  is  in  what  is  called  a  halla-baloo.  In  a  word,  I  never 
knew  of  such  a  tempest  in  a  teapot  as  is  just  now  going  on  in  little 
Sunnyside.  I  trust,  therefore,  you  will  excuse  me  for  staying  at  home 
to  sink  or  swim  with  the  concern. 

Yours  affectionately, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

P.S. — Lee  hns  not  yet  commenced  the  long-promised  filling  up, 
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which  was  certainly  to  be  begun  yesterday.     I  begin  more  fully  to 
understand  what  is  meant  by  Lce-tcay. 

This  was  the  filling  up  of  a  space  between  the  bank  and 
the  railroad,  in  which  the  water  was  apt  to  rest,  and  gene- 
rate, as  he  believed,  unwholesome  miasma.  Lee  was  an 
agent  of  the  railroad,  and  Mr.  G.  a  director. 

The  following  is  in  reply  to  an  application  of  Mr.  Richard 
Bentley.  the  London  publisher,  who  was  meditating  a  suit 
against  Mr.  Bohn  for  an  infringement  of  the  copyrights  of 
three  of  the  author's  works  purchased  by  him.  Murray  had 
already  gone  to  great  expense  to  defend  his  copyrights,  the 
sale,  on  the  republication  of  the  works,  being  greater  than 
ever  in  both  countries.  For  fifteen  years  some  of  the 
volumes  had  not  been  reprinted  by  him  or  his  father. 

To  RICHARD  BENTLEY. 

Sunnyside,  July  7,  1851. 

DEAR  SIR, — I  have  received  your  two  letters,  dated  June  3rd  and 
4th,  informing  me  of  your  intention  to  proceed  against  certain  book- 
sellers for  an  infringement  of  the  copyrights  of  the  "Alhambra," 
"  Astoria,"  and  "  Bonneville ;"  and,  inasmuch  as  you  had  no  formal 
deed  of  assignment  from  me,  requesting  me  to  authorise  your 
solicitor,  Frederick  Nicholls  Devey,  Esq.,  to  institute  proceedings  in. 
my  name. 

As  the  whole  proceeding  is  for  your  account  and  benefit,  and  at 
your  expense,  I  cannot  refuse  to  delegate  this  authority  to  the  gentle- 
man named ;  but  I  confess  I  give  my  consent  most  reluctantly  to  a 
measure  by  which  I  am  made  to  appear  as  a  litigant,  and,  though 
only  nominally  so,  yet  at  the  great  hazard  of  misconception. 

If  your  solicitor  could  prepare  an  assignment,  or  other  instrument 
which  might  have  a  retroactive  operation,  and  enable  you  to  sue  in 
your  own  name,  I  would  greatly  prefer  it.  If  this  be  impracticable, 
then  you  may  take  this  letter  as  a  warrant  to  your  solicitor  to  appear 
for  me,  with  full  power  and  authority  to  represent  me  in  any  suit  you 
may  deem  necessary  in  regard  to  the  before-mentioned  works,  and  be- 
fore any  court.  I  wish  it  to  be  publicly  understood,  however,  in  this 
contingency,  that  you  have  recourse  to  my  name  on  your  own  behalf, 
and  only  from  a  technical  necessity,  and  that  I  have  no  personal 
interest  in  the  event  of  the  proceeding. 

Yours  very  truly, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

I  presume  no  proceedings  were  ever  instituted  by  Mr. 
Bentley,  as  it  will  be  seen,  by  the  following  letter  of  Mr. 
Murray  to  Mr.  Irving,  that  lie  had  compromised  his  suit 
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with  Bohn  in  September,  only  two  months  after  the  date  of 
the  preceding  letter : 

Albemarle-street,  Sept.  19. 

MY  DKAR  SIR, — Having  troubled  you  so  often,  and,  I  fear,  se- 
riously, on  the  subject  of  my  lawsuit  with  Bohn,  it  is  with  peculiar 
satisfaction  that.  L  now  write  to  tell  you  that  it  is  at  an  end.  Mr. 
Bohn  has  ollVrcd  me  terms  which  are  satisfactory  to  me  and  not 
humiliating  to  him.  He  has  destroyed  for  me  all  value  in  your 
works,  and  1  make  over  to  him  the  copyright. 

I  ivirrrt  to  part  wilh  them,  but  it  seemed  to  me  the  only  way  to 
get  out  of  the  squabble,  which  was  becoming  very  serious,  my  law 
expenses  alone  having  run  up  to  850/. 

One  good,  at  least,  has  been  elicited  out  of  the  contest — it  has 
settled  the  right  of  foreigners  to  hold  copyright  in  this  country  ;  for 
I  am  assured  by  my  counsel,  Sir  Fitzroy  Kelly,  one  of  the  soundest 
heads  at  our  liar,  that  the  recent  decision  of  our  judges  on  that  head 
is  not  likely  to  be  reversed  by  the  House  of  Lords,  or  any  other 
tribunal.  Sir  F.  K.  has  studied  the  subject  minutely,  and  made  an 
admirable  speech  in  the  Queen's  Bench  on  my  side.  I  hope,  there- 
fore, that  the  "Life  of  Washington,"  and  other  works  to  come  from 
your  pen,  may  yet  bring  advantage  to  their  author  from  this  country  ; 
but  priority  of  publication,  in  England  is  an  indispensable  condition, 
and  must  in  all  cases  be  guaranteed  and  carefully  attested  at  the  time 
of  appearance. 

No  one  can  desire  more  than  I  do  an  international  copyright 
arrangement  with  the  Americans.  In  my  desire  I  am  not  surpassed 
by  Mr.  Bohn,*  nor  Sir  E.  L.  Bulwer;  but  I  differ  from  them  iu  the 

*  As  my  name  appears  rather  unexpectedly  in  this  and  the  preceding  letter, 
in  reference  to  my  assumed  infringements  of  the  London  copyrights  of 
Washington  Irving's  Works,  it  behoves  me  to  say  a  few  words  in  explanation. 
In  1849  I  had  purchased  from  the  American  proprietor,  for  a  valuable  considera- 
tion, the  curly  .sheets  of  Emerson's  Representative  Men,  upon  an  agreement 
that  it  should  be  published  here  and  in  Boston,  U.S.,  simultaneously ;  but  in  the 
face  of  the  publicity  I  gave  to  the  fact  by  extensively  advertising  it,  other 
London  publishers  announced  the  work,  and  one  of  them  printed  it.  This 
threw  down  the  gauntlet  as  to  the  validity  of  American  copyrights  in  England, 
and  I  submitted  to  the  loss,  having  long  felt  that  foreign  copyright  could  not  be 
legally  maintained  here  under  the  mere  pretext  of  first  publication,  and  that  it 
existed  only  by  a  courtesy,  which  the  rising  competition  in  cheap  literature  was 
actively  dissipating.  Upon  this  I  resolved  to  indemnify  myself  by  reprisals  on 
my  competitors,  and  with  that  intention  embarked  in  a  cheap  series,  of  which 
American  literature  was  to  be  the  principal  feature.  Washington  Irving's  Works 
necessarily  took  the  lead,  and  as  these  had  already  to  some  extent  been  re- 
printed by  various  parties  without  any  apparent  molestation  on  the  part  of  Mr. 
Murray  or  Mr.  Bcntley,  I  saw  no  reason  for  hesitating  in  my  choice,  and  pro- 
ceeded accordingly.  But  Mr.  Murray,  who  had  seemingly  acquiesced  in  the  in- 
fringements of  others,  did  not  acquiesce  in  mine,  and  after  a  considerable  interval, 
during  which  I  had  printed  all  the  works  claimed  by  him,  he  selected  me  for  a  trial 
of  the  right  in  Chancery.  This,  as  far  as  regards  the  American  question,  I  should 
have  fought  out,  and  no  doubt  successfully,  but  when  the  pleadings  began  to  rest 
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strong  conviction  which  I  feel  that  it  is  not  by  pirating  American 
books  that  the  object  is  to  be  attained. 

I  remain,  my  dear  sir,  yours  very  sincerely, 

JOHN"MURRAY. 

The  following  letter  is  addressed  to  John  Barney,  better 
known  to  the  world  as  "  Beau  Barney,"  one  of  the  patriarchs 
of  the  fashionable  circles  of  Washington  City  for  many  years, 
and  is  in  reply  to  one  from  him  recalling  their  first  meeting 
at  Burr's  trial  at  Richmond,  forty-three  years  before,  and 
mentioning  the  kind  recollections  of  his  sister,  whom  he  met 
at  that  time : 

Sunnyside,  Oct.  30,  1851. 

MY  DEAR  MR.  BARNEY, — Your  letter  of  the  25th  has  acted  upon 
me  like  a  charm,  calling  up  such  pleasant  scenes  in  times  long  past, 
when  we  were  both  gay  young  fellows,  that  I  cannot  go  to  bed  before 
answering  it.  What  you  mention  of  kind  recollections  of  me  that 
were  cherished  by  your  sister,  flatters  my  old  bachelor  heart  even 
now ;  for  she  was  one  of  my  early  admirations,  and  her  image  dwells 

the  claim  for  English  copyright  mainly  on  the  ground  of  many  years'  actual 
domicile  in  this  country,  which  it  was  difficult  to  disprove,  and  the  suit  showed  signs 
of  exceeding,  by  many  thousands,  the  value  of  the  property  at  issue,  our  mutual 
friends  persuaded  us  into  an  amicable  arrangement.  Mr.  Murray  ceded  the  copy- 
rights, with  certain  stock  and  stereotypes,  on  equitable  terms,  and  I  paid  the 
costs  on  both  sides,  and  subsequently  arranged  with  Mr.  Bentley.  A  suit  pend- 
ing at  the  same  time  between  Boosey  and  Jefiery,  which  after  varying  results 
•was  carried  into  the  House  of  Lords,  decided  that  foreign  copyrights  could  not  be 
substantiated  in  this  country  upon  the  mere  plea  of  first  publication,  but  that 
there  must  be  a  continued  and  bona  fide  domicile  of  the  author,  and  not  the 
subterfuge  of  a  few  weeks'  or  months'  residence  for  a  specific,  may  we  not  say 
fraudulent,  object,  as  has  since  been,  and  is  now  being  attempted.  Washington 
Irving's  Works — some  of  them,  but  not  all — stood  on  a  different  footing  to  those 
of  any  other  American  author.  It  was  sworn  that  he  had  resided  in  this  country 
as  a  householder  for  a  number  of  years,  and  when  abroad  was  fulfilling  commissions 
for  Mr.  Murray,  and  it  must  be  admitted  that  had  his  writings  been  published 
anonymously  they  would  have  been  deemed  English  copyright.  It  was  pre- 
sumed, on  my  behalf,  that  after  he  bad  distinctly  avowed  his  American  citizen- 
ship, he  forfeited  all  claims  to  English  rights;  but  it  was  contended,  on  the 
other  side,  that  what  had  legally  become  English  property  by  transfer  during 
his  confirmed  English  domicile,  would  not  be  changed  by  his  subsequent  acts,  and 
this  was  the  real  question  at  issue.  While  this,  and  the  case  of  Boosey  and  JefFery 
were  pending,  I  got  up  a  public  meetingeto  consider  the  question  of  unreciprocated 
foreign  copyright  in  England,  upon  which  occasion  Sir  E.  L.  Bulwer  Lytton  pre- 
sided, and  made  a  very  eloquent  and  convincing  speech,  which  I  followed,  like  a 
junior  counsel,  with  ample  illustrations.  These  speeches  were  printed,  and  ex- 
tensively circulated  both  in  England  and  America.  All  the  pleadings  also,  be- 
tween me  and  Mr.  Murray,  have  been  printed,  and  form  a  goodly  octavo  volume ; 
but  after  the  suit  was  compounded  1  thought  it  unnecessary  to  publish  them. 
The  climax  of  absurd  legislation  in  this  aflair  was,  that  we  were  both  called  upon 
to  send  out  counsel  and  witnesses  to  America  to  ascertain  the  laws  of  copyright 
there,  as  well  as  the  facts  connected  with  first  or  simultaneous  publication  in  the 
respective  countries.  This  exaction  alone  would  have  probably  cost  five  thousand 
pounds. — H.  G.  Bonx. 
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in  my  memory  as  she  appeared  to  me  at  the  time,  so  amiable,  grace- 
ful, and  ladylike.  I  well  remember  seeing  her  al.-  ,  .uore, 
after  her  marriage,  with  her  first  child,  a  fine  boy,  and,  though  a 
mere  infant,  remarkably  sensible  to  music,  being  easily  moved  by  it 
either  to  tears  or  transports.  I  believe  1  have  since  met  him  a  man 
grown. 

You  talk  of  children  and  grandchildren.  I  have  nothing  but 
literary  bantlings  to  boast  of.  I  trust  your  progeny  will  outlive 
mine,  and  increase  and  multiply,  and  continue  your  name  from  genera- 
tion to  generation ;  which  is  more  than  can  be  expected  from  the 
progeny  of  the  Muse,  however  prolific  she  may  be. 

Wishing  you  many  pleasant  and  prosperous  days,  I  will  now  bid 
you  "good  night,"  ana  will  endeavour  to  continue  in  my  sleep  the 
agreeable  dreams  you  have  awakened. 

Yours  ever,  very  truly, 

WASHINGTON-  IRVING. 

The  letter  which  follows,  from  Mr.  Henry  T.  Tuckerman, 
and  Mr.  Irviug's  reply,  I  introduce  with  the  single  remark, 
that  the  former  had  lately  contributed  to  a  publication  of 
Mr.  Putnam,  entitled  "  Homes  of  American  Authors,"  a 
graceful  notice  of  Suunyside  and  its  proprietor : 

To  WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

New  York,  Dec.  6,  1852. 

MY  DEAR  SIR, — I  expect  to  sail  for  England  in  the  Baltic  on 
Saturday  next ;  and,  although  my  stay  will  probably  be  quite  brief,  I 
am  desirous  of  seeing  Mr.  Kogers.  Will  you  give  me  a  line  to  him, 
and  any  other  friend  in  England  whom  it  would  be  pleasant  for  me  to 
see  ?  and  oblige, 

Yours  ever,  truly  and  respectfully, 

HENRY  T.  TUCKERMAN. 

To  MR.  H.  T.  TUCKERMAN. 

Sunnyside,  Dec.  8,  1852. 

MY  DEAR  SiR,-^I  send  you  three  letters  of  introduction,  which  I 
hope  may  be  of  service  to  you.  My  poor  friend  Kogers,  I  fear,  is 
growing  too  infirm  to  render  those  attentions  he  was  formerly  so 
prompt  to  show  to  Americana  of  worth.  Sir  Robert  Harry  Inglis  is 
u  man  of  the  most  genial  character,  full  of  intelligence,  and  in  com- 
munion with  the  most  intellectual  society  of  England.  He  is  a  man 
I  love  and  honour. 

John  Murray  has  succeeded  to  his  father  in  the  literary  realm  of 
Albemarle-street,  which  I  used  to  find  a  favourite  haunt  of  noto- 
rieties. 

VOL.  IV.  3  M 
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Permit  me  to  make  my  acknowledgments  for  the  very  kind  and 
flattering  notice  you  have  taken  of  me  and  my  little  rural  nest,  in 
Putnam's  late  publication.  I  wish  I  could  feel  myself  worthy  of  half 
that  you  have  said  of  me. 

Yours  ever,  very  truly, 

WASHINGTON  IKYING. 

The  following  letter  to  Mr.  Bryant,  respecting  the  diffe- 
rent portraits  of  Columbus,  embraces  the  result  of  Mr. 
Irving' s  researches  on  that  subject,  and  will  be  found  to 
contain  many  particulars  of  interest.  Joseph  E.  Bloomfield, 
the  gentleman  alluded  to  in  the  first  paragraph,  had  been 
for  some  years  a  resident  of  the  south  of  Spain,  and,  having 
become  familiar  with  the  portraits  purporting  to  be  the  like- 
nesses of  the  great  discoverer,  a  correspondence  on  the 
subject  had  taken  place  between  him  and  Mr.  Irving.  In 
the  letter  to  Mr.  Bryant,  who  had  applied  to  Mr.  Irving  for 
leave  to  publish  his  hasty  notes  to  Mr.  Bloomfield,  he  has 
recast  his  replies  to  that  gentleman,  with  some  additions. 
I  transfer  the  letter  from  the  columns  of  the  Evening  Post, 
the  journal  edited  by  Mr.  Bryant,  in  which  it  first  appeared  : 

To  WILLIAM  C.  BRYANT,  Esq. 

MY  DEAR  SIR, — In  consequence  of  the  interest  expressed  by  you 
as  to  a  recent  correspondence  with  Mr.  Joseph  E.  Bloomfield,  of 
Mexico,  New  York,  on  some  points  relative  to  Columbus,  I  have 
thrown  the  purport  of  my  replies  to  that  gentleman  into  something 
of  a  connected  form.  Mr.  Bloomfield  was  desirous  of  my  opinion  of 
a  portrait  of  Columbus  existing  in  the  Lonja,  or  Royal  Exchange,  at 
Seville,  and  which  he  says  was  the  only  one  acknowledged  in  Spain 
as  a  true  likeness.  In  reply,  I  have  stated,  that  I  know  of  no  portrait 
extant  which  is  positively  known  to  be  authentic.  The  one  in  question, 
according  to  his  account  of  it,  is  full  length,  and  that  of  a  person 
from  thirty  to  thirty-five  years  of  age,  armed  in  mail,  and  wearing  a 
full  white  ruff.  Now  Columbus,  by  the  time  his  discoveries  had 
made  him  a  subject  for  such  a  painting,  was  quite  advanced  in  years. 
The  ruff,  too,  was  not  an  article  of  dress  in  Spain  until  after  his 
death.  It  was  a  Flemish  fashion,  brought,  I  believe,  from  Flanders 
to  Spain  in  the  time  of  Charles  V.,  who  did  not  arrive  in  the  Penin- 
sula until  1516,  ten  years  after  the  death  of  Columbus.  The  portrait 
may  have  been  one  of  Diego  Columbus,  the  heir  and  successor  of  the 
discoverer,  and  who,  like  him,  was  denominated  "the  Admiral." 

Various  portraits  of  Columbus  have  appeared  from  time  to  time  in 
Italy,  not  one  resembling  the  others,  and  all  differing  essentially  from 
the  description  given  by  Fernando  of  his  father.  Theodore  de  Bry, 
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in  his  "America,"  published  in  the  sixteenth  century,  gave  an  en- 
graving of  one  in  his  possession,  which  he  pretended  had  been  .- 
from  a  saloon  of  the  Council  of  the  Indias,  and  sold  in  the  Nether- 
lands, where  it  fell  into  his  hands.  The  same  has  been  copied  . 
enlogium  of  Columbus  by  the  Marquis  of  Dura/zo,  printed  by  Bodoui, 
and  in  a  life  of  the  discoverer  published  in  Milan  by  the  Chevalier 
Bossi.  This  pretended  portrait  also  differs  entirely  from  the  graphic 
description  given  by  Fernando  Columbus  of  his  father.  According  to 
this,  his  visage  was  lon<r,  and  neither  full  nor  meagre ;  the  cheek 
bones  rather  high,  his  nose  aquiline,  his  eyes  light  grey,  his  com- 
plexion lair  and  high  coloured  (acceso  di  vivo  colore).  In  his  youth, 
his  hair  was  blonde;  but  by  the  time  he  was  thirty  years  of  age  it 
was  quite  white.  This  minute  description  I  consider  the  touchstone 
by  which  all  the  pretended  portraits  of  him  should  be  tried.  It 
agrees  with  accounts  given  of  him  by  Las  Casas  and  other  contempo- 
raries. 

Peschiera,  a  sculptor,  employed  in  Genoa  to  make  a  bust  of  him 
for  a  monument  erected  to  his  memory  in  that  city  in  1821,  discarded 
all  existing  portraits  as  either  spurious  or  doubtful,  and  guided  him- 
self by  the  descriptions  I  have  cited. 

While  I  was  in  Madrid,  in  1826,  Don  Martin  Fernandez  de  Navar- 
rete,  President  of  the  Royal  Academy  of  History,  published  a  litho- 
graphed copy  of  an  engraved  portrait  of  Columbus,  which  he  found 
in  an  old  Italian  work  containing  likenesses  of  distinguished  persons. 
He  and  the  Duke  of  Veraguas  (the  descendant  of  Columbus)  placed 
confidence  in  it,  because  other  portraits  in  the  same  work  were  known 
to  be  correct.  I  doubted  its  authenticity.  It  did  not  agree  suffi- 
ciently with  the  description  before  mentioned ;  and  the  hair  espe- 
cially, in  the  notice  which  accompanied  it  in  the  Italian  work,  was 
said  to  be  black.  Still,  I  published  a  copy  of  the  engraving,  some 
years  since,  in  an  abridged  edition  of  my  Life  of  the  discoverer. 

While  I  was  in  Paris,  in  18-15,  Mons.  Jomard,  the  learned  principal 
of  the  Royal  (now  National)  Library,  had  the  kindness  to  send  me  a 
lithographic  copy  of  a  portrait  in  oil,  recently  discovered.  The  original 
bore,  in  one  corner  of  the  canvas,  the  inscription,  CRISTOFORUS 
COLUMBUS.  The  countenance  was  venerable  and  dignified,  and 
agreed,  more  than  any  I  had  seen,  with  the  description  giv^n  by 
Fernando  Columbus.  Around  the  neck,  however,  was  the  Flemish 
ruff,  which  I  pointed  out  as  an  anachronism.  M.  Jomard  endea- 
voured to  account  for  it  by  supposing  the  portrait  to  have  been  made 
up  toward  the  year  15SO  by  some  scholar  of  Titian,  from  some  design 
or  sketch  taken  during  the  lifetime  of  Columbus,  and  that  the  artist 
may  have  decked  it  out  iu  the  costume  in  vogue  at  the  time  he  painted 
it.  This  is  very  possible.  Such  a  custom  of  vamping  up  new  por- 
traits from  old  ones  seems  to  have  been  adopted  in  the  time  of 
Charles  V.,  when  theiv  were  painters  of  merit  about  the  court. 

In  1519,  Juan  de  Borgofiu,  a  Spanish  artist,  executed  a  whole 
3  M2 
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series  of  portraits  of  the  primates  of  Spain  for  the  chapter-room  of  the 
Cathedral  of  Toledo  ;  some  of  them  from  the  life,  some  from  rude  ori- 
ginals, and  some  purely  imaginary.  Some  degree  of  license  of  the 
kind  may  have  been  indulged  in  producing  this  alleged  portrait  of 
Columbus.  As  it  is  evidently  a  work  of  merit,  and  bears  the  stamp 
of  his  character,  I  have  published  an  engraving  of  it  in  one  of  the 
editions  of  his  biography. 

Painting  had  not  attained  much  eminence  in  Spain  during  the  life- 
time of  Columbus,  though  it  \vas  improving  under  the  auspices  of 
Ferdinand  and  Isabella.  There  were,  as  yet,  no  Italian  painters  in 
the  Peninsula ;  and  the  only  Spanish  painter  of  note  was  Antonio 
Rincon,  who  is  said  to  have  been  the  first  who  "  left  the  stiff  Gothic 
style,  and  attempted  to  give  to  his  figures  something  of  the  graces 
and  proportions  of  nature."  He  executed  portraits  of  Ferdinand  and 
Isabella,  who  made  him  their  paiuter-iu-ordiuary. 

The  originals  have  disappeared  in  the  war  of  the  French  intrusion ; 
but  copies  of  two  of  his  full-length  portraits  of  the  sovereigns  exist 
in  one  of  the  lower  corridors  of  the  Royal  Gallery  of  Madrid.  It  is 
very  probable  that  he  painted  a  portrait  of  Columbus  at  the  time 
when  he  was  at  the  court,  the  object  of  universal  attention  on  account 
of  his  discoveries ;  but  if  so,  it  likewise  has  disappeared,  or  may  exist 
anonymously  in  some  corner  of  Spain,  or  in  the  collection  of  some 
picture-hunter. 

So  much  for  the  portraits  of  Columbus.  Another  subject  of  in- 
quiry with  Mr.  Bloomfield  was  the  name  of  the  discoverer.  He  asks 
why  he  should  not  call  him  by  the  name  he  signed  to  all  his  letters 
now  in  the  Royal  Exchange  of  Seville,  Christoval  Colon  ;  and  he  wishes 
to  know  "  how  did  or  could  Colon  be  changed  to  Coliiiiibus?  " 

In  regard  to  the  name  there  is  some  petty  mystery.  That  of  the 
family  in  Genoa  was  Colombo,  and  his  original  Italian  designation  was 
Cristoforo  Colombo.  "When,  he  first  came  into  Spain  from  Portugal, 
he  seems  to  have  retained  his  Italian  family  name,  with  a  slight  va- 
riation; for,  in  the  records  of  Francisco  Gonzalez,  of  Seville,  the 
royal  treasurer,  there  are  still  extant  three  several  entries  of  money 
paid,  iu  1487  and  1488,  by  order  of  the  Catholic  sovereigns,  to  him, 
by  the  name  of  Cristobal  Colomo. 

So,  also,  in  a  royal  cedula  of  May  12th,  14SO,  signed  by  the  sove- 
reigns, the  public  functionaries  throughout  the  kingdom  are  ordered 
to  furnish  accommodations  and  facilities  to  Cristoval  Colo/no. 

And  the  Duke  of  Medina  Celi,  his  first  patron  in  Spain,  iu  a  letter 
to  the  Grand  Cardinal,  dated  19th  March,  1493,  says  :  "I  do  not 
know  whether  your  lordship  knows  that  I  had  for  much  time  in  my 
house  Cristobal  Colomo,  who  came  from  Portugal,"  &c. 

In  the  capitulations  entered  into  between  him  and  the  sovereigns, 
17th  April,  1492,  by  which  he  was  constituted  admiral,  viceroy,  and 
governor  of  any  lauds  he  might  discover,  we  find  him  for  the  first  time 
recorded  as  Don  Cristobal  Colon.  In  adopting  this  appellation,  he 
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may  have  recurred  to  what  his  son  Fernando  intimates  was  the  ori- 
ginal patrician  name  of  t  lie.  family  in  old  times,  at  Home  —  Colo,, 
and  may   have  abbreviated  it  to  Coldn,  to  adapt  it  to  the  Spanish 

ue. 

Columbus  was  a  later  version  of  his  family  name,  adopted  occa- 
sionally by  himself  and  his  brother  Bartholomew,  according  to  the 
pedantic  usage  of  the  clay.  His  son  Fernando  says  (chap,  xi.)  that 
his  father,  before  he  was  declared  admiral,  used  to  sign  himself  "Co- 
lumbus de  Terrarubra  ;"  that  is  to  say,  Columbus  of  Terrarossa,  a 
village  or  hamlet  near  Genoa.  So  also  his  brother  Bartholomew,  on 
a  map  of  I  IK:  world,  which  he  presented  to  Henry  VII.,  dated  Lon- 
don, 13th  February,  1488,  inscribed  on  it  some  Latin  verses,  of  which 
the  following  gave  the  name  and  country  of  the  author  : 

Janua  cui  patria  est  ;  nomen  cui  Bartolomseus 
Columbus  de  Terrarubra  opus  adidit  isttul. 

By  tin's  Latin  version  of  his  family  name,  he  has  always  been  known 
in  English  literature.  If  we  change  it,  we  ought  to  go  back  to  the 
original  Italian,  Cristoforo  Colombo.  Long  usage,  however,  like  long 
occupancy,  constitutes  a  kind  of  right,  that  cannot  be  disturbed  with- 
out great  inconvenience. 

Yours,  my  clear  sir,  very  truly, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 


CHAPTER  LXXXII. 

Letter  to  Mrs.  Storrow — Coup  d'etat  of  Louis  Napoleon — Kossuth — Letter 
to  (louverneur  Kemble — The  Cooper  Commemoration — Bryant's  allusion 
to  the  Coolness  between  Cooper  and  Irving — What  the  latter  said  about 
it — A  Prospectus  for  a  Course  of  Lectures  sent  to  him — Letter  there- 
upon— Letters  from  Saratoga — Anecdotes  of  Charles  Augustus  Davis — 
The  Irving  l.iti  rary  Union — A  Breakfast  with  Sontag — Letter  to  Miss 
Hamilton — Letter  to  George  P.  Putnam. 

THE  following  letter  is  addressed  to  Mrs.  Storrow,  at 
Paris,  just  after  the  world  had  been  astounded  by  the  coup 
d'etat  of  Louis  Napoleon.  New  York,  in  addition,  had  been 
filled  with  excitement  by  the  arrival  of  the  graceful  and 
eloquent  Hungarian  patriot,  Kossuth. 

Sunnyside,  Jan.  13,  1852. 

MY  DEAR  SARAH, — We  have  all  been  quite;  electrified  by  the 
coup  d'etat  of  our  friend  Louis  Napoleon.  It  is  one  of  the  most 
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complete  things  of  the  kind  I  have  ever  heard  or  read  of,  and  quite 
Napoleonic.  His  uncle  could  not  have  done  the  thing  better  in  his 
most  vigorous  day.  Who  would  have  thought,  "  when  his  gracious 
Majesty  took  his  disjeune  with  us  at  Tillietudlem,"  lie  had  so  much  in. 
him  ?  You  are  in  a  fair  way  of  becoming  experienced  in  warfare,  and 
seasoned  to  alarms,  by  your  residence  in  a  capital  where  every 
political  change  is  a  military  convulsion.  At  present  you  are  likely 
to  have  a  great  deal  of  the  pomp  and  parade  of  arms,  without  any 
more  of  the  ragamuffin  warfare  of  the  barricades  ;  for  no  doubt 
Louis  Napoleon  will  keep  up  such  a  military  force  in  the  capital  as 
to  render  insurrection  hopeless.  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  there 
were  a  long  spell  of  tranquillity  in  Paris  under  his  absolute  sway. 
Had  his  coup  d'etat  been  imperfectly  effected,  or  his  election  been  but 
moderately  successful,  France  might  have  been  thrown  into  a  terrible 
turmoil ;  but  now  lie  will  hold  her  down  with  a  strong  hand,  until 
she  has  kicked  out  the  last  spasm  and  convulsion  of  French  liberty, 
and  is  quiet.  You  will  then  most  probably  have  all  the  splendours 
of  the  imperial  court,  with  the  spectacles  and  public  improvements 
by  which  Napoleon  used  to  dazzle  the  capital,  and  keep  the  Parisians 
in  good  humour.  All  this,  I  presume,  will  be  more  to  the  taste  of 
temporary  residents  like  yourself,  than  the  stern  simplicity  of  republi- 
canism ;  and  a  long  interval  of  quiet  would  be  a  prosperous  interval 
for  the  commercial  world ;  so  both  you  and  Storrow  may  find 
yourselves  comfortable  under  the  absolute  sway  of  Napoleon  the 
Second. 

It  is  a  pity  Van  Wart  had  returned  to  England  before  this  event 
took  place.  He  lost  an  opportunity  of  seeing  that  grand  spectacle, 
Paris  in  a  tumult  and  under  arms;  though  perhaps  he  might  have 
had  a  propensity  to  go  about  and  see  everything,  as  I  should  liave 
done  in  like  case,  and  have  paid  for  the  spectacle  by  being  shot  down 
at  a  barricade.  I  never  could  keep  at  home  when  Madrid  was  in  a 
state  of  siege  and  under  arms,  and  the  troops  bivouacking  in  every 
street  and  square ;  and  I  had  always  a  strong  hankering  to  get  near 
the  gates  when  the  fighting  was  going  on. 

We  Lave  had  a  great  turmoil  and  excitement,  though  of  a  peaceful 
kind,  here,  on  the  arrival  of  Kossuth,  the  Hungarian  patriot.  New 
York,  you  know,  is  always  ready  for  a  paroxysm  of  enthusiasm  on 
the  advent  of  any  great  novelty,  whether  a  great  singer,  a  great 
dancer,  a  great  novelist,  or  a  great  patriot ;  and  it  is  not  often  it  has 
so  worthy  an  object  to  run  mad  about.  I  have  heard  and  seen 
Kossuth  both  in  public  and  private,  and  he  is  really  a  noble  fellow, 
quite  the  beau  ideal  of  a  poetic  hero.  There  seems  to  be  no  base 
alloy  in  his  nature.  All  is  elevated,  generous,  intellectual,  and 
refined,  and  with  his  manly  and  daring  spirit  there  is  mingled  a 
tenderness  and  sensibility  of  the  gentlest  kind.  He  is  a  kind  of  man 
that  you  would  idolize.  Yet,  poor  fellow  !  he  has  come  here  under  a 
great  mistake,  and  is  doomed  to  be  disappointed  in  the  high-wrought 
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expectations  he  had  formed  of  co-operation  on  the  part  of  our  Govern- 
ment in  t  lie  affairs  of  his  unhappy  country.  Admiration  and  sym- 
pathy he  has  in  abundance  from  individuals  ;  but  there  is  no  romance 
in  councils  of  state  or  deliberative  assemblies.  There,  cool  judgment 
and  cautious  policy  must  restrain  and  regulate  the  warm  impulses 
of  feeling.  I  trust  we  are  never  to  be  carried  away,  hy  the  fascinating 
eloquence  of  this  second  Peter  the  Hermit,  into  schemes  of  foreign 
interference,  that  would  rival  the  wild  enterprises  of  the  Crusades. 

I  r;m  urive  you  but  little  of  New  York  news.  Indeed,  I  have  not 
born  much  there  since  you  were  last  here.  I  draw  more  and  more 
into  the  little  world  of  my  country  home  as  the  silver  cord  which 
binds  me  to  life  is  gradually  loosening;  and,  indeed,  I  am  so  sur- 
rounded hereby  kind  and  affectionate  hearts,  and  have  such  frequent 
visits  from  one  or  other  of  the  family,  that  I  feel  no  need  and  but 
little  inclination  to  look  beyond  for  enjoyment.  Even  the  Opera  does 
not  draw  ine  to  town  so  often  as  formerly,  although  we  have  had 
a  very  excellent  one,  and  New  York,  in  fact,  is  inundated  with 
musical  talent. 

It  is  now  half-past  twelve  at  night,  and  I  am  sitting  here  scribbling 
in  my  study,  long  after  all  the  family  are  abed  and  asleep — a  habit  I 
have  fallen  much  into  of  late.  Indeed,  I  never  fagged  more  steadily 
with  my  pen  than  I  do  at  present.  I  have  a  long  task  in  liana, 
which  I  am  anxious  to  finish,  that  I  may  have  a  little  leisure  in  the 
brief  remnant  of  life  that  is  leff  to  me.  However,  I  have  a  strong 
presentiment  that  I  shall  die  in  harness ;  and  I  am  content  to  do  so, 
provided  I  have  the  cheerful  exercise  of  intellect  to  the  last.  *  *  * 

The  first  paragraph  of  the  letter  which  follows  refers  to  a 
fortunate  investment  in  Western  lands,  in  which  he  had  em- 
barked with  his  friead  Kemble  years  before,  and  from  which 
the  returns  were  steadily  coming  in : 

To  GOUVEKNETJB,  KEMBLE. 

Sunnyside,  Feb.  5,  1852. 

]\!Y  BEAK  KEMBLE, — I  have  received  with  much  satisfaction  the 
intelligence  of  a  further  remittance  from  the  enchanted  purse  of 
Godfrey,  and  have  drawn  upon  William  for  my  share. 

You  talk  of  having  made  a  jovial  tour  among  the  gastronomes  of 
Philadelphia,  Baltimore,  and  Washington.  So  it,  is  ;  some  men  may 
steal  a  horse  with  impunity,  while  others  are  hanged  for  only  looking 
over  a  hedge.  I  did  but  venture  to  town,  about  two  weeks  since,  to 
eat  a  dinner  or  two,  when  I  returned  home  with  an  attack  of  bile, 
and  have  been  confined  to  the  house  ever  since.  I,  this  afternoon, 
for  the  first  time,  ventured  out  in  my  sleigh  to  breathe  a  little 
fresh  air. 

Any  time  that  you  will  stop,  on  your  way  to  or  from  town,  I  shall 
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be  happy  to  see  you,  and  to  give  you  the  best  my  humble  house 
affords  ;  not  pretending  to  rival  the  luxurious  aristocrats  with  whom 
you  have  been  jollifying. 

Yours  ever,  my  dear  Kemble, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

February  17th,  he  had  a  visit  from  Clark,  of  the  "  Knick- 
erbocker," and  Leutze,  the  painter,  who  came  by  appoint- 
ment and  dined  with  him.  "  We  had  a  very  pleasant  dinner. 
I  was  much  pleased  with  Leutze,"  he  writes  to  me.  In  the 
same  letter,  which  was  written  on  Thursday,  February  19th, 
though  it  is  without  date,  he  says  :  "  I  shall  come  to  town  in 
the  beginning  of  next  week — on  Monday,  if  Webster's  ad- 
dress to  the  Historical  Society  4s  on  that  night,  though  I 
rather  think  it  is  on  Tuesday.  The  Cooper  celebration  is 
advertised  for  Wednesday." 

James  Fenimore  Cooper,  the  distinguished  novelist,  had 
died  on  the  14th  of  the  previous  September.  This  meeting 
to  honour  his  memory  took  place  at  Metropolitan  Hall, 
February  25th,  1852,  Mr.  AVebster  presiding,  supported  by 
Bryant  and  Irving.  In  the  fine  address  delivered  by  Mr. 
Bryant  on  the  occasion,  he  quotes  Irving's  compliment  to 
the  "  Pathfinder,"  and  alludes  incidentally  to  "  an  unhappy 
coolness  that  had  existed  between  them."  Adverting  after- 
ward to  this  passage  to  me,  Mr.  Irving  remarked  that  the 
coolness  was  all  on  Cooper's  side ;  that  he  had  never  been 
conscious  of  any  cause  of  difference  between  them. 

It  was  not  long  after  this  meeting  that  the  steamer 
brought  the  tidings  of  the  death  of  the  poet  Mocre,  which 
had  occurred  on  the  day  following  the  commemoration.  It 
was  mournful  news  to  Mr.  Irving,  whose  attachment  to  the 
Irish  bard  had  been  warm  and  sincere.  The  circumstance, 
too,  that  his  mind,  like  Scott's,  had  suffered  eclipse  during 
his  life,  he  dwelt  on  with  much  feeling.  It  had  always  been 
to  him,  in  contemplation,  the  saddest  possible  fate.  After  a 
time  he  went  back  to  many  reminiscences  of  his  pleasant  in- 
tercourse witli  Moore  in  Paris  and  London.  Among  other 
anecdotes,  he  mentioned  that  Moore  once  told  him  of  his 
hearing  an  eager  exclamation  from  a  carriage  as  he  was 
passing:  "There's  Moore!  there's  Moore!"  and,  looking 
round,  saw  a  lady  with  upraised  hands  and  an  expression  of 
sad  disappointment,  as  much  as  to  say  :  "  Good  heaven  !  can 
that  be  Moore  ?" 
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Moore  once  introduced  him  to  a  friend  of  Ing  who  had  the 
misfortune  afterward  to  be  thrown  into  King's  Bench  for 
debt.  Subsequent  to  his  release,  he  offered  to  show  Mr. 
Irving  the  mysteries  of  the  prison-house,  and  he  accom- 
panied him  to  spend  the  day  there.  They  took  dinner 
within,  and  Mr.  Irving  was  introduced  to  several  who 
seemed  to  be  enjoying  themselves  very  much.  In  the  even- 
ing, two  or  three  women  were  introduced,  who  were  con- 
fined for  debt.  They  were  rung  out  at  nine  o'clock.  Before 
they  were  rung  out,  one  of  them  accosted  Mr.  Irving  :  "  If 
you  think  of  coming  here,  let  me  give  you  a  word  of  advice. 
Don't  come  empty-handed.  With  fifty  pounds  or  so  in  the 
pocket,  one  can  make  oneself  very  comfortable."  "  From 
here,"  said  Mr.  Irving,  "  I  went  to  Holland  House.  "What 
a  contrast !" 

To  Mrs.  Storrow  he  writes,  May  29th : 

My  "Life  of  Washington"  lags  and  drags  latterly.  I  have  re- 
peatedly been  interrupted  by  turns  of  ill-health — bilious  attacks — 
which  have  dogged  me  for  the  last  two  or  three  years,  and  obliged 
me  occasionally  to  throw  by  the  pen  and  take  to  horseback.  This 
spring  1  have  been  almost  entirely  idle,  from  my  mind's  absolutely 
refusing  to  be  put  in  harness.  I  no  longer  dare  task  it  as  I  used  to 
do.  AVhen  a  man  is  in  his  seventieth  year,  it  is  time  to  be  cautious. 
I  thought  I  should  have  been  through  this  special  undertaking  by 
this  time  ;  but  an  unexpected  turn  of  bilious  fever  in  midwinter  put 
me  all  aback,  and  now  I  have  renounced  all  further  pressing  myself 
in  the  matter. 

I  am  glad  to  find  the  Prince  President  is  getting  on  so  quietly,  and 
that  the  10th  of  May  has  passed  off  without  explosions.  I  hope 
Paris  may  be  spared,  for  a  time,  all  further  paroxysms  either  imperial  or 
republican,  and  that  the  schemes  set  on  foot  for  its  improvement  and 
embellishment  may  be  carried  out  before  everything  is  again  thrown 
into  chaos.  Not  that  I  expect  ever  to  enjoy  the  result  of  them;  but 
it  is  a  city  associated  with  too  many  happy  scenes  of  my  life  not  to 
ho  endeared  to  me  ;  and,  though  I  may  never  see  it  again,  I  carry  so 
familiar  a  picture  in  mv  mind  of  all  its  localities,  that  I  can  fancy  to 
myself  every  new  modification  that  I  read  of.  If  Louis  Napoleon 
continues  in  power,  he  will  make  Paris  the  centre  of  everything 
splendid  and  delightful,  and  will  treat  its  yJTife-loving  inhabitants  to 
continual  spectacle  and  pageant.  He  seems  to  understand  the  tastes 
and  humours  of  the  Parisians. 

July  15th,  he  writes  to  the  same  correspondent : 

I  write  a  hasty  line,  in  the  midst  of  preparations  for  an  excursion. 
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To-morrow,  Mr.  G ,   Julia,  and  the  young  folks,  -with  S 

G ,  P M ,  and  H ,  set  off  on  a  tour  to  Canada,  and 

some  of  them  to  the  White  Mountains.  I  shall  accompany  them  to 
Saratoga,  Lake  George,  and  Lake  Champlain,  but  think  it  probable  I 
shall  then  return  to  the  Springs  and  take  the  Saratoga  waters.  It  is 
a  hot  time  of  the  season  for  such  an  excursion,  and  therefore  I  am 

dubious  of  following  it  out ;  but  Mr.  G could  not  conveniently 

time  it  better.  I  do  not  feel  the  same  disposition  to  travel  as  I  did 
in  younger  days.  The  quiet  of  home  is  becoming  more  and  more  de- 
lightful to  me,  and  I  find  it  difficult  to  tear  myself  away  from  it,  even 
for  a  short  absence.  But  I  am  sensible  even  too  much  quietude  is  to 
be  resisted.  A  man,  as  he  grows  old,  must  take  care  not  to  grow 
rusty  or  fusty  or  crusty — an  old  bachelor  especially ;  and  for  that 
reason  it  is  good  for  him  now  and  then  to  dislodge  himself  from  the 
chimney  corner.  In  this  hot  summer  weather,  however,  how  deli- 
cious it  is  to  loll  in  the  shade  of  the  trees  I  have  planted,  and  feel 
the  sweet  southern  breeze  stealing  up  the  green  banks,  and  look  out 
with  half-dreaming  eye  on  the  beautiful  scenery  of  the  Hudson,  and 
build  castles  in  the  clouds,  as  I  used  to  do,  hereabouts,  in  my  boy- 
hood. 

"  Oh,  blessed  retirement !  friend  to  life's  decline."  How  fortunate 
has  been  my  lot  in  being  able  so  completely  to  enjoy  it ;  so  com- 
pletely to  realise  what  was  once  the  mere  picturing  of  my  fancy.  I 
wish  you  could  see  little  Sunnyside  this  season,  i  think  it  more 
beautiful  than  ever.  The  trees  and  shrubs  and  clambering  vines  are 
uncommonly  luxuriant.  We  never  had  so  many  singing  birds  about 
the  place,  and  the  humming-birds  are  about  the  windows  continually, 
after  the  flowers  of  the  honeysuckles  and  trumpet  creepers  which 
overhang  them. 

In  the  following  letter,  addressed  to  one  of  the  inmates  of 
Suunyside,  we  have  a  glimpse  of  him  on  his  tour : 

To  Miss  KATE  IRVING. 

Saratoga  Springs,  July  17,  1852. 

MY  DEAR  KATE, — We  had  a  glorious  hurry-scurry  drive  along  the 
railroad — left  steam-boats  behind  as  if  they  had  been  at  anchor.  A 
flight  of  wild  pigeons  tried  to  keep  up  with  us,  but  gave  up  in  despair. 
We  arrived  here  between  eleven  and  twelve.  The  weather  was  plea- 
sant, and  there  was  but  little  dust.  *  *  * 

I  have  found  some  old  friends  here  :  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Kennedy,  of 

Baltimore ;  Mr.  S ,  President  of  the  Bank  of  Commerce,  and  his 

family;  our  neighbour,  Mr.  B ,  but  without  his  pleasant  little 

wife,  who  remains  at  home,  castle  building.  By-the-by,  they  do  not 
expect  to  get  into  their  castle  before  October,  it'  then. 

We  were  all  at  a  little  hop,  as  they  call  it,  last  evening,  in  one  of 
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the  saloons  of  the  hotel.  It  was  not  very  brilliant,  but  gratified 
the  small  folks,  who,  however,  could  not  summon  up  resolution  to 
dance. 

The  Springs  appear  to  be  quiet  and  sociable,  without  any  attempt 
at  dashing  and  flashing,  and  therefore  suit  me  better  than  they  would 
at  a  gayer  season.  I  should  like  very  well  to  pass  some  days  here, 
and  take  the  waters ;  but  we  have  marching  orders  for  eleven  o'clock 
for  Lake  George.  I  find  it  so  easy  to  get  here,  and  in  such  brief 
time,  that  I  shall  be  apt  to  pay  the  Springs  another  visit.  I  have  no 
idea  of  remaining  mewed  up  at  home  until  I  grow  to  be  an  old  fogy. 

To  another  of  his  nieces  at  home,  he  writes  from  the  same 
place,  July  21st : 

-Mr  DEAR  MARY, — Having  written  to  Kate  and  Sarah  (who  have 
my  permission  to  show  you  my  letters,  though  in  great  confidence), 
I  now  write  a  hasty  line  to  you  in  return.  A  letter  which  I  for- 
warded from  H to  E has  no  doubt  given  you  all  an  idea  of 

our  voyage  across  Lake  George,  and  our  visit  to  Ticonderoga,  in  all 
which  we  were  favoured  with  delightful  weather,  bright,  yet  tempe- 
rate, and  enjoyed  to  perfection  the  interesting  and  beautiful  scenery. 
At  Ticonderoga  I  made  up  my  mind  to  give  up  the  visit  to  Canada, 
and  return  here  and  take  the  waters.  The  party  went  off  in  splendid 
style  yesterday  morning,  at  eleven  o'clock,  in  a  fine  steamer  down  the 
lake.  At  two  o'clock  I  embarked  on  board  of  another  one  for  White- 
hall, and,  after  a  fine  run  through  lovely  scenery,  got  into  the  rail- 
road cars  at  the  latter  place,  and  arrived  here  about  six  o'clock  in  the 
evening. 

Here,  to  my  great  joy,  I  found  Mr.  Gonverneur  Kemble,  and  Mr. 
Davis  (Major  Jack  Downing),  so  that  I  am  well  provided  with 
cronies.  My  friend  Mr.  Kennedy,  however,  leaves  here  to-morrow 
for  Washington,  being  appointed  Secretary  to  the  Navy.  His  wife, 
however,  and  her  father  and  sister,  remain  here ;  and  I  have  promised 
Kennedy  to  pay  some  small  attentions  to  Mrs.  Kennedy  during  his 
absence,  taking  his  seat  beside  her  at  table.  I  have,  therefore,  a 

little  domestic  party  to  attach  myself  to  in  place  of  the  G party; 

but  I  see  I  shall  be  at  no  loss  for  acquaintances  here.  I  began  this 
morning  to  take  the  waters  regularly,  and  mean  to  give  them  a  fair 
trial. 

This  morning,  after  breakfast,  I  set  off  in  a  carriage,  with  Mr. 
Kemble  and  Mr.  Stevens,  to  visit  the  scene  of  the  battle  of  Saratoga, 
about  twelve  miles  off.  We  had  a  fine  drive  through  beautiful 
scenery,  crossing  Saratoga  Lake  in  a  scow.  The  day  was  very  warm, 
but  there  was  a  pleasant  breeze  which  tempered  it. 

After  passing  an  hour  or  two  at  the  battle  ground,  and  acquainting 
ourselves  with  all  its  localities,  we  returned  to  a  hotel  on  the  banks 
of  the  lake,  where  we  had  an  excellent  dinner  of  black  bass,  lake 
trout,  and  game,  and  enjoyed  ourselves  in  what  little  Fan  would  call 
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"tip-top  style."    A  pleasant  drive  home  completed  one  of  the  most 
charming  days  I  have  had  in  the  course  of  my  charming  tour. 

To  Miss  KATE  IRVING. 

Saratoga,  July  24,  1852. 

MY  DEAR  KATE, — I  really  don't  know  when  I  shall  get  home ; 
for  either  the  waters  or  the  company  agree  so  well  with  me  in  this 
place,  that  I  find  myself  in  first-rate  health  and  spirits,  and  very 
much  tempted  to  prolong  my  sojourn.  It  is  really  delightful  to  me 
to  have  this  social  outbreak  after  my  long  course  of  quiet  life.  I 
have  found  some  old  friends,  and  have  made  new  acquaintances  here, 
all  very  cordial  and  agreeable.  *  *  *  We  have  tine  music,  some- 
times professional,  sometimes  by  amateurs,  and  all  of  an  excellent 
quality.  This  morning  we  had  splendid  performances  on  the  piano, 
in  the  saloon,  by  Mr.  Bull  (or  some  such  name),  I  believe  a  Norwe- 
gian, and  one  of  the  best  performers  on  that  instrument  I  have  ever 

heard.     Afterward  we  had  charming  singing  by  Miss  L S , 

who  has  cultivated  her  fine  voice  in  a  high  degree  since  I  heard  her, 
two  or  three  years  since. 

Gouverneur  Kemble  returned  yesterday  to  his  old  bachelor's  nest 
in  the  Highlands.  I  did  all  I  could  to  keep  him  here,  but  in  vain. 
I  wonder  he  should  be  so  anxious  to  get  home,  whe^i  he  has  no 
womankind  to  welcome  him,  as  I  have.  Yet  even  I,  you  see,  can 
keep  away. . 

There  are  some  very  agreeable  talking  ladies  here,  and  a  great 
number  of  very  pretty  looking  ones ;  two  or  three  with  dark  Spanish 
eyes,  that  I  sit  and  talk  to,  and  look  under  their  dark  eyelashes, 
and  think  of  dear  old  Spain. 

Mr.  Frank  Granger  is  here,  and  has  joined  the  Kennedy  set,  with 
which  I  am  in  a  manner  domesticated.  I  am  strong  in  the  belief 
that  Mr.  Granger  will  have  the  situation  of  Postmaster  offered  to 
him,  and  that  he  will  accept  of  it ;  though  he  shakes  his  head  when- 
ever it  is  mentioned.  I  regret  extremely  that  A is  not  with 

him.     She  is  on  a  visit  to  a  friend  at  Niagara. 

It  is  dinner-time,  and  I  must  travel  down  stairs  from  my  room, 
which  is  near  the  roof.     Give  my  love  to  all  the  household. 
Your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

To  the  same  correspondent  he  -writes,  the  day  following  : 

In  my  letter  of  yesterday,  I  told  you  I  was  going  to  a  children's 
party  at  a  gentleman's  country  seat  in  the  neighbourhood.  The 
house  was  of  stone,  spacious,  and  solid,  built  in  the  skirts  of  what  had 
once  been  a  forest,  but  which  was  now  thinned  out  into  groves  and 
clumps  and  green  lawns,  until  it  had  the  air  of  British  park  scenery. 
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A  platform  had  been  laid  beneath  some  spreading  trees,  and  here 
the  little  fairy  people  danced,  while  the  grown-up  people  sat  around 
in  groups.  It  was  one  of  the  most  charming  little  /eY*.v  of  the  kind 
that  1  have  ever  seen.  There  were  beautiful  children,  very  beauti- 
fully dressed,  from  the  age  of  two  and  three  years  upward.  I  felt 
like  a  patriarch  among  them ;  for  among  the  spectators  was  Mrs. 

J ,  an  aunt  of  Mr.  Finlay,  whom  I  have  danced  with  iu  my  younger 

days,  when  she  was  a  Miss  13 ,  but  who  was  now  a  venerable 

grandmother;  and   there  was  a  maiden  lady,  Miss  B L , 

whom  I  had  likewise  danced  with  nearly  fifty  years  ago.  I  sat  by 
them,  and  talked  of  old  times,  and  looked  at  the  dancing  group,  in 
which  we  recognised  the  descendants  (some  two  or  three  generations 
oil')  of  some  oi'  our  early  contemporaries.  To  strike  a  balance,  how- 
ever, I  paid  some  small  attentions  to  two  or  three  little  belles  from 
six  to  ten  years  of  age,  and  was  received  with  smiles  that  might  have 
made  me  vain  had  I  "been  fifty  or  sixty  years  younger. 

I  think  it  is  the  excitement  of  this  cheerful  society  in  which  I  am 
mingling,  even  more  than  the  waters,  which  has  had  an  effect  of 
lifting  me  into  a  more  elastic  buoyancy  of  frame  and  spirits  than  I 
have  experienced  for  a  long  time  ;  and  I  am  convinced,  that  if  I  had 
come  up  here  for  a  few  days  when  I  felt  so  heavy  and  bilious,  several 
weeks  since,  1  should  have  swept  all  the  clouds  out  of  my  system 
immediately. 

Give  my  love  to  your  father,  and  to  such  of  the' family  as  you  have 
with  you. 

Your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

Two  days  later,  he  writes  again  to  the  same,  from  Sara- 
toga: 

I  expected  before  this  to  have  seen  you  face  to  face.  Here,  how- 
ever, I  linger,  as  it  were,  with  one  foot  in  the  stirrup ;  and  as  i  nuiy 
continue  to  linger  indefinitely,  I  have  thought  proper  to  scrawl  you 
another  line.  The  truth  is,  I  am  passing  my  time  so  agreeably,  and 
find  my  sojourn  here  operating  so  admirably  on  health  and  spirits, 
that  I  am  continually  tempted  to  prolong  it.  I  am  linking  up  so 
many  old  friendships  that  had  almost  run  out,  and  meeting,  on  the 
easiest  of  terms,  so  many  pleasant  and  interesting  people  from  all 
parts  of  the  Union,  that  every  day  brings  some  new  gratification  and 
excitement.  One  sees  society  here  without  the  trouble,  formality, 
late  hours,  and  crowded  rooms  of  New  York.  This  hotel  in  which 
I  arn  quartered  (the  United  States)  is  a  little  world  of  itself,  with  its 
spacious  saloons,  long  galleries,  broad  piazzas,  and  shady  walks  ; 
where  there  is  a  constant  succession  of  polite  society  circulating,  and 
you  may  throw  yourself  in  the  current,  or  remain  aloof  and  look  on, 
just  as  you  please.  I  think  I  have  never  seen  a  watering-place  on 
either  side  of  the  Atlantic,  where  things  were  on  a  better  footing, 


348  LIFE  AND  LETTERS  [1852. 

and  better  arranged,  than  in  this,  especially  at  the  particular  hotel  in 
•which  I  reside. 

I  take  the  waters  every  morning,  and  think  they  have  a  great  effect 
on  my  system.  I  have  entirely  got  rid  of  all  bilious  symptoms,  and 
find  my  mental  faculties  refreshed,  invigorated,  and  brightened  up. 
I  have  no  doubt  I  derive  some  benefit  from  gossiping  away  part  of 
the  day  in  very  agreeable  female  society,  in  which  I  experience  such 
favourable  treatment  as  inclines  me  to  think  old  gentlemen  are 
coming  into  fashion.  They  won't  allow  me  for  a  moment  to  enrol 
myself  in  the  respectable  order  of  old  fogies.  My  worthy  co-executor 
and  co-trustee,  Mr.  Lord,*  is  here  with  his  wife  and  daughter,  and  I 
am  to  take  my  afternoon's  drive  with  them.  Yesterday  I  had  a  beau- 
tiful drive  among  the  hills  with  Mrs.  R and  a  party  in  her  car- 
riage, and  saw  a  succession  of  lovely  landscapes,  such  as  I  had  no 
idea  were  to  be  found  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Saratoga. 

Early  in  August,  Mr.  Irving  left  Saratoga  for  home,  ac- 
companied on  his  journey  as  far  as  Troy  by  Charles  Augustus 
Davis,  the  "  Major  Jack  Downing"  and  "old  crony"  men- 
tioned in  one  of  the  preceding  letters  as  sojourning  at  the 
Springs  with  his  family.  From  some  reminiscences  of  Mr. 
Irving  at  this  period,  kindly  furnished  me  by  this  gentleman, 
whose  grotesque  history  of  "  The  First  Locomotive"  the 
readers  of  the  "  Knickerbocker  Magazine"  will  not  easily 
forget,  I  select  the  following  : 

No  one  seemed  more  unconscious  of  the  celebrity  to  which  he  had 
attained.  In  this  there  was  not  a  particle  of  affectation.  Nothing 
he  shrank  from  with  greater  earnestness  and  sincerity  and  (I  may 
add)  pertinacity,  than  any  attempt  to  lionise  him.  Although  he  was 
at  once  surrounded  at  Saratoga  by  a  very  gay  and  brilliant  circle 
there  from  near  and  distant  parts  of  our  Union,  he  was  sure  to  with- 
draw at  once  from  any  circle  that  attempted  to  make  a  lion  of  him. 
He  much  preferred  sauntering  out  alone,  or  with  some  familiar  friend 
— trusting  to  any  accidental  event  that  might  occur  to  indulge  his 
own  whim  or  fancy,  or  crack  a  joke,  as  occasion  might  call. 

In  one  of  these  rambles,  I  recollect  his  attention  was  arrested  by 
the  crying  and  sobbing  of  a  poor  little  barefooted  and  ragged  boy, 
wearing  an  old  "  cone-shaped"  hat  that  had  lost  all  its  original  form. 
He  had  just  been  punished  by  an  elder  sister,  a  thin,  slatternly  young 
vixen,  who  was  following  him.  Mr.  Irving  at  once,  reading  the  whole 
story,  turned  aside  from  our  route,  and  commenced,  in  a  most  friendly 
and  affectionate  tone,  with,  "  1  know  what  is  the  matter  with  my 
little  boy.  It  is  enough  to  make  anybody  cry,  to  wear  a  hat  that 

*  Daniel  Lord,  an  eminent  counsellor  of  Xew  York,  one  of  the  executors 
of  John  Jacob  Astor,  and  a  trustee  of  the  Astor  Library. 
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falls  down  over  his  eyes  so  he  can't  see,  and  stubbing  his  little  toes. 
I  see  the  cause  of  all  this  trouble  ;"  and,  with  that,  ne  took  off  the 
old  hat,  and  rolling  its  flabby  brim  inward,  replaced  it  on  the  little 
boy's  head.  "  There,"  said  he ;  "  that  is  all  right  now."  Both  the 
children,  confounded  by  the  event,  stood  for  a  time  silent,  and  then 
moved  off,  chuckling  together  at  its  oddity;  while  .Mr.  Irving,  re- 
suming his  walk,  seemed  not  less  gratified  at  his  success  in  turning  a 
scene  of  grief  into  one  of  gladness. 

And  in  this  connexion  I  will  venture  to  relate  another  simple  inci- 
dent, showing  his  interest  in  children.  On  his  return  from  Saratoga, 
I  accompanied  him  a  portion  of  his  way  homeward.  We  were  seated 
together,  and  directly  in  front  of  us  sat  an  anxious  mother  with  three 
children — one,  an  ini'ant,  in  her  arms,  and  the  other  two  (a  little  boy 
and  girl  of  some  two  and  three  years  of  age)  giving  the  mother  great 
trouble,  and  waking  the  ini'ant  by  striving  to  clamber  over  her  to 
look  out  at  the  window.  Mr.  Irving  at  once  interposed,  and,  lifting 
each  alternately  over  to  his  lap,  and  looking  at  his  watch,  said : 
"  Now,  three  minutes  for  each  to  look  out  of  my  window,"  and  began 
lifting  them  over  and  replacing  them,  each  in  turn,  accordingly,  till 
they  were  tired  of  it,  though  much  gratified.  "  Ah,  sir !"  said  the 
relieved  mother,  "  any  one  can  see  that  you  are  a  kind  father  of  a  big 
family."  This  amused  him  greatly,  and  amply  rewarded  him  for  his 
interposition.  He  would  not  spoil  a  good  joke  by  refutation  or  con- 
troversy. 

After  his  return  home,  we  all  missed  him  so  much,  I  was  induced 
(at  the  instance,  also,  of  many  friends)  to  renew  the  invitation,  and 
ask  his  return,  to  which  I  received  the  following  reply  : 

Sunnyside,  Aug.  10,  1852. 

MY  DEAR  DAVIS, — Your  letter  found  me  lolling  under  the  trees, 
and  ruminating,  like  one  of  my  own  cows,  over  the  past  pleasures  of 
Saratoga.  It  was  most  welcome,  smacking,  as  it  aid,  of  that  emi- 
nently social  resort,  and  bringing  back  the  flavour  of  the  happy  hours 
passed  there.  It  will  take  me  some  time,  however,  to  get  over  the 
excitement  of  gay  scenes,  gay  company,  and  the  continual  stimulus 
of  varied  and  animated  conversation,  and  bring  myself  down  to  the 
meek  quiet  of  country  life,  and  the  sober  equanimity  of  Sunnyside. 
You  who  are  always  enjoying  these  gay  chirpings  of  society,  have  no 
idea  of  what  an  eil'ect  such  a  long  draught  has  upon  one  of  my  pre- 
sent abstemious  habits.  I  really  think  for  a  part  of  the  time  I  was 
in  a  state  of  mental  intoxication.  I  trust,  however,  it  will  be  bene- 
ficial  in  the  end,  as  I  have  heard  it  said  by  old-fashioned  doctors,  in 
the  days  of  bard  drinking,  that  "it  was  good  for  a  man's  health  now 
and  then  to  uvt  tipsy."  Still  it  will  not  do  for  me  to  repeat  the  revel 
very  soon,  so  I  am  not  to  be  tempted  by  your  suggestion  of  another 
visit  to  Saratoga  during  the  present  season.  That  must  be  for  next 
summer's  outbreak. 
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I  envy  those  who  have  quiet  conversations  with  Alboni  about  her 
art.  I  'delight  in  conversations  of  the  kind  with  eminent  artists, 
whom  I  have  always  found  very  communicative  and  interesting  when 
properly  drawn  out.  So  I  have  found  Talma,  Pasta,  Mrs.  Siddons, 
and  Cooke,  who  were  the  greatest  in  their  respective  lines  that  I  ever 
was  acquainted  with.  I  was  much  pleased  with  Alboni.  She  appears 
to  be  of  a  frank,  happy,  joyous  nature,  and  I  think  it  is  her  rich, 
mellow,  genial  temperament,  which  pours  itself  forth  in  her  voice 
like  liquid  amber. 

I  thank  you,  my  dear  friend,  for  saying  a  kind  word  for  me  to  such 
of  my  acquaintances  and  intimates  at  Saratoga  as  I  came  away  with- 
out seeing.  I  made  several  delightful  acquaintances  there,  whom  it 
is  probable,  considering  my  time  of  life  and  my  retired  habits,  I  may 
never  see  again,  yet  I  shall  always  retain  them  in  choice  recollection. 
Heally,  such  an  easy,  social  intercourse  with  the  intelligent,  the  ma- 
tured, the  young,  the  gay,  and  the  beautiful,  rallies  one  back  from 
the  growing  apathy  of  age,  and  reopens  one's  heart  to  the  genial 
sunshine  of  society. 

Farewell,  my  good  friend.  Give  my  kind  remembrance  to  your 
wife,  and  that  "  discreet  princess,"  your  daughter ;  and  tell  Mrs. 
11 I  shall  ever  remember  her  as  one  of  the  most  striking  and  in- 
teresting features  of  my  visit  to  Saratoga. 

Yours,  very  faithfully  and  affectionately, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

Two  days  after  his  return  from  Saratoga,  Le  addressed  the 
following  letter,  in  response  to  an  intimation  that  a  club  of 
young  men  of  the  city  of  K"ew  York  had  associated  for  lite- 
rary improvement,  and  denominated  themselves  the  "  Irving 
Literary  Union  :" 

To  RICHARD  C.  McCoRiiiCK. 

Sunnyside,  Aug.  9,  1852. 

MY  DEAR  SIR, — Three  weeks'  absence  from  home  has  prevented 
an  earlier  reply  to  your  letter  of  the  21st  of  July,  and  to  the  letter 
from  your  Society  which  accompanied  it.  I  now  thank  you  heartily 
for  the  kind  expressions  of  your  letter,  and  assure  you  that  I  appre- 
ciate most  deeply  the  esleem  and  goodwill  manifested  by  yourself 
and  your  associates  in  adopting  my  name  as  a  designation  for  your 
literary  union. 

To  inspire  such  sentiments  in  the  bosoms  of  the  young  and  in- 
genuous is  one  of  the  purest  and  dearest  rewards  that  an"  author  can 
receive  ;  and  us  my  long  and  desultory  career  is  drawing  to  a  close,  I 
regard  such  demonstrations  on  the  part  of  my  youthful  countrymen 
as  a  soothing  assurance  that,  with  all  my  short-comings,  and  however 
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imperfectly  I  may  have  performed  my  part,  I  have  not  lived  entirely 
in  vain. 

With  great  respect,  your  obliged  and  humble  servant, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

"  When  this  club  held  its  anniversary  gatherings,"  says 
Mr.  McCormick,  "  which  were  public,  and  occasions  of  pecu- 
liar interest  to  its  members  and  their  friends,  an  invitation 
to  Mr.  Irving  to  attend  was  always  sent,  and  always  promptly 
and  courteously  accepted ;  but  the  modest  author  uever  ma- 
naged to  get  to  the  city  !  " 

A  breakfast  with  the  delightful  prima  donna,  Sontag, 
whose  early  appearance  he  had  witnessed  at  Prague  some 
thirty  years  before,  is  thus  alluded  to  in  the  following 
letter : 

To  Miss  MARY  M.  HAMILTON. 

Sunnyside,  Sept.  20,  1852. 

MY  DEAR.  Miss  HAMILTON, — When  I  engaged  to  join  your  party 
on  the  28th,  I  was  not  aware  that  the  following  day  was  the  last 
Wednesday  in  the  month,  when  I  have  to  attend  the  stated  meetings 
of  the  executors  of  the  Astor  estate,  and  the  trustees  of  the  Astor 
Library.  I  cannot  be  absent  on  this  occasion,  as  it  is  the  last  meet- 
ing of  the  Library  Board  previous  to  Mr.  Cogswell's  departure  for 
Europe.  Should  you  set  off  on  Tuesday,  I  can  join  your  party  at 
any  designated  place  on  Thursday. 

1  set  off  this  morning  for  Mr.  Kemble's,  in  the  Highlands,  to  be 
absent  until  the  last  of  the  week. 

How  the  breakfast  went  off  at  Mr.  King's,  at  Highwood;  and 
how  the  Sontag  looked  and  moved  and  conducted  herself,  and  how  I 
admired,  but  did  not  talk  with  her ;  and  how  I  returned  to  town 

with  the  S s  in  their  carriage  ;  and  how  I  went  with  Mrs.  S 

to   Niblo's  theatre ;  and  how  Mr.  S was  to  join  us  there,  and 

how  he  did  not  join  us  there,  but  left  me  to  be  her  cavalier  for  the 
whole  evening ;  and  how  I  wondered  that  he  should  trust  such  a 
charming  wife  with  such  a  gay  young  fellow :  all  this,  and  more  also, 
I  will  recount  unto  you  when  next  we  meet.  Until  then,  farewell. 

Yours  truly, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

Nov.  10th,  1852,  he  writes  to  Mrs.  Storrow  : 

George  Sunnier  has  been  twice  up  here,  once  on  a  visit  to  us,  and 

another  time  at  the   II s.     He  was,  as  usual,  full  of  floating 

history  about  the  men  and  the  events  of  the  day,  having  mingled  in 
the  most  striking  scenes  and  among  the  most  striking  people  of  the 
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countries  in  which  he  has  travelled  and  sojourned.  I  really  was 
heartily  glad  to  meet  him  again,  for  he  is  altogether  one  of  the  most 
curiously-instructed  American  travellers  that  I  have  ever  met  with. 
Mr.  Mitchell  (Ike  Marvel,  author  of  "  Reveries  of  a  Bachelor," 
"  Dream  Life,"  &c.)  came  up  from  town  and  passed  a  day  with  us 
while  Sumner  was  making  his  visit.  *  *  *  I  have  taken  a  great  liking 
to  him,  both  as  an  author  and  a  man. 

I  close  the  year  with  the  following  letter  to  his  publisher, 
who  had  sent  him,  the  day  before  Christmas,  a  parcel  of  books 
for  the  acceptance  of  "the  young  ladies,"  with  the  remark 
that  it  would  require  a  good  many  more  if  he  were  to  begin 
even  to  suggest  the  obligations  which  had  been  incurred  by 
the  honourable  and  pleasant  privilege  of  being  associated 
with  his  name  even  in  his  "  humble  capacity." 

To  GEORGE  P.  PUTNAM,  Esq. 

Sunnyside,  Dec.  27,  1852. 

MY  DEAR  SIR, — Your  parcel  of  books  reached  me  on  Christmas 
morning.  Your  letter,  not  being  addressed  to  Dearman,  went  to 
Tarrytown,  and  did  not  come  to  hand  until  to-day. 

My  nieces  join  with  me  iu  thanking  you  for  the  beautiful  books 
you  have  sent  us,  and  you  and  Mrs.  Putnam  for  your  wishes  for  a 
merry  Christmas  and  a  happy  New  Year. 

For  my  own  especial  part,  let  me  say  how  sensibly  I  appreciate  the 
kind  tone  and  expressions  of  your  letter ;  but  as  to  your  talk  of 
obligations  to  me,  I  am  conscious  of  none  that  have  not  been  fully 
counterbalanced  on  your  part ;  and  I  take  pleasure  in  expressing 
the  great  satisfaction  I  have  derived,  throughout  all  our  intercourse, 
from  your  amiable,  obliging,  and  honourable  conduct.  Indeed,  I 
never  had  dealings  with  any  man,  whether  in  the  way  of  business  or 
friendship,  more  perfectly  free  from  any  alloy. 

That  those  dealings  have  been  profitable,  is  mainly  owing  to  your 
own  sagacity  and  enterprise.  You  had  confidence  in  the  continued 
vitality  of  my  writings.  *  *  *  You  called  them  again  into 
active  existence,  and  gave  them  a  circulation  that,  I  believe,  has 
surprised  even  yourself.  In  rejoicing  at  their  success,  my  satisfaction 
is  doubly  enhanced  by  the  idea  that  you  share  in  the  benefits  derived 
from  it. 

Wishing  you  that  continued  prosperity  in  business  which  your 
upright,  enterprising,  tasteful,  and  liberal  mode  of  conducting  it 
merits,  and  is  calculated  to  ensure,  and  again  invoking  on  you  and 
yours  a  happy  New  Year, 

I  remain,  very  truly  and  heartily,  yours, 

WASHINGTON  IKYING. 
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CHAPTEE  LXXXIII. 

At  New  York,  on  his  way  to  Baltimore — Letter  from  Baltimore — Meets 
Thackeray  in  the  Cars — Hospitable  Reception  at  Baltimore— Departure 
for  Washington — Letters  from  Washington — At  Work  among  the  Ar- 
chives of  the  State  Department — A  Miniature  Anchor  presented  to  him 
— Its  History  —  Table  Tipping  —  Reminiscences  of  the  Family  of  the 
Empress  of  France — Letter  to  Mrs.  Kennedy,  after  his  return  to  Sun- 
nyside. 

IN  the  course  of  the  preceding  year  Mr.  Irving  had  pro- 
mised his  friend  Kennedy,  the  Secretary  of  the  Navy,  to 
pay  him  a  visit  at  Washington ;  and  "  having  occasion  to 
rummage  the  public  archives  for  historical  information,"  he 
sets  out  on  his  journey  in  the  beginning  of  January. 

January  13th,  he  writes  from  New  York  on  his  way :  "  The 
day  of  my  arrival  in  town  I  tried  to  get  a  ticket  to  hear 
Sontag,  but,  finding  there  was  trickery  in  disposing  of  seats, 
I  went  off  in  a  huff  to  the  other  house,  and  saw  Alboni  in 
the  '  Somnambula.'  which  she  performed  to  admiration." 

Ou  another  evening  before  his  start,  "  feeling  in  want  of 
city  amusement,"  he  writes,  "  I  went  to  "Wallack's,  and  saw 
the  old  play  of  the  'Eoad  to  Euin,'  played  in  excellent 
style."  He  also  went  to  a  ball,  where,  though  after  the 
Opera,  he  found  himself  "  among  the  early  ones."  "  I  think 
it,"  he  writes  to  an  unmarried  niece,  "  one  of  the  pleasantest 
balls  I  have  been  at  for  a  long  time,  inasmuch  as  I  sat  all 
the  evening  on  a  sofa  beside  N ,  in  the  front  room  up- 
stairs, where  they  received  their  guests,  so  as  to  leave  the 
rooms  down  stairs  free  for  the  dancers.  In  this  way  I  saw 
a  great  part  of  the  company  in  the  course  of  the  evening, 
without  fatigue,  and  without  going  into  the  ball-rooms  to  be 
crowded  and  cramped,  and  kicked  into  a  corner.  Besides," 
he  adds,  witli  a  touch  of  fun,  "  the  dances  that  are  the 
fashion  put  me  out  of  countenance,  and  are  not  such  as  a 
gentleman  of  my  years  ought  to  witness." 
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On  the  17th,  he  had  reached  Baltimore,  as  will  appear  by 
the  following  letter : 

To  Miss  CATHERINE  IRVING,  Sunnyside, 

Baltimore,  Jan.  17,  1853. 

MY  DEAR.  KATE, — In  a  letter  to  Sarah,  I  gave  an  account  of  my 
whereabouts  and  whatabouts  while  in  New  York,  last  week,  where  I 
was  detained  beyond  my  intended  time  by  a  snow-storm.  I  was  rather 
in  a  humdrum  mood  during  my  sojourn,  and,  although  I  had  big  dinners, 
gay  balls,  Italian  Operas,  and  Bauvard's  Diorama  to  entertain  me,  I 
would  willingly  have  stolen  back  to  "  my  native  plains,"  and  giveu 
up  the  "gay  world"  and  all  terrestrial  joys.  The  last  evening  of  my 
detention,  however,  the  weather  and  my  dull  humour  cleared  up ; 
the  latter,  doubtless,  under  the  influence  of  Sontag's  charms,  who, 
in  the  "  Daughter  of  the  Regiment,"  looked,  played,  and  sang 
divinely. 

The  next  morning  proving  bright  and  fair,  I  broke  up  my  encamp- 
ment, and  got  down  to  the  foot  of  Cortlandt-street,  in  time  for  the 
ferry-boat  which  took  over  passengers  for  the  express  train.  I  looked 
forward  to  a  dull,  wintry  journey,  and  laid  in  a  stock  of  newspapers 
to  while  away  time  ;  but  in  the  gentlemen's  cabin  of  the  ferry-boat 
whom  should  I  see  but  Thackeray  ?  We  greeted  each  other  cor- 
dially. He  was  on  his  way  to  Philadelphia,  to  deliver  a  course  of 
lectures.  We  took  seats  beside  each  other  in  the  cars,  and  the 
morning  passed  off  delightfully.  He  seems  still  to  enjoy  his  visit  to 
the  United  States  exceedingly,  and  enters  into  our  social  life  with 
great  relish.  He  had  made  a  pleasant  visit  to  Boston ;  seen  much 
of  Prescott  (whom  he  speaks  highly  of),  Ticknor,  Longfellow,  &c. 
Said  the  Bostonians  had  published  a  smashing  criticism  on  him; 
which,  however,  does  not  seem  to  have  ruffled  his  temper,  as  I 
understand  he  cut  it  out  of  the  newspaper,  and  enclosed  it  in  a 
letter  to  a  female  friend  in  New  York.  I  arrived,  after  dark,  at 
Baltimore. 

I  had  to  inquire  my  way  to  Mr.  Kennedy's,  or  rather  Mr.  Gray's, 
as  Mr.  K.  shares  the  house  of  his  father-in-law  in  Baltimore.  The 
door  was  opened  by  Mr.  Gray's  old  factotum  and  valley-de-sham 
Phil,  an  old  negro  who  formed  a  great  friendship  with  me  at  Saratoga 
last  summer,  and,  I  am  told,  rather  values  himself  on  our  intimacy. 
The  moment  he  recognized  me,  he  seized  me  by  the  hand  with  such 
exclamations  of  joy,  that  he  brought  out  old  Mr.  Gray,  and  then 
Miss  Gray,  into  the  hall ;  and  then  a  scene  took  place  worthy  of 
forming  a  companion  piece  to  the  return  of  the  prodigal  son.  In  a 
moment  I  felt  myself  in  my  paternal  home,  and  have  ever  since  been 
a  favoured  child  of  the  house.  To  be  sure,  there  was  no  fatted  calf 
lulled;  but  there  was  a  glorious  tea-table,  spread  with  broiled 
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oysters  and  other  substantial  accessories  worthy  of  a  traveller's 
appetite. 

Here,  then,  I  am  delightfully  fixed,  in  this  most  hospitable, 
spacious,  comfortable  mansion,  with  Kennedy's  library  and  study  at 
ni}r  command,  where  I  am  scribbling  this  letter,  and  with  my  friend 
Phil  ever  at  hand  to  take  care  of  me,  and  attend  to  all  my  wants  and 
wishes. 

On  the  morrow,  he  writes  : 

This  day  we  have  a  family  gathering  at  Mr.  Gray's,  at  dinner,  and 
music  iu  the  evening,  the  old  gentleman  being  a  great  amateur.  To- 
morrow morning  I  take  my  departure  in  the  nine  o'clock  train  for 
Washington,  where  the  cars  take  me  in  less  than  two  hours.  I  shall 
leave  Baltimore  with  regret,  for  they  have  made  me  completely  at 
home  here,  and  I  have  passed  my  time  very  much  to  my  taste  ; 
having  a  capital  library  to  retire  to  when  I  wished  to  be  alone,  or  to 
exercise  my  pen,  and  my  old  friend  Phil  to  hover  about  me  like  a 
guardian  spirit — though  rather  a  black  one. 

Mr.  Gray  is  a  capital  specimen  of  the  old  Irish  gentleman — warm- 
hearted, benevolent,  well-informed,  and,  like  myself,  very  fond  of 
music  and  pretty  faces,  so  that  our  humours  jump  together  com- 
pletely. I  believe  it  was  our  sympathies  in  these  two  last  matters 
which  linked  us  together  so  cordially  last  summer,  and  made  him 
exact  a  promise  from  me  to  visit  him  this  winter. 

From  Washington  he  writes  to  Sarah  Irving,  at  Sunny- 
side  : 

I  am  most  comfortably  fixed  at  Mr.  Kennedy's,  with  a  capital 
room,  and  everything  snug  about  me  for  writing  or  reading  or 
lounging.  Mrs.  K.  received  me  in  her  own  frank,  kind  manner.  She 
could  not  treat  me  better  even  if  she  were  a  niece.  1  understand  my 
friend  Major  Jack  Downing  is  in  Washington  with  his  family  ;  also 

A II ,  who  is  here  pleading  a  cause  before  the  Supreme 

Court.  I  found  my  darling  little  friend,  Mrs.  S ,  on  a  morning 

visit  to  Mrs.  K.,  on  my  arrival,  so  that  I  see  I  shall  meet  with  lots 
of  agreeable  company.  I  wish,  however,  to  keep  out  of  the  whirl  as 
long  as  I  can,  that  I  may  get  among  the  archives  of  the  State 
Department,  before  I  am  carried  oft'  my  feet  by  engagements.  On 
Friday  evening  is  the  President's  levee,  which  I  shall  attend,  and  then 
I  shall  be  launched. 

And  launched  he  was,  if  not  immersed,  as  we  shall  see  by 
the  letters  which  follow  : 

To  Miss  CATHERINE   IRVING,  Stmnyside. 

Washington,  Jan.  23,  1853. 

My  DEAR  KATE, — 1  am  in  the  midst  of  terrible  dissipation,  and 
in  great  danger  of  being  carried  away  by  it,  in  spite  of  all  my  efforts 
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at  sober  life.  I  have  three  young  belles  in  the  house  with  me,  on  a 
visit  to  Mrs.  K.  They  are  very  pretty,  very  amiable,  very  ladylike, 
and  one  of  them  very  musical ;  and  I  could  make  myself  very  happy 
at  home  with  them,  if  Tom,  Dick,  and  Harry  out  of  doors  would 
leave  me  alone ;  but  I  am  assailed  with  invitations  of  all  kinds,  which 
I  find  it  impossible  entirely  to  fight  off. 

Yesterday  I  made  a  delightful  excursion,  with  some  of  our  house- 
hold and  some  of  the  young  folks  of  the  President's  family,  down  the 
Potomac,  in  a  steamer,  to  Mount  Vernou.  We  began  by  a  very 
pleasant  breakfast  at  the  President's,  where  we  met  Mr.  Augustine 
Washington,  the  proprietor  of  Mount  Vernou,  who  accompanied  us 
on  the  excursion.  The  day  was  superb.  It  was  like  one  of  thnse 
Indian  summer  days  we  had  just  before  I  left  home.  On  board  the 

steamer  we  were  joined  by  Mrs.  D ,  and  two  very  agreeable  ladies 

from  Boston.  Everything  conspired  to  render  our  visit  to  Mount 
Veruon  a  very  interesting  and  delightful  one ;  and  we  returned  in 
the  steamer  by  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon. 

In  the  evening  I  was  at  the  President's  levee.  It  was  very 
crowded.  I  met  with  many  interesting  people  there,  and  saw  many 
beauties  from  all  parts  of  the  Union  ;  but  I  had  no  chance  of  enjoying 
conversation  with  any  of  them,  for  in  a  little  while  the  same  scene 
began  that  took  place  here  eleven  years  ago,  on  my  last  visit.  I  had 
to  shake  hands  with  man,  woman,  and  child,  who  beset  me  on  all 
sides,  until  I  felt  as  if  it  was  becoming  rather  absurd,  and  struggled 
out  of  the  throng.  From  the  levee  I  was  whirled  away  to  a  ball, 
where  I  found  my  friend  Madame  Calderon,  the  Spanish  Minister's 
lady,  and  was  getting  a  world  of  chat  about  Madrid  and  our  acquaint- 
ances there,  when  the  system  of  hand  shaking  began  again,  and  I  re- 
treated, and  came  home. 

It  is  certainly  very  gratifying  to  meet  with  such  testimonials  of 
esteem  and  goodwill,  but,  at  the  same  time,  it  is  extremely  embar- 
rassing. 

This  morning  I  have  taken  my  seat  as  an  honorary  member  at  a 
meeting  of  the  Smithsonian  Institute.  It  is  a  noble  institution,  and 
is  beginning  to  make  itself  known  throughout  the  world.  The 
edifice  is  a  very  imposing  one,  of  brown  stone,  in  the  Norman  style 
of  architecture,  built  by  Renwick ;  the  interior,  excepting  part  of  the 
wings,  yet  unfinished.  *  *  * 

I  have  been  much  pleased  with  what  I  have  seen  of  the  President 
and  his  family,  and  have  been  most  kindly  received  by  them.  Indeed, 
I  should  have  a  heart  like  a  pebble  stone,  if  I  was  insensible  to  the 
very  cordial  treatment  I  experience  wherever  I  go.  The  only  fault  I 
find  is,  that  I  am  likely  to  be  killed  by  kindness. 

With  my  best  love  to  all  at  my  dear  little  home, 
Your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 
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January  27th,  ho  writes  to  his  niece  Sarah : 
Yesterday  I  was  rather  good  for  nothing,  having  passed  a  somewhat 
sleepless  night.     Still  I  worked  all  the  morning  in  the  archives  of 
,  and  had  to  play  my  part  at  a  large  dinner  party  at  home. 
*    *    *     I  cannot  keep   my   spirits  up  to  these  continual  claims 
upon  them.     *     *    *    Playing  the  lion  has  killed  me.     I  should 
like  to  repose  for  a  few  days  in  my  den  at  Sunnyside. 

Washington,  February  4th,  he  writes  to  his  nieces  at 
Sunnyside : 

MY  DEAR  GIRLS, — I  am  in  debt  for  several  letters  from  home,  so 
this  must  do  for  you  all.  I  have  in  fact,  been  so  much  taken  up  by 
hard  work  at  the  State  Department,  when  I  can  manage  to  get  there, 
and  by  the  incessant  demands  of  society  in  all  kinds  of  shapes,  that  I 
have  neither  measure  nor  mood  to  write.  I  have  at  times  been  nearly 
done  up,  and  would  have  broken  away  and  hurried  home,  but  for  the 
mine  I  have  to  dig  at  in  the  archives. 

I  foresee  1  shall  be  detained  here  some  time  longer,  having  such  a 
world  of  documents  to  examine,  and  being  so  often  interrupted  in  my 
labours.  You  must  not  think  I  am  staying  here  for  pleasure's  sake ; 
for  pleasure,  just  now,  I  would  gladly  dispense  with,  if  I  could.  I 
do  manage  to  keep  clear  of  most  of  the  evening  parties  ;  but  the  long 
dinners  are  inevitable,  and  the  necessity  of  returning  visits  cuts  up 
my  time  deplorably. 

Had  I  nothing  to  do  but  amuse  myself,  I  should  find  Washington 
really  delightful,  for  I  meet  pleasant  and  interesting  people  at  every 
turn ;  but  I  have  no  time  to  follow  up  new  acquaintances,  and  am 
only  tantalized  by  proffered  friendships  which  I  cannot  cultivate. 

Mrs.  Kennedy  had  one  of  her  soirees  a  few  evenings  since,  when 
all  Washington  poured  in  upon  us.  *  *  *  On  this  occasion  an 
officer  of  the  navy  delivered  to  me  a  small  paper  box  containing  a 
miniature  anchor.  It  was  made  from  the  bolt  to  which  Columbus 
was  chained  in  the  prison  at  St.  Domingo.  A  purser  of  the  navy* 
had  gouged  the  bolt  out  of  the  wall,  and  sent  part  of  it  to  the 
National  Institute  of  this  city ;  the  other  part  he  designed  for  me. 
The  poor  fellow  was  taken  ill,  and  died  of  the  yellow  fever ;  but  his 
sister  had  executed  his  wishes,  in  having  a  little  anchor  wrought  out 
of  the  relic,  and  had  forwarded  it,  with  a  letter,  to  me.  Both  the 
letter  and  the  anchor  have  been  between  six  and  seven  vears  in 
reaching  me,  having  lain  in  the  hands  of  a  naval  officer  at  Washington. 
I  shall  treasure  them  up  in  the  archives  of  Sunuysidc. 

In  a  letter  to  myself,  dated  February  Gth,  1853,  he  says  : 
1  am  making  a  longer  sojourn  in  Washington  than  I  had  intended, 

*  Robert  S.  Moore,  of  Xewbern,  N.C. 
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but  it  takes  time  to  make  the  necessary  researches  in  the  archives  of 
state.  I  cannot  say  that  I  find  much  that  is  new  among  the  manu- 
scripts of  Washington,  Sparks  having  published  the  most  interesting ; 
but  it  is  important  to  get  facts  from  the  fountain  head,  not  at  second 
hand  through  his  publications. 

The  following  is  in  answer  to  a  letter  which  contained  an 
allusion  to  a  party  in  New  York,  where  the  amusement  of 
the  evening  was  moving  tables — a  novel  and  mysterious 
experimenting,  of  which  the  whole  city  was  just  then  full  : 

To  MRS.  PIERRE  M.  IRVING. 

Washington,  Feb.  10,  1853. 

MY  DEAR  HELEN, — I  had  hoped  Lent,  which  put  a  stop  to  the 
balls,  would  likewise  put  a  stop  to  the  dinner  parties ;  but  the  latter 
continue,  and  I  stand  committed  for  several.  The  last  one  for  which 
I  am  engaged  is  at  the  President's,  on  Saturday  week.  It  is  to  be  a 
small  social  party,  his  huge  dinners  being  rather  unwieldy,  and  some- 
what promiscuous.  I  shall  accept  no  invitations  after  that,  hoping 
then  to  turn  my  face  homeward,  tarrying  a  day  or  two  at  Baltimore 
on  the  way. 

Thackeray  has  delivered  one  of  his  lectures  here,  and  delivers 
another  to-morrow  evening.  I  attended  the  first,  and  shall  attend 
the  next.  He  is  well  received  here,  both  in  public  and  private,  and 
is  going  the  round  of  dinner  parties,  &c.  I  find  him  a  very  pleasant 
companion. 

I  see  you  are  in  the  midst  of  hocus  pocus  with  moving  tables,  &c. 
I  was  at  a  party,  last  evening,  where  the  grand  experiment  was  made 
on  a  large  table,  round  which  were  seated  upwards  of  a  dozen  young 
folks  of  both  sexes.  The  table  was  for  a  long  time  obdurate.  At 
length  a  very  pretty  bright-eyed  girl,  who  in  England  would  have 
passed  for  a  Lancashire  witch,  gave  the  word,  "Tip,  table!"  where- 
upon the  table  gradually  raised  on  two  legs,  until  the  surface  was  at 
an  angle  of  forty-five  degrees,  and  was  not  easily  to  be  put  down 
again,  until  she  gave  the  word,  "  Down,  table  !"  It  afterwards  rose 
and  sank  to  a  tune,  performed  gyrations  about  the  room,  &c. ;  all 
which  appeared  very  mysterious  and  diabolic.  Unfortunately,  two  or 
three  of  us  tried  an  after  experiment,  and  found  that  we  could  tip 
table,  and  make  it  move  about  the  room  without  any  very  apparent 
exertion  of  our  hands  ;  so  we  remain  among  the  unconverted — quite 
behind  the  age. 

From  the  close  of  the  following  letter  it  would  seem  there 
had  been  some  table  waltzing  at  Sunny  side  : 
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To  Miss  SAHAII  IRVIKG. 

Washington,  Feb.  25,  1853. 

MY  DEAR  SARAH, — I  have  just  received  your  letter,  dated  24th, 
by  which  1  am  happy  to  find  all  is  going  on  well  at  home. 

I  went  down,  yesterday,  in  the  steamer  Vixen,  with  a  large  party, 
to  visit  the  caloric  ship  Ericsson.  In  our  party  were  the  two  Presi- 
dents (Fillmore  and  Pierce),  all  the  Cabinet,  and  many  other  official 
characters.  The  Ericsson  appeared  to  justify  all  that  lias  been  said 
in  her  praise,  and  promises  to  produce  a  great  change  in  navigation. 

After  inspecting  the  machinery,  and  visiting  all  parts  of  the  ship, 
which  is  a  noble  vessel,  and  beautifully  fitted  up,  we  partook  of  a 
plentiful  collation,  and  returned,  well  pleased,  to  the  capital. 

This  morning  I  went  down  to  Mount  Vernon,  in  company  with 

Miss  Mary  K .     We  were  joined  at  the  steam-boat  by  Mr.  B 

and  Sarah,  and  found  Mr.  Augustine  Washington  on  board.  Our 
visit  to  Mount  Vernon  was  but  for  two  or  three  hours,  returning  in 
the  afternoon.  I  went  merely  for  the  purpose  of  taking  one  more 
view  of  the  place  and  its  vicinity,  though  pressed  by  Mr.  Washing- 
ton to  make  a  longer  visit. 

This  evening  I  have  been  at  the  last  reception  of  President  Fill- 
more.  It,  was  an  immense  crowd,  for  the  public  seemed  eager  to  give 
him  a  demonstration,  at  parting,  of  their  hearty  good-will. 

I  see  you  are  all  conjuring,  and  setting  the  tables  waltzing. 
It  is  really  high  time  for  me  to  come  home.  I  beg  you  won't  set  the 
table  in  my  study  capering.  If  that  gets  bewitched,  I  am  undone. 

Three  days  after,  he  writes  to  Mrs.  Pierre  M.  Irving  as 
follows  : 

I  have  been  thinking  of  setting  off  homeward  for  the  last  week ; 
yet  here  I  am  still  lingering,  and  1  begin  to  question  whether  I  shall 
not  make  good  your  surmise,  that  I  would  stay  until  after  the  inaugu- 
ration. I  really  am  yearninsr  for  home ;  but  my  friends  the  Kennedys 
will  not  hear  of  my  going  off  until  they  break  up  their  camp,  which 
will  probably  be  at  the  end  of  the  week. 

I  have  become  acquainted  with  the  President  elect.  He  is  a  quiet, 
gentlemanlike  man  in  appearance  and  manner,  and  I  have  conceived 
a  good  will  for  him,  from  finding,  in  the  course  of  our  conversation, 
that  he  has  it  at  heart  to  take  care  of  Hawthorne,  who  was  his 
early  fellow  student. 

Hawtlaorne  afterward  received  the  appointment  of  Consul 
at  Liverpool — a  lucrative  post.  Mr.  Irving  had  never  met 
the  gifted  author,  but  was  a  great  admirer  of  his  powers,  and 
considered  his  novels  and  essays  among  the  best  productions 

of  our  literature.     His  letter  continues: 
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I  have  a  letter  from  Sarah  S ,  giving  an  account  of  the  grand 

spectacle  of  the  Emperor  and  Empress  going  to  Notre-Dame,  with 
all  their  wedding  retinue.  It  must  have  been  a  magnificent  pageant. 

I  believe  I  have  told  you  that  I  knew  the  grandfather  of  the  Em- 
press— old  Mr.  Kirkpatrick,  who  had  been  American  Consul  at 
Malaga.  I  passed  an  evening  at  his  house  in  1827,  near  Adra,  on 
the  coast  of  the  Mediterranean.  A  week  or  two  after,  I  was  at  the 
house  of  his  son-in-law,  the  Count  Teba,  at  Granada— a  gallant,  in- 
telligent gentleman,  much  cut  up  in  the  wars,  having  lost  an  eye,  and 
been  maimed  in  a  leg  and  hand.  His  wife,  the  daughter  of  Mr. 
Kirkpatrick,  was  absent,  but  he  had  a  family  of  little  girls,  mere 
children,  about  him.  The  youngest  of  these  must  have  been  the  pre- 
sent Empress.  Several  years  afterward,  when  I  had  recently  taken 
up  my  abode  in  Madrid,  1  was  invited  to  a  grand  ball  at  the  house  of 
the  Countess  Montijo,  one  of  the  leaders  of  the  ton.  On  making  my 
bow  to  her,  I  was  surprised  at  being  received  by  her  with  the  warmtn 
and  eagerness  of  an  old  friend.  She  claimed  me  as  the  friend  of  her 
late  husband,  the  Count  Teba  (subsequently  Marquis  Montijo),  who, 
she  said,  had  often  spoken  of  me  with  the  greatest  regard.  She  took 
me  into  another  room  and  showed  me  a  miniature  of  the  Count,  such 
as  I  had  known  him,  with  a  black  patch  over  one  eye.  She  subse- 
quently introduced  me  to  the  little  girls  I  had  known  at  Granada — 
now  fashionable  belles  at  Madrid. 

After  this  I  was  frequently  at  her  house,  which  was  one  of  the 

yest  in  the  capital.  The  Countess  and  her  daughters  all  spoke 
nglish.  The  eldest  daughter  was  married,  while  I  was  in  Madrid, 
to  the  Duke  of  Alva  and  Berwick,  the  lineal  successor  to  the  pre- 
tender to  the  British  crown.  The  other  now  sits  on  the  throne  of 
France. 

Mr.  Irving  remained  at  "Washington  until  after  the  inaugu- 
ration of  President  Pierce,  when  he  returned  to  Sunnyside. 

The  following  letter  to  Mrs.  Kennedy,  at  whose  house  he 
had  been  domesticated  for  nearly  two  months,  was  addressed 
to  her  a  few  days  after  his  return.  The  "  Gentle  Horseshoe" 
was  a  name  Mr.  Irving  was  fond  of  giving  the  late  Secretary 
of  the  Navy,  from  the  title  of  one  of  his  novels,  "  Horseshoe 
Eobinson." 

To  MRS.  JOHN  P.  KENNEDY. 

Sunnyside,  March  11,  1853. 

MY  DEAR,  MRS.  KENNEDY, — I  was  really  sad  at  heart  at  parting 
with  you  and  Mary  Kennedy  at  Washington.  Indeed,  had  not  your 
establishment  fallen  to  pieces  around  me,  I  hardly  know  when  I 
should  have  gotten  away.  I  could  almost  have  clung  to  the  wreck 
so  lon°[  as  there  was  a  three-legged  stool  and  a  horn  spoon  to 
make  shift  with.  You  see  what  danger  there  is  in  domesticating  me. 
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I  am  sadly  prone  to  take  root  where  I  find  myself  happy.  It  was 

some  consolation  to  me,  in  parting,  that  I  had  Mrs.  II and  the 

Gentle  Horseshoe  for  fellow  travellers.  Without  their  company  I 
should  have  been  completely  downhearted.  The  former  was  bright, 
intelligent,  and  amiable  as  usual ;  and  as  to  "  John,"  you  know  he  is 
a  sympathising  soul.  He  saw  I  needed  soothing,  so  he  cracked  some 
of  lii.i  best  jokes,  and  I  was  comforted. 

I  was  rejoiced  to  find  your  father  down  stairs,  and  seemingly  almost, 
if  not  quite  as  well  as  when  I  left  him.  My  reception  by  him  and 
your  sister  made  me  feel  that  I  was  in  another  home — or  rather  in 
another  part  of  the  family  circle  in  which  for  some  time  past  I  had 
been  nourishing  so  happily. 

I  arrived  in  New  York  too  late  for  the  Hudson  River  railroad  cars, 
so  I  had  to  remain  in  the  city  until  morning.  Yesterday  I  alighted 
at  the  station,  within  ten  minutes'  walk  of  home.  The  walk  was 
along  the  railroad,  in  full  sight  of  the  house.  I  saw  female  forms  in 
the  porch,  and  I  knew  the  spy-glass  was  in  hand.  In  a  moment  there 
was  a  waving  of  handkerchiefs,  and  a  hurrying  hither  and  thither. 
Never  did  old  bachelor  come  to  such  a  loving  home,  so  gladdened  by 
blessed  womankind.  In  fact,  I  doubt  whether  many  married  men  re- 
ceive such  a  heartfelt  welcome.  My  friend  Horseshoe,  and  one  or 
two  others  of  my  acquaintance,  may ;  but  there  are  not  many  as  well 
off  in  domestic  life  as  I.  However,  let  me  be  humbly  thankful,  and 
repress  all  vainglory. 

After  all  the  kissing  and  crying  and  laughing  and  rejoicing  were 
over,  I  sallied  forth  to  inspect  my  domains,  welcomed  home  by  my 
prime  minister  Robert,  and  my  master  of  the  house  Thomas,  and  my 
keeper  of  the  poultry -yard  William.  Everything  was  in  good  order ; 
all  had  been  faithful  in  the  discharge  of  their  duties.  My  fields  had 
been  manured,  my  trees  trimmed,  the  fences  repaired  and  painted. 
I  really  believe  more  had  been  done  in  my  absence  than  would  have 
been  done  had  I  been  home.  My  horses  were  in  good  condition. 
Dandy  and  Billy,  the  coach-horses,  were  as  sleek  as  seals.  Gentle- 
man Dick,  my  saddle-horse,  showed  manifest  pleasure  at  seeing  me — 
put  his  cheek  against  mine,  laid  his  head  on  my  shoulder,  and  would 
have  nibbled  at  my  ear  had  I  permitted  it.  One  of  my  Chinese 
geese  was  sitting  on  eggs;  the  rest  were  sailing'  like  frigates  in  the 
pond,  with  a  whole  fleet  of  white  topknot  ducks.  The  hens  were 
vying  witli  each  other  which  could  bring  out  the  earliest  brood  of 
chickens.  Taffy  und  Tony,  two  pet  dogs  of  a  dandy  race,  kept  more 
for  show  than  use,  received  me  with  well-bred  though  rather  cool 
civility  ;  while  my  little  terrier  slut  Ginger  bounded  about  me  almost 
crazy  with  delight,  having  five  little  Gingers  toddling  at  her  heels, 
with  which  she  had  enriched  me  during  my  absence. 

I  forbear  to  say  anything  about  my  cows,  my  Durham  heifer,  or 
my  pigeons,  having  gone  as  far  with  these  rural  matters  as  may  be 
agreeable.  Suffice  it  to  say,  everything  was  just  as  heart  could  wish; 
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so,  having  visited  every  part  of  my  empire,  I  settled  down  for  the 
evening  in  my  elbow-cliair,  and  entertained  the  family  circle  with  all 
the  wonders  1  had  seen  at  Washington. 

To-day  I  have  dropped  back  into  all  my  old  habits.  I  have  re- 
sumed my  seat  at  the  table  in  the  study,  where  I  am  scribbling  this 
letter,  while  an  unseasonable  snow-storm  is  prevailing  out  of  doors. 

This  letter  will  no  doubt  find  you  once  more  at  your  happy  home 
in  Baltimore,  all  fussing  and  bustling  at  an  end,  with  time  to  nurse 
yourself  and  get  rid  of  that  cold  which  has  been  hanging  about  you 
for  so  many  days. 

And  now  let  me  express  how  much  I  feel  obliged  to  you  and 
Kennedy  for  drawing  me  forth  out  of  my  little  country  nest,  and 
setting  me  once  more  in  circulation.  This  has  grown  out  of  our 
fortunate  meeting  and  sojourn  together  at  Saratoga  last  summer,  and 
I  count  these  occurrences  as  among  the  most  pleasant  events  of  my 
life.  They  have  brought  me  into  domestic  communion  with  your- 
selves, your  family  connexions  and  dearest  intimacies,  and  have 
opened  to  me  a  little  world  of  friendship  and  kindness,  in  which  I 
have  enjoyed  myself  with  a  full  heart. 

God  bless  you  all,  and  make  you  as  happy  as  you  delight  to  make 
others. 

Ever  yours,  most  truly, 

WASHINGTON  IKYING. 


CHAPTEE  LXXXIV. 

Letter  to  Mrs.  Storrow — Louis  Napoleon  and  Eugenie  Montijo — His  Seven- 
tieth Birthday — Letter  to  Hon.  Kobert  C.  Winthrop — Wilkie's  Sketch — 
Letter  to  Mr.  Gray — To  Mrs.  Kennedy — Second  Letter  to  Mr.  Winthrop 
— Letter  to  Miss  Mary  E.  Kennedy — Leaves  Sunnyside  on  an  Excursion 
— Letters  during  his  Absence — Letter  on  his  Return. 

THE  following  letter  is  addressed  to  Mrs.  Storrow,  at 
Paris : 

Sunnyside,  March  28,  1853. 

MY  DEAK  SARAH, — A  letter  received  from  you  while  I  was  at 
Washington  gave  an  account  of  the  marriage  procession  of  Louis 
Napoleon  and  his  bride  to  the  church  of  Notre-Dame,  which  you 
saw  from  a  window  near  the  Hotel  de  Ville.  One  of  your  recent 
letters,  I  am  told,  speaks  of  your  having  been  presented  to  the 
Empress.  I  shall  see  it  when  1  go  to  town.  Louis  Napoleon  and 
Eugenie  Montijo,  Emperor  and  Empress  of  France  ! — one  of  whom 
I  have  had  a  guest  at  my  cottage  on  the  Hudson ;  the  other  whom. 
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when  a  child,  I  have  had  on  my  knee  at  Granada !  It  seems  to  cap 
the  climax  of  the  strange  dramas  of  which  Paris  has  been  the 
theatre  during  my  lifetime. 

I  have  repeatedly  thought  that  each  grand  coup  de  theatre  would 
be  the  last  that  would  occur  in  my  time ;  but  each  has  been  suc- 
ceeded by  another  equally  striking,  and  what  will  be  the  next,  who 
can  conjecture? 

The  last  I  saw  of  Eugenie  Montijo,  she  was  one  of  the  reigning 
belles  of  Madrid  ;  and  she  and  her  giddy  circle  had  swept  away  my 

charming  young  friend,  the  beautiful  and  accomplished  , 

into  their  career  of  fashionable  dissipation.  Now  Eugenie  is  upon  a 

throne,  and a  voluntary  recluse  in  a  convent  of  one  of  the  most 

rigorous  orders !  Poor  !  Perhaps,  however,  her  fate  may 

ultimately  be  the  happiest  of  the  two.  "  The  storm,"  with  her,  "  is 
o'er,  and  she's  at  rest ;"  but  the  other  is  launched  upon  a  retumless 
shore  on  a  dangerous  sea  infamous  for  its  tremendous  shipwrecks. 

Am  I  to  live  to  see  the  catastrophe  of  her  career,  and  the  end  of 
this  suddenly  conjured-up  empire,  which  seems  to  be  of  "such  stuff 
as  dreams  are  made  of?" 

I  confess  my  personal  acquaintance  with  the  individuals  who  figure 
in  this  historical  romance  gives  me  uncommon  interest  in  it ;  but  I 
consider  it  stamped  with  danger  and  instability,  and  as  liable  to  ex- 
travagant vicissitudes  as  one  of  Dumas's  novels.  You  do  right  to 
witness  the  grand  features  of  this  passing  pageant.  You  are  probably 
reading  one  of  the  most  peculiar  and  eventful  pages  of  history,  and 
may  live  to  look  back  upon  it  as  a  romantic  tale. 

I  have  passed  part  of  the  winter  at  Washington,  delightfully  situ- 
ated in  the  house  of  my  friend  Kennedy,  who  was  Secretary  of  the 
Navy. 

I  was  present  at  the  going  out  of  one  Administration  and  the 
coming  in  of  another ;  was  acquainted  with  both  Presidents  and  most 
of  the  members  of  both  Cabinets,  and  witnessed  the  inauguration  of 
General  Pierce.  It  was  admirable  to  see  the  quiet  and  courtesy 
with  which  this  great  transition  of  power  and  rule  from  one  party  to 
another  took  place.  I  was  at  festive  meetings  where  the  members  of 
the  opposite  parties  mingled  socially  together,  and  have  seen  the  two 
Presidents  arm  in  arm,  as  if  the  sway  of  an  immense  empire  was  not 
passing  from  one  to  the  other. 

At  the  last  of  this  week  I  expect  some  of  the  family  up  here  to 
my  birthday,  the  3rd  of  April,  wnen  I  come  of  age — of  full  age — 
seventy  years !  I  never  could  have  hoped,  at  such  an  advanced 
period  of  life,  to  be  in  such  full  health,  such  activity  of  mind  and 
body,  and  such  capacity  for  enjoyment  as  I  find  myself  at  present. 
But  I  have  reached  the  allotted  limit  of  existence ;  all  beyond  is 
especial  indulgence.  So  long  as  I  can  retain  my  present  health  and 
spirits,  I  am  happy  to  live,  for  I  think  my  life  is  important  to  the 
happiness  of  others ;  but  as  soon  as  my  life  becomes  useless  to  others, 
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and  joyless  to  myself,  I  hope  I  may  be  relieved  from  the  burden ; 
and  I  shall  lay  it  down  with  heartfelt  thanks  to  that  Almighty  Power 
which  has  guided  my  incautious  steps  through  so  many  uncertain 
and  dangerous  ways,  and  enabled  me  to  close  my  career  in  serenity 
and  peace,  surrounded  by  my  family  and  friends,  in  the  little  home  I 
have  formed  for  myself,  among  the  scenes  of  my  boyhood. 

With  affectionate  remembrances  to  Mr.  Storrow,  and  love  to  the 
dear  little  folks, 

Your  aifectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

The  following  letter  also  touches  upon  his  threescore  and 
ten.  It  is  addressed  to  the  Hon.  Robert  C.  Winthrop,  of 
Boston,  who  had  just  sent  him  a  volume  of  his  writings,  and 
with  whom  he  had  recently  become  acquainted  under  Mr. 
Kennedy's  roof,  at  "Washington,  where  they  sojourned  to- 
gether for  a  week.  It  has  allusion  also  to  a  sketch  of  him 
by  "Wilkie.  Of  this  last,  Mr.  Winthrop  writes :  "  Do  you 
remember  my  telling  you  that  I  had  a  sketch  of  you,  by 
Wilkie,  in  one  of  his  published  volumes  ?  I  have  found  it, 
since  my  return,  in  a  volume  which  I  purchased  in  London, 
and  which  was  just  out  when  I  was  there,  in  1847.  The 
sketch  is  entitled,  '  "Washington  Irving  consulting  the 
Archives  of  Cordova,'  and  is  dated  25th  April,  1828.  It 
forms  the  frontispiece  to  a  large  volume  dedicated  to  Lord 
Lansdowne.  The  original  of  the  sketch  of  you  is  said  to  be 
in  the  possession  of  Sir  "William  Knighton,  Bart." 

Sunnyside,  April  4,  1853. 

MY  DEAR  MR.  WINTHROP, — I  have  deferred  replying  to  your 
very  kind  and  acceptable  letter  until  I  could  acknowledge  the  receipt 
of  the  volume  it  announced.  It  has  now  come  to  hand,  and  I  shall 
prize  it,  not  only  for  its  own  merit,  but  as  a  memorial  of  the  very 
pleasant  time  we  passed  together  under  the  hospitable  roof  of  Ken- 
nedy, at  Washington ;  and  I  assure  you  I  esteem  it  one  of  the  most 
gratifying  circumstances  attending  my  delightful  sojourn  there,  that 
it  brought  me  into  domestic  companionship  with  you. 

I  regret  to  learn  that  you,  like  Kennedy,  have  been  a  sufferer  in 
health  since  we  parted,  though  I  trust  you  are  both  fully  recovered. 
You  have  no  doubt  been  shocked,  like  myself,  at  the  sad  bereavement 
which  has  afflicted  the  worthy  Fillmore  family.  I  almost  think  poor 
Mrs.  Fillmore  must  have  received  her  death-warrant  while  standing 
by  my  side  on  the  marble  terrace  of  the  Capitol,  exposed  to  chilly 
wind  and  snow,  listening  to  the  inaugural  speech  of  her  husband's 
successor.  This  sad  event,  as  you  perceive,  has  put  an  end  to  the 
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Southern  tour,  which  did  not  seem  to  meet  your  approbation,  and  has 
left  Kennedy  to  the  quiet  of  his  home  and  his  library,  which  I  should 
think  lie  would  relish  after  the  turmoil  of  Washington. 

As  to  myself,  to  echo  your  own  words,  I  am  "  safely  at  Sutmyside, 
and  in  the  best  of  health."  The  shadows  of  departed  years,  how- 
ever, are  gathering  over  me,  for  yesterday  I  celebrated  my  seventieth 
birthday.  Seventy  years  of  age !  I  can  scarcely  realise  that  I  have 
indeed  arrived  at  the  allotted  verge  of  existence,  beyond  which  all  is 
special  grace  and  indulgence.  I  used  to  think  that  a  man,  at  seventy, 
must  have  survived  everything  worth  living  for ;  that  with  him  the 
silver  cord  must  be  loosed,  the  wheel  broken  at  the  cistern ;  that  all 
desire  must  fail,  and  the  grasshopper  become  a  burden.  Yet  here  I 
find  myself,  unconscious  of  the  withering  influences  of  age,  still  strong 
and  active,  my  sensibilities  alive,  and  my  social  affections  in  fufl 
vigour : 

Strange,  that  a  harp  of  thousand  strings 
Should  keep  in  tune  so  long!" 

While  it  does  keep  in  tune ;  while  I  have  still  a  little  music  iu  my 
soul  to  be  called  out  by  any  touch  of  sympathy ;  while  I  can  enjoy 
the  society  of  those  dear  to  me,  and  contribute,  as  they  tell  me,  to 
their  enjoyment,  I  am  content  and  happy  to  live  on.  But  I  have  it 
ever  present  to  my  mind  that  the  measure  of  my  days  is  full  and 
running  over ;  and  I  feel  ready  at  any  moment  to  lay  down  this  rem- 
nant of  existence,  witli  a  thankful  heart  that  my  erratic  and  precarious 
career  has  been  brought  to  so  serene  a  close,  among  the  scenes  of  my 
youth,  and  surrounded  by  those  I  love. 

The  sketch  of  me  by  Wilkie,  which  you  tell  me  you  have  in  one  of 
his  published  volumes,  cannot  be  an  attempt  at  a  likeness.  I  recollect 
the  composition;  the  scene,  I  think,  was  at  Seville.  I  was  seated  in 
a  dusky  chamber  at  a  table,  looking  over  a  folio  volume  which  a 
monk  who  was  standing  by  my  side  had  just  handed  down  to  me. 
Wilkie  thought  the  whole  had  a  Rembrandt  effect,  which  he  aimed  at 
producing ;  but,  if  I  recollect  right,  my  face  could  not  be  seen  dis- 
tinctly. 

Farewell,  my  dear  Mr.  Winthrop,  and  believe  me,  with  no  common 
regard, 

Your  friend, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

To  MR.  EDWARD  GHAT. 

Sunnyside,  April  24,  1853.     . 

MY  DEAR  MR.  GRAY, — The  hams  which  you  have  had  the  kindness 
to  send  me,  came  safe  to  hand.  One  of  them  was  served  up  to-day,  at 
dinner.  All  my  family  partook  of  it  with  uncommon  relish.  Never 
did  a  ham  achieve  such  sudden  popularity.  In  a  word,  it  covered 
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itself  with  glory !  I  must  get  your  receipt  for  curing  hams  ;  but 
there  must  be  much  in  the  breed  of  the  animal,  as  well  as  in  the 
treatment  and  feeding.  I  never  attempt  anything  but  a  few  green 
hams,  in  which  I  succeed  very  well ;  but  liams  so  rich,  high  flavoured, 
and  thoroughly  cured  as  those  you  have  sent  me,  are  quite  beyond 
my  art.  1  thank  you  most  heartily  for  this  specimen  of  what  Mary- 
land can  furnish  in  this  line.  If  I  had  the  ordering  of  things,  I  should 
have  all  our  pigs  sent  to  Maryland  to  be  cured,  as  they  send  patients 
to  southern  climates. 

I  am  happy  to  learn  from  Mrs.  Kennedy  that  your  health  is  re- 
stored to  its  usual  state,  and  anticipate  the  pleasure  of  again  meeting 
you  in  the  ensuing  summer.  Since  we  parted,  I  have  celebrated  my 
seventieth  birthday,  and  passed  that  boundary  beyond  which  a  man 
lives  by  special  privilege.  Your  example  shows  me,  however,  that  a 
man  may  live  on  beyond  that  term,  and  retain  his  sensibilities  alive 
to  everything  noble  and  good  and  pleasurable  and  beautiful,  and 
enjoy  the  society  of  his  friends,  and  spread  happiness  around  him. 
On  such  conditions,  old  age  is  lovable.  T  shall  endeavour  to  follow 
your  example. 

Ever  affectionately,  your  friend, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

To  MRS.  KENNEDY. 

Sunnyside,  April  24,  1853. 

MY  DEAR  MRS.  KENNEDY, — I  am  truly  concerned  to  hear  that 
Kennedy  still  continues  unwell.  He  has  overtasked  himself,  and  has 
led  a  life  of  too  much  excitement  for  some  months  past,  and  is  now 
in  a  state  of  collapse.  He  must  give  his  mind  perfect  repose  for  a 
time — do  as  they  do  with  the  horses,  when  they  take  off  their  shoes 
and  turn  them  out  to  grass.  His  study  is  no  place  for  him  just  now. 
I  think  the  idea  a  good  one  to  make  an  excursion — try  change  of 

scene  and  a  course  of  agreeable  society.  I  think  Mrs.  S a  capital 

prescription  for  his  present  case ;  and  the  sooner  you  pay  her  your 
proposed  visit,  the  better. 

I  should  indeed  like  to  be  of  your  party,  for  I  am  bewitched  with 
the  South,  and  Virginia  has  always  been  a  poetical  region  with  me. 
But  I  begin  to  doubt  whether  those  high-seasoned  regales  of  society 
that  I  have  had  of  late,  at  Saratoga  and  Washington,  do  not  unsettle 
me  a  little,  and  make  it  hard  for  me  to  content  myself  with  the  sober, 
every-day  fare  of  Sunnyside.  I  have  now  to  work  hard  to  make  up 
for  past  dissipation,  and  to  earn  any  future  holiday.  *  *  * 

I  have  just  been  writing  to  your  father,  to  thank  him  for  the  hams, 
which  have  arrived  in  prime  order,  and  to  give  him  an  account  of  the 
brilliant  manner  in  which  one  of  them  acquitted  itself  at  dinner  to- 
day. I  strike  my  flag  to  him  completely,  and  confess  that,  for  hams, 
we  cannot  pretend  to  cope  with  old  Maryland  (always  saving  and 
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excepting  certain  green  hams  peculiar  to  Sunnyside).  It  gives  me 
sincere  pleasure  to  learn  that  your  father  continues  in  his  usual 
health.  I  trust  that  he  has  his  musical  evenings,  and  his  pet  miii- 
strels  to  play  and  sing  for  him.  There  will  never  be  any  wrinkles 
in  his  mind  so  long  as  he  can  enjoy  sweet  music,  and  have  youth  and 
beauty  to  administer  it  to  him. 

I  am  writing  late  at  night,  and  it  is  high  time  to  go  to  bed.  So 
give  my  kindest  remembrances  to  your  sister  and  your  husband,  and 
believe  me  ever,  your  affectionate  friend, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

The  following  letter,  among  other  matters,  contains  a 
cordial  and  complimentary  allusion  to  Sparks,  the  more  in- 
teresting that  it  is  entirely  spontaneous,  and  that  it  ex- 
presses a  mature  and  unbiased  judgment  of  the  manner  in 
which  the  task  of  editing  "  "Washington's  Writings"  had 
been  executed  by  him : 

To  HON.  llOBERT  C.  WlNTHROP. 

Sunnyside,  May  23,  1853. 

MY  DEAR  MR.  WINTHROP, — I  thank  you  and  Mr.  Prescott  for 
your  kind  remembrances  of  me.  It  is  very  gratifying^  to  be  so  re- 
membered by  such  men.  I  have  heretofore  consulted  Frothingham's 
"  History  of  the  Siege  of  Boston,"  about  which  you  speak.  It  merits 
the  character  you  give  it,  as  being  "  the  best  thing  written  about  the 
Bunker  Hill  period."  I  am  also  much  obliged  to  you  for  the  clip- 
pings which  you  send  me  from  newspapers,  giving  familiar  anecdotes 
of  Washington.  It  is  surprising  how  tew  anecdotes  there  are  of  him 
in  his  familiar  life  ;  but  he  was  essentially  a  public  character,  and  so 
regulated  in  conduct  by  square  and  rule,  as  to  furnish  very  little  of 
the  amusing  and  picturesque  anecdote  that  we  find  in  the  lives  of 
more  irregular  men. 

I  doubt  whether  the  world  will  ever  get  a  more  full  and  correct 
idea  of  Washington  than  is  furnished  by  Sparks's  collection  of  his 
letters,  with  the  accompanying  notes  and  illustrations,  and  the  pre- 
liminary biography.  I  cannot  join  in  the  severe  censures  that  have 
been  passed  upon  Sparks  for  the  verbal  corrections  and  alterations  he 
has  permitted  himself  to  make  in  some  of  Washington's  letters.  They 
have  been  spoken  of  too  harshly.  From  the  examination  I  have  given 
to  the  correspondence  of  Washington,  in  the  archives  of  the  State 
Department,  it  appears  to  me  that  Sparks  has  executed  his  task  of 
selection,  arrangement,  and  copious  illustration,  with  great  judgment 
and  discrimination,  and  with  consummate  fidelity  to  the  essential 
purposes  of  history.  His  intelligent  and  indefatigable  labours  in  this 
and  other  fields  of  American  history  arc  of  national  and  incalculable 
importance.  Posterity  will  do  justice  to  them  and  him. 
VOL.  IV.  3  O 
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I  am  glad  to  learn  that  you  are  supervising  a  lithographic  portrait 
of  our  friend  Kennedy,  ironing  out  "  the  wrinkles  and  crow's  feet," 
and  fitting  it  to  figure  to  advantage  in  the  shop  windows.  It  will 
rejoice  the  heart  of  his  good  little  wife,  who  thinks  he  has  never  had 
justice  done  him  in  that  line,  and  was  half  piqued  at  a  lithographic 
effigy  of  myself,  where  the  painter  and  engraver  had  represented  me 
as  flourishing  in  "  immortal  youth."  * 

Such  likenesses,  "corrected  and  amended,"  will  do  well  to  go  with 
the  "  Homes  of  American  Authors,"  recently  published,  to  give  Euro- 
peans a  favourable  idea  of  literary  men  and  literary  life  in  this 
country.  In  commenting  on  that  publication,  a  London  critic  ob- 
serves, that  "  the  American  authors  seem  to  court  the  muse  to  some 
purpose."  He  did  not  know  that  most  of  them,  so  well  housed,  had 
courted  a  rich  wife  into  the  bargain. 

Ever,  my  dear  Mr.  Winthrop,  yours,  with  great  regard, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

On  the  27th  of  May,  Mr.  Irving  writes  to  Miss  Mary  E. 
Kennedy,  a  niece  of  Mr.  John  P.  Kennedy,  arid  one  of  his 
household  at  Washington : 

Too  much  occupation  has  produced  symptoms,  of  late,  which 
oblige  me  to  suspend  literary  occupation,  and  may  exile  me  for  a 
time  from  my  study. 

In  sober  sadness,  I  believe  it  is  high  time  I  should  throw  by  the 
pen  altogether ;  but  writing  has  become  a  kind  of  habitude  with  me, 
and,  unless  I  have  some  task  on  hand  to  occupy  a  great  part  of  my 
time,  I  am  at  a  loss  what  to  do.  After  being  accustomed  to  literary 
research,  mere  desultory  reading  ceases  to  be  an  occupation.  There 
is  as  much  difference  between  them,  in  point  of  interest,  as  between 
taking  an  airing  on  horseback  and  galloping  after  the  hounds.  It  is 
pretty  hard  for  an  old  huntsman  to  give  up  the  chase. 

In  the  following  June,  being  "  ordered  to  throw  by  his 
pen,  and  abstain  from  head  work  of  all  kinds  for  a  time,"  he 
left  his  manuscript  with  me  to  look  over,  and  give  him  my 
impressions  of  the  work,  and  set  out  for  Kennedy's,  connect- 
ing with  his  journey  some  object  of  advantage  in  inspecting 
the  manuscripts  of  Mr.  Washington  Lewis,  which  had  been 
mentioned  to  him  as  containing  letters  and  diaries  of  Wash- 
ington, and  a  visit  to  some  places  noted  in  Washington's 
history. 

From  Philadelphia,  where  his  compagnon  de  voyage  from 

*  Probably  the  likeness  prefixed  to  Mr.  II.  T.  Tuckerman's  article  on 
Sunnyside  and  its  Proprietor,  in  the  "  Homes  of  American  Authors." — ED. 
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New  York  left  him,  to  continue  on  to  "Washington  in  the 
night  train,  :it  ten  o'clock,  while  he  retired  to  hia  room,  he 
writes  me,  Jutu-  DUli,  as  follows: 

Inform  my  beloved  family  of  my  well-being,  as  well  as  of  my  ex- 
traordinary prudence  aud  self-restraint  in  not  continuing  on  in  the 

nit^hi  train  with  Mr.  P ,  to  which  I  confess  I  felt  sorely  tempted. 

But  I  gain  prudence  with  years,  and,  I  trust,  will  in  time  be  all  that 
my  friends  could  wish. 

To  Mus.  PIEUKE  M.  IRVING. 

Ellicott's  Mills,  June  15,  1853. 

MY  DEAU  HELEN, — I  arrived  at  Baltimore  yesterday,  between  one 
and  two  o'clock,  after  a  pretty  warm  and  dusty  ride  from  Phila- 
delphia. However,  as  I  sat  by  a  window  on  the  shady  side  of  the 
cars,  I  did  not  suffer  much  from  the  heat. 

1  found  Kennedy  on  the  look-out  for  me.  He  had  expected  me 
the  evening  before.  The  family  were  all  out  of  town,  at  old  Mr. 
"s  country  establishment,  where  I  am  now  writing.  We  dined 
a1  Kennedy's  brother  Anthony's,  in  Baltimore,  and  had  a  very  gay 
family  dinner,  after  which  we  came  out  in  the  evening  train,  and  had 
a  beautiful  drive  along  the  lovely  valley  of  the  Patapsco,  on  the 
hanks  of  which  stream  the  country  residence  is  situated.  You  may 
have  an  idea  of  the  house  from  an  engraving  in  Putnam's  "Homes  of 
American  Authors." 

We  found  the  family  all  assembled  round  the  tea-table;  and  a 
bright,  happy  gathering  it  was,  there  being  a  matter  of  five  young 
ladies,  guests  in  the  house.  Among  the  number,  I  was  delighted  to 
meet  with  one  of  the  three  young  belles  with  whom  I  was  domes- 
ticated at  Washington — the  one  who  plays  so  admirably  on  the  piano. 
There  was  great  greeting  on  all  sides,  and  most  especially  by  my 
warm-hearted  old  friend,  Mr.  Gray. 

The  evening  passed  delightfully.  We  had  music  from  Miss  A . 

We  sat  out  m  the  moonlight  on  the  piazza,  and  strolled  along  the 
banks  of  the  Patapsco,  after  which  I  went  to  bed,  had  a  sweet  night's 
sleep,  and  dreamt  I  was  in  Mahomet's  paradise. 

June  22nd,  he  writes  to  Miss  Sarah  Irving,  from  Cassilis, 
the  residence  of  Mr.  Andrew  Kennedy : 

Mr.  John  Kennedy  and  myself  left  Ellicott's  Mills  yesterday 
(Monday)  morning,  in  the  train  which  passed  at  nine  o'clock.  We 
had  an  extremely  hot  drive  of  about  a  hundred  miles,  but  through 
lovely  scenery.  The  railroad  follows  up  the  course  of  the  Patapsco 
to  its  head  springs,  and  a  romantic  stream  it  is  throughout.  The 
road  then  crosses  some  fine,  open,  fertile  country  on  the  summit  of 
Elk  llidge,  and  descends  along  the  course  of  lleynolds's  Creek  and 

3  o2 
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the  Monocacy  to  the  Potomac,  all  beautiful.  At  Harper's  Ferry  we 
changed  cars,  aud  pushed  on  to  Charleston,  where  we  found  Mr. 
Andrew  Kennedy  waiting  for  us  with  his  carriage.  A  drive  of  about 
a  mile  and  a  half  brought  us  to  his  seat,  whence  this  letter  is  dated. 
Here  I  am,  in  the  centre  of  the  magnificent  valley  of  the  Shenandoah, 
the  great  valley  of  Virginia.  And  a  glorious  valley  it  is — equal  to 
the  promised  land  for  fertility,  far  superior  to  it  for  beauty,  and 
inhabited  by  an  infinitely  superior  people — choice,  though  not  chosen. 

To-morrow  I  expect  to  go,  in  company  with  the  two  Mr.  Kennedys, 
on  a  visit  to  Mr.  George  Washington  Lewis,  who  has  a  noble  estate 
about  twelve  miles  off,  where  we  shall  remain  until  the  next  day. 

I  have  several  places  to  visit  in  this  vicinity,  connected  with  the 
history  of  Washington,  after  which  we  shall  push  on  to  the  mountains, 
where  we  shall  find  a  cooler  temperature. 

During  this  absence,  I  was  at  Sunnyside,  mounting  guard, 
as  he  terms  it,  and  reading  over  his  "  Life  of  Washington  " 
in  manuscript,  then  nearly  completed  to  the  commencement 
of  the  Administration.  I  wrote  to  him  that  I  was  proceed- 
ing with  the  "  Life  of  Washington "  with  an  interest  that 
seemed  almost  surprising  to  myself;  and  that  I  could  not 
have  believed  that  so  much  of  freshness  and  new  interest 
could  be  thrown  about  a  subject  so  often  gone  over.  The 
following  is  his  reply : 

Cassilis,  June  25,  1853. 

Mr  DEAR  PIEKRE, — Your  letter  of  the  19th,  received  two  or  three 
days  since,  has  put  me  quite  in  spirits.  From  your  opinion  of  my 
manuscripts,  I  begin  to  hope  that  my  labour  has  not  been  thrown 
away.  Do  not  make  a  toil  of  reading  the  manuscripts,  but  take  it 
leisurely,  so  as  to  keep  yourself  fresh  in  the  perusal,  and  to  judge 
quietly  and  coolly  of  its  merits  and  defects. 

I  have  paid  my  visit  to  Mr.  George  Washington  Lewis,  to  inspect 
the  manuscripts  in  his  possession.  His  seat  (Audley)  is  about  twelve 
or  fourteen  miles  from  this.  Andrew  and  John  Kennedy  accompanied 
me.  We  went  on  Wednesday  and  returned  on  Thursday.  The  visit 
was  a  most  agreeable  one.  We  were  hospitably  entertained  by  Mr. 
Lewis,  who  is  a  young  man  of  engaging  appearance  and  manners. 
*  *  *  His  mother,  however,  is  the  real  custodian  of  the  Washing- 
ton reliques  and  papers,  which  she  laid  before  me  with  great  satis- 
faction. I  did  not  find  much  among  the  manuscripts  requiring  note. 
In  less  than  an  hour  I  had  made  all  the  memoranda  necessary. 

Yesterday  I  drove  out  with  the  Kennedys,  to  visit  two  other 
establishments  of  the  Washington  family  in  this  neighbourhood,  the 
proprietors  of  which  had  called  to  see  me  during  ray  absence  at 
Audley.  These  visits  are  all  full  of  interest ;  but  I  will  tell  you  all 
about  them  when  we  meet. 
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To-day  we  are  to  visit  some  other  places  of  note  in  the  neighbour- 
hood. On  Monday,  the  day  after  to-morrow,  i  set  off  with  Mr. 
John  Kennedy  and  his  bachelor  brother,  Pcndleton  Kennedy,  for  the 
mountains. 

I  must  again  apologise  for  my  wretched  scrawl ;  but  it  seems  hard 
work  for  me  to  extract  any  ideas  out  of  my  weary  brain,  which  is  as 
dry  as  "a  remainder  biscuit." 

I  hope  you  will  continue  to  mount  guard  at  Sunnyside  during  my 
absence. 

With  love  to  all,  your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IKVING. 

The  next  day,  in  replying  to  a  letter  of  Mrs.  Irving  giving 
him  some  account  of  affairs  at  Sunnyside,  where  we  were 
sojourning,  and  speaking  encouragingly  of  his  manuscript 
"  Life  of  Washington,"  he  remarks : 

I  never  shall  be  able,  I  fear,  to  give  it  the  toning  up  which  a 
painter  gives  to  bis  picture  before  finishing  it.  I  am  afraid  my  head 
will  not  bear  much  more  work  of  the  kind.  It  gives  me  hints,  even 
when  I  am  scrawling  letters. 

To  Miss  KATE  IRVING. 

Berkeley  Springs  (Bath),  July  1,  1853. 

MY  DEAR  KATE, — I  received  yesterday  your  letter  of  Sunday 
and  Monday  last,  and  rejoice  to  find  you  have  all  survived  the  late 
intense  weather.  I  have  been  for  four  or  five  days  in  this  watering- 
place,  which  is  in  a  small  valley  among  the  mountains,  and,  as  far  as 
my  experience  goes,  one  of  the  hottest  places  in  the  known  world. 
You  will  be  surprised  to  learn,  however,  that  my  greatest  amusement 
during  the  heat  of  the  day  is  at  the  ten-pin  alley,  and  that  I  am 
getting  quite  expert  at  bowling.  The  perspiration  it  produces  is 
awful,  and  only  to  be  allayed  by  the  cool  baths  for  which  this  place  is 
famous. 

To-morrow  I  trust  to  emerge  from  this  oven,  and  to  return  with 
Mr.  Andrew  Kennedy  to  Cassilis,  where  I  shall  be  once  more  within 
the  reach  of  cooling  breezes.  *  *  * 

Tell  Robert  [the  gardener]  I  charge  him  not  to  work  in  the  sun 
during  the  hottest  hours  of  the  day,  should  this  intense  warm 
weather  continue.  He  injured  himself  by  it  last  summer ;  and  I 
would  not  have  anything  happen  to  him  for  all  the  hay  in  the  country. 

Farewell.  The  weather  is  so  hot  that  I  cannot  write,  nor  do 
anything  else  but  play  at  bowls  and  fan  myself. 

With  love  to  all,  your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

On  the  Gth  of  July,  I  wrote  him  that  I  had  concluded  the 
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perusal  of  his  manuscript  the  day  before,  and  that  the 
impression  I  communicated  in  my  former  letter  had  gained 
strength  by  -what  I  had  since  read.  "  Familiar  as  I  am  with 
the  story,"  I  add,  "  I  have  been  equally  surprised  and  grati- 
fied to  perceive  what  new  interest  it  gains  in  your  hands. 
I  doubt  not  the  work  will  be  equally  entertaining  to  young 
and  old."  The  following  is  his  reply  : 

Ellicott's  MUls,  July  8,  1853. 

MY  DEAE  PIERRE, — I  Lave  just  received  your  letter  of  the  6th, 
which  I  need  not  tell  you  has  been  most  gratifying  and  inspiriting  to 
me.  I  thank  you  for  writing  it ;  for  I  was  looking  most  anxiously 
and  dubiously  for  your  verdict,  after  reading  the  narrative  of  the  war, 
in  which  the  interest,  I  feared,  might  suffer  from  diffusion,  and  from 
the  difficulty  of  binding  up  a  variety  of  enterprises  and  campaigns 
into  one  harmonious  whole.  I  now  feel  my  mind  prodigiously 
relieved,  and  begin  to  think  I  have  not  laboured  in  vain. 

I  left  Bath  shortly  after  I  wrote  to  Kate.  We  had  intended  a 
tour  among  the  Alleghanies,  but  the  intense  heat  of  the  weather  dis- 
couraged us,  and  we  determined  to  postpone  that  part  of  our  plan  to 
another  season. 

Returning  to  Cassilis,  we  passed  a  few  days  more  under  the  hospi- 
table roof  of  Mr.  Andrew  Kennedy,  where  I  saw  something  of  a  harvest- 
home  in  the  noble  valley  of  the  Shenandoah. 

Leaving  Cassilis  on  Wednesday  morning,  we  arrived  here  before 
sunset. 

Tell  Sarah  I  have  received  her  letter  of  the  1st  July,  but  cannot 
answer  it  at  present.  To  tell  the  truth,  though  my  excursion  has 
put  me  in  capital  health  and  spirits,  I  find  I  cannot  handle  the  pen, 
even  in  these  miserable  scrawls,  without  feeling  a  sensation  in  the 
head  that  admonishes  me  to  refrain.  Think,  then,  how  gratifying  it 
must  be  to  me  to  learn  from  your  letter  that  I  may  dispense  from  any 
severe  task  work  in  completing  my  historical  labour. 

I  feei  that  my  working  days  are  over,  and  rejoice  that  I  have 
arrived  at  a  good  stopping  place. 

At  this  period  he  did  not  think  of  continuing  the  Life 
through  the  history  of  the  Administration,  but  proposed  to 
make  the  inauguration  of  Washington  his  "  stopping  place." 
Hence  his  premature  felicitation  that  he  had  reached  the  end 
of  his  "  working  days."  He  was  yet  to  give  a  great  deal  of 
handling  even  to  the  part  he  deemed  finished  :  but  when  he 
returned  to  Sunnyside,  it  was  with  the  desire  and  intention 
of  preparing  the  Life  at  once  for  the  press — an  intention 
frustrated  by  the  condition  of  his  health. 
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CHAPTER  LXXXV. 

Excursion  to  the  Springs — Niagara,  &c.— Extract  of  Letter  to  Miss  Mary 
E.  Kennedy — Ogdensburg  Revisited — Letter  to  John  P.  Kennedy — Ex- 
tract of  Letter  to  Mrs.  Storrow — His  final  Resting-place  marked  out — 
Sets  off  on  an  Excursion — Letter  to  Miss  Sarah  Irving — The  Irving 
House — Travelling  on  his  Capital — The  St.  Nicholas  Hotel  —  Extract 
from  Letter  to  Miss  Catherine  Irving — Expedition  to  Winchester  and 
Greenway  Court — Return  to  Sunnyside — Letter  to  Mrs.  Kennedy. 

FOE  some  time  before  he  went  to  Virginia,  in  June,  1853, 
Mr.  Irving  bad  to  lay  aside  the  pen  almost  entirely,  "  having 
overtasked  myself,"  he  says,  "  and  produced  a  weariness  of 
the  brain  that  renders  it  an  irksome  effort  even  to  scrawl  an 
ordinary  letter."  On  his  return,  though  in  excellent  general 
health,  he  found  himself  still  unable  to  resume  his  literary 
occupations,  and  thereupon  determined  to  set  off  to  Saratoga, 
the  waters  of  which  were  of  such  service  to  him  the  preceding 
year,  and  might  be  this  :  "  though,"  he  says,  "  I  believe  all 
that  I  require  is  a  good  spell  of  literary  abstinence." 

He  did  not  remain  long  at  the  Springs.  "  I  feel  a  little 
fatigued  with  the  bustle  of  the  place,"  he  writes,  August 
6th,  a  few  days  after  his  arrival,  "  and  the  very  attentions  I 
receive  begin  to  be  a  task  upon  my  spirits." 

The  following  letter,  written  after  his  return  home,  will 
continue  the  story  of  his  travels.  His  reminiscence  of  the 
Ogdensburg  of  his  boyhood  will  recal  a  similar  passage  in 
another  letter  in  the  third  chapter  of  the  first  volume. 

To  Miss  MARY  E.  KENNEDY. 

Sunnyside,  Sept  8,  1853. 

My  DEAR  Miss  KENNEDY, — Indisposition  lias  prevented  me  from 
replying  earlier  to  your  welcome  letter  of  the  4th  August,  which  I 
received  about  three  weeks  since,  on  my  return  from  Saratoga. 

The  hot  weather  was  as  intolerable  at  Saratoga  as  I  had  found  it 
at  Berkeley  Springs  ;  so,  after  passing  about  ten  days  there,  I  set  off 

on  a  tour  with  your  uncle  John,  wlio  wished  to  visit  the  E s,  at 

Buffalo.  "U'e  \vcnt  by  the  way  of  the  lakes,  and  had  a  magnificent  sail 
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(if  I  may  use  the  word)  down  Lake  Champlain  in  a  steamer  to 
Plattsburg,  whence  we  made  a  night  journey  by  railroad  to  Ogdens- 
burg.  Here  we  passed  part  of  a  dav — a  very  interesting  one  to  me. 
Fifty  years  had  elapsed  since  I  had  visited  the  place  in  company  with. 
a  party  of  gentlemen  proprietors,  with  some  ladies  of  their  families. 
It  was  then  a  wilderness,  and  we  were  quartered  in  the  remains  of  an. 
old  French  fort  at  the  confluence  of  the  Oswegatchie  and  the  St. 
Lawrence.  It  was  all  a  scene  of  romance  to  me,  for  I  was  then  a 
mere  stripling,  and  everything  was  strange  and  full  of  poetry.  The 
country  was  covered  with  forest ;  the  Indians  still  inhabited  some 
islands  in  the  river,  and  prowled  about  in  their  canoes.  There  were 
two  young  ladies  of  the  party  to  sympathise  in  my  romantic  feelings, 
and  we  passed  some  happy  days  there,  exploring  the  forests  or  gliding 
in  canoes  on  the  rivers. 

lu  my  present  visit  I  found  with  difficulty  the  site  of  the  old 
French  fort,  but  all  traces  of  it  were  gone.  I  looked  round  on  the 
surrounding  country  and  river.  All  was  changed.  A  populous  city 
occupied  both  sides  of  the  Oswegatchie ;  great  steamers  ploughed 
the  St.  Lawrence,  and  the  opposite  Canada  shore  was  studded  with 
towns  and  villages.  I  sat  down  on  the  river  bank,  where  we  used  to 
embark  in  our  canoes,  and  thought  on  the  two  lovely  girls  who  used 
to  navigate  it  with  me,  and  the  joyous  party  who  used  to  cheer  us 
from  the  shore.  All  had  passed  away— all  were  dead !  I  was  the 
sole  survivor  of  that  happy  party ;  and  here  I  had  returned,  after  a 
lapse  of  fifty  years,  to  sit  down  and  meditate  on  the  mutability  of  all 
things,  and  to  wonder  that  I  was  still  alive. 

From  Ogdensburg  we  made  a  voyage  up  the  St.  Lawrence, 
through  the  archipelago  of  the  "  Thousand  Islands,"  and  across 
Lake  Ontario  to  Lewistown,  on  the  Niagara  River,  where  we  took  a 
carriage  to  the  Falls.  There  we  passed  an  insufferably  hot  day,  and 
parted  in  the  evening,  your  uncle  to  go  to  Buffalo,  I  to  Cayuga  Lake 
to  visit  one  of  my  nieces,  whence  I  went  to  Syracuse  to  visit  Mrs. 

B ,  and  then  hastened  homeward.  All  this  tour  was  made 

during  a  spell  of  intensely  hot  weather,  that  deranged  my  whole 
system.  The  consequence  was,  that,  the  day  after  my  return  home, 
I  was  taken  down  with  a  violent  fever  and  delirium,  which  confined 
me  several  days  to  my  bed. 

He  had  hardly  got  rid  of  his  fever,  and  was  still  in  a  state 
of  great  debility,  when  he  addressed  the  following  letter  to 
the  friend  and  travelling  companion  with  whom  he  parted  at 
Niagara  Falls  : 

To  MB,.  JOHN.  P.  KENNEDY. 

Sunnysicle,  Aug.  24,  1853. 
MY  DEAR  KENNEDY, — After  much  weary  travelling  by  laud  and 
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water,  by  night  and  day,  through  dust  and  heat  and  "  fell  morass,"  I 
readied  home  on  Wednesday  last,  and  almost  immediately  broke 
ili.viii.  Whatever  it  was  of  evil  that  had  been  lurking  in  my  system 
for  some  time  past  took  vent  in  a  spell  of  chills,  fever,  and  delirium, 
which  hung  over  me  for  several  days,  and  has  almost  torn  me  to  rags. 
I  avail  myself  of  a  tolerably  sane  fragment  of  myself  which  is  left  to 
scrawl  these  lines. 

You  will  now  perceive,  my  dear  Horseshoe,  that  when  I  was  a 
little  techy  under  your  bantering  at  Niagara,  it  was  not  the  fault  of 
your  jokes — which  were  excellent,  as  usual — but  because  I  was  too 
miserably  out  of  tune  to  be  played  upon,  be  the  musician  ever  so 
skilful. 

I  trust  this  outbreak  of  malady,  when  I  get  through  with  it,  will 
carry  off  with  it  all  the  evils  that  have  been  haunting  my  system  for 
some  time  past,  and  that  when  next  we  meet  I  shall  relish  your 
jokes  with  my  usual  hearty  zest,  even  though,  by  singular  chance, 
they  should  happen  to  be  bad  ones. 

I  fear,  however,  I  shall  not  be  strong  enough  to  go  sight-seeing 
with  you  in  New  York  ;  and,  indeed,  have  seen  so  much  of  the 
Crystal  Palace  in  my  delirium,  that  I  am  afraid  the  very  sight  of  it 
would  bring  on  a  paroxysm. 

I  look  forward,  however,  to  a  visit  from  you  all  at  my  "  small  con- 
tentment," where,  however  I  may  be,  my  nieces  will  be  happy  to 
entertain  you  in  their  own  modest  way,  on  our  rural  fare — "a  couple 
of  short-legged  hens,  a  joint  of  mutton,  with  any  pretty  little  tiny  kick- 
shaws," or,  peradventure,  with  a  juicy  ham  sent  to  me  from  the  banks 
of  the  Patapsco  by  a  much-valued  and  somewhat  musical  friend  who 
nourishes  in  that  quarter.  To  that  excellent  friend,  and  his  two 
inestimable  daughters,  give  my  most  affectionate  remembrances. 

"Thine  evermore,"  my  dear  Horseshoe,  "  while  this  machine  is  to 
him." 

GEOFJKEY. 

Very  soon  after  the  date  of  this  letter,  Mr.  Irving  received 
the  visit  to  which  he  was  looking  forward  from  Mr.  and  Mrs. 

Kennedy,  and  Mr.  and  Miss  G ,  who  passed  the  day  at 

Sunnyside.  "  I  do  not  know,"  he  writes  to  Miss  Kennedy, 
"when  I  enjoyed  a  day  more  thoroughly.  I  only  wish  you 
had  been  here,  to  make  the  party  complete." 

The  following  extract  contains  an  interesting  mention  of 
the  rural  cemetery  in  which,  "  after  life's  fitful  fever,"  he 
was  himself  to  sleep.  It  is  addressed  to  his  niece  in  Paris 
as  he  was  on  the  point  of  setting  off  on  another  visit  to 
Maryland  and  Virginia  : 


876  LIFE  AND  LETTEES  [1853. 

To  MBS.  STORROW. 

Sunnyside,  Sept.  29,  1853. 

I  have  bad  one  solemn  and  sacred  duty  to  perform  of  late  ;  which 
was,  to  remove  from  New  York  the  remains  of  such  of  the  family  as 
were  interred  in  the  vault  in  front  of  the  Brick  Church,  in  Beekman- 
street.  That  street  was  to  be  widened,  and,  of  course,  the  church- 
yard invaded.  I  have  always  apprehended  some  such  event,  and  am 
glad  it  has  taken  place  while  I  am  here  to  protect  the  ashes  of  those 
I  loved  from  desecration.  I  accordingly  purchased  a  piece  of  ground 
in  a  public  cemetery  established  within  a  few  years  on  the  high 
ground  adjacent  to  the  old  Dutch  Church  at  Beekman's  millpond, 
commonly  called  the  Sleepy  Hollow  Church.  The  cemetery,  which 
is  secured  by  an  Act  of  the  Legislature,  takes  in  a  part  of  the  Beek- 
man  woods,  and  commands  one  of  the  most  beautiful  views  of  the 
Hudson.  The  spot  I  have  purchased  is  on  the  southern  slope,  just 
on  the  edge  of  the  old  churchyard,  which  is  included  in  the  ceme- 
tery. I  have  had  it  enclosed  with  an  iron  railing,  and  shall  have 
evergreens  set  out  around  it.  It  is  shaded  by  a  grove  of  young  oaks. 

There  I  have  seen  the  remains  of  the  family  gathered  together 
and  interred,  where  they  cannot  be  again  disturbed ;  and  a  vast  satis- 
faction it  was  to  have  rescued  them  from  that  restless  city,  where  no- 
thing is  sacred. 

As  I  was  selecting  this  place  of  sepulture,  I  thought  of  Byron's 
lines : 

Then  look  around, 
And  choose  thy  ground, 
And  take  thy  rest. 

I  have  marked  out  my  resting-place  by  my  mother's  side,  and  a  space 
is  left  for  me  there. 

This  may  seem  to  you  rather  a  melancholy  theme  for  letter  writing; 
yet  I  write  without  melancholy — or,  rather,  without  gloom.  I  feel 
deeply  gratified  at  having  been  able  to  perform  this  duty,  and  I  look 
forward  with  serene  satisfaction  to  being  gathered  at  las't  to  a  family 
gathering-place,  where  my  dust  may  mingle  with  the  dust  of  those 
most  dear  to  me. 

God  bless  you,  my  dear  Sarah.  I  owe  my  dear  little  Kate  a  letter, 
but  have  not  time  at  present  to  answer  it.  Give  my  love  to  her  and 
the  other  young  princesses,  and  niy  affectionate  remembrances  to 
Mr.  Storrow. 

Your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

P.S. — I  set  off  on  my  expedition  this  afternoon,  and  expect  to  be 
absent  nearly  all  October. 
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I  give  some  letters  written  during  this  excursion,  tl: 
dated,  as  will  be  seen,  the  night  of  his  departure,  at  a  hotel 
named  in  his  honour  in  New  York  : 

To  Miss  SARAH  IRVING. 

Irving  House,  Friday  Evening, 
Sept  29,  1853. 

MY  DEAR  SARAH, — I  hasten  to  inform  you  of  my  well-being,  as  I 
know  you  will  be  anxious.  I  arrived  in  town  safe,  and  proceeded  to 
the  Irving  House,  where  I  asked  for  a  room.  What  party  had  I 
with  me  ?  None.  Had  I  not  my  lady  with  me  ?  No ;  I  was  alone. 
I  saw  my  chance  was  a  bad  one,  and  I  feared  to  be  put  in  a  dungeon, 
as  I  was  on  a  former  occasion.  I  bethought  myself  of  your  advice, 
and,  when  the  book  was  presented,  wrote  my  name  at  full  length — 
from  Sunnyside.  My  dear  Sarah,  I  was  ushered  into  an  apartment 
on  the  first  floor  (second  story),  furnished  with  rosewood,  yellow 
damask,  pier  glasses,  &c. ;  a  sumptuous  bedroom,  with  a  bed  large 
enough  for  an  alderman  and  his  wife ;  a  bathroom  adjoining.  In  a 
word,  I  am  accommodated  completely  en  prince.  The  negro  waiters 
all  call  me  by  name,  and  vie  with  each  other  in  waiting  on  me.  The 
chambermaid  has  been  at  uncommon  pains  to  put  my  rooms  in  first- 
rate  order,  and  if  she  had  been  pretty  I  absolutely  should  have  kissed 
her ;  but  as  she  was  not,  I  shall  reward  her  in  sordid  coin.  Hence- 
forth, I  abjure  all  modesty  with  hotel  keepers,  and  will  get  as  much 
for  my  name  as  it  will  fetch.  Kennedy  calls  it  travelling  on  one's 
capital. 

I  am  at  a  loss  where  to  go  this  evening — the  Crystal  Palace, 
Jullien's,  or  the  Opera.  I  shall  let  you  knosv  before  I  go  to  bed  my 
decision  in  the  matter. 

My  dear  Sarah,  I  have  just  returned.  It  is  near  twelve  o'clock. 
They  have  made  such  a  fire  in  my  sitting-room  that  it  is  roasting  to 
sit  there  ;  and  I  am  sleepy,  so  I  must  be  brief.  I  determined  to  go 
to  the  Opera ;  but  on  the  way,  as  it  was  early,  I  strolled  into  the 
St.  Nicholas  Hotel,  to  take  a  look  at  it.  It  beats  everything  of  the 
hotel  kind  I  have  ever  seen.  I  wandered  up  stairs  and  down  stairs 
and  into  the  ladies'  saloon.  Such  splendour ;  such  extent ;  such 
long  corridors  and  vast  saloons ;  ana  such  crowds  of  well-dressed 
people  and  beautiful  ladies !  In  the  course  of  my  rambles  I  came 
upon  Mr.  Baldwin,  who  is  boarding  there.  He  took  me  all  about  to 
see  the  wonders  of  the  house,  and,  among  other  places,  took  me  into 
the  bridal  chamber,  about  which  so  much  has  been  said.  It  is  very 
ilicent,  but,  I  am  told,  has  never  been  occupied  excepting  by  a 
Californian  prince  and  his  bride. 

On  the  17th  of  October,  a  clay  or  two  after  his  arrival  at 
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the  residence  of  Mr.  Andrew  Kennedy,  near  Harper's  Ferry, 
Mr.  Irving  set  off  with  that  gentleman  and  his  brother,  Mr. 
John  P.  Kennedy,  for  Winchester,  whence  they  extended 
their  excursion  to  Greenway  Court,  once  the  residence  of 
old  Lord  Fairfax,  the  early  patron  of  Washington,  and  an 
occasional  resort  of  the  latter  in  his  youthful  days.  In  the 
following  letter  the  reader  is  furnished  with  an  amusing 
account  of  the  expedition  to  these  historic  points  : 

To  Miss  SARAH  IRVING. 

Cassilis,  Oct.  21,  1853. 

Mr  DEAR  SARAH, — The  expedition  to  "Winchester  and  Greenway 
Court,  in  company  with  Messrs.  John  and  Andrew  Kennedy,  was 
very  pleasant.  We  went  to  Winchester  by  railroad,  and  then  hired 
a  carriage  and  an  old  negro  coachman  to  take  us  to  Greenway  Court, 
once  the  residence  of  old  Lord  Fairfax,  and  a  resort  of  Washington 
in  his  younger  days.  We  set  off  from  Winchester  in  the  afternoon. 
The  distance  to  Greenway  Court  was  said  to  be  about  twelve  miles, 
but  the  roads  so  bad  that  it  would  be  impossible  to  return  to  Win- 
chester the  same  evening.  What  was  to  be  done  ?  Greenway  Court 
was  no  longer  habitable.  There  was  no  good  country  inn  near  at 
hand.  Mr.  Andrew  Kennedy  determined  to  seek  quarters  at  the 
house  of  a  Mr.  Nelson,  who  resided  about  three  miles  from  the  Court, 
and  with  whom  he  was  acquainted.  We  hoped  to  reach  his  house 
before  sunset,  so  as  to  seek  quarters  elsewhere  should  we  fail  to  find 
them  there.  We  had  a  delightful  afternoon  drive,  through  a  fine 
country  diversified  by  noble  forests  in  all  the  glory  of  their  autumnal 
hues.  I  saw  some  of  the  noblest  specimens  of  oaks  1  have  ever  seen 
in  this  country.  The  roads,  in  many  places,  were  very  bad.  We 
travelled  slowly.  The  sun  went  down  in  great  splendour,  and  the 
landscape  soon  began  to  darken.  Our  black  John  knew  nothing  of 
the  situation  either  of  Greenway  Court  or  of  Mr.  Nelson.  We  made 
inquiries  along  the  road,  but  received  replies  which  rather  perplexed 
us.  It  grew  quite  dark  before  we  readied  a  gate,  which,  we  were 
told,  opened  into  Mr.  Nelson's  grounds.  We  drove  across  two  or 
three  broad  fields — opened  as  many  common  country  gates.  Nothing 
had  the  appearance  of  the  approach  to  a  gentleman's  seat.  I  began 
to  feel  dubious.  It  seemed  very  much  of  an  intrusion  for  three  per- 
sons to  drive  up  to  a  gentleman's  house  after  dark,  and  ask  quarters 
for  the  night.  The  Kennedys  laughed  at  my  scruples.  It  was  the 
custom  in  Virginia.  Mr.  Nelson  would  be  glad  to  receive  us. 
"  Perhaps,"  said  I,  "  he  may  not  have  room."  "  Oh,  yes ;  he  has 
lately  enlarged  his  house.  You  will  find  yourself  in  clover."  We 
drove  on.  No  signs  of  a  house.  We  might  have  mistaken  the  road. 
At  length  we  saw  a  light  twinkling  at  a  distance.  It  appeared  to  be 
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from  a  small  house.  More  consultation.  This  might  not  be  Mr. 
Nelson's  ;  or  he  might  not  have  enlarged  his  house.  For  my  part,  I 
was  so  fatigued  that  I  declared  myself  resigned  to  quarters  in  a  barn, 
provided  Mr.  Nelson  would  allow  me  a  little  clean  straw.  The  : 
gradually  wound  up  to  the  house.  As  we  approached,  the  moon, 
rising  above  a  skirt  of  forest  trees,  lit  up  the  scene,  and  we  saw  a 
noble  mansion  crowning  a  rising  ground,  with  grand  portico  and 
columns,  and  wings  surmounted  with  battlements.  We  drove  up  to 
the  door.  A  negro  boy  came  forth,  like  a  dwarf  from  an  enchanted 
castle.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Nelson  were  both  from  home  !  What  was  to 
be  done  ?  It  was  too  late  to  go  wandering  about  the  country  in 
quest  of  other  quarters.  Would  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Nelson  be  home 
soon  ?  Oh,  yes  ;  they  had  gone  to  make  a  visit  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, and  would  be  back  to  tea.  Mr.  Nelson's  mother-in-law  was  in 
the  house ;  that  would  do.  We  alighted ;  entered  a  spacious  hall 
upward  of  twenty  feet  wide,  with  a  beautiful  circular  staircase ;  thence 
into  a  noble  dining-room,  where  the  tea-table  was  set  out,  but  nobody 
present.  After  a  time,  the  mother-in-law  made  her  appearance.  Mr. 
John  Kennedy  was  slightly  acquainted  with  her,  and  introduced  us. 
She  was  very  civil,  ana  by  no  means  disposed  to  set  the  dogs  on  us. 
I  began  to  have  hopes  of  something  better  than  the  barn.  After  a 
time,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Nelson  came  home.  They  accosted  us  in  true 
Virginia  style.  Mr.  Nelson  claimed  some  acquaintance  with  me. 
He  reminded  me  of  his  having  introduced  himself  to  me  three  years 
before,  at  the  Revere  House  in  Boston,  when  I  was  on  there  with 

the  G s,  and  said  he  had  a  prior  acquaintance,  having  been  one 

of  a  committee  of  the  students  at  the  University  of  Cbarlottesville, 
who,  about  twenty  years  since,  waited  on  me  at  the  hotel  to  invite 
me  to  accept  a  public  dinner. 

In  a  word,  we  were  made  at  once  to  feel  ourselves  at  home ;  invited 
to  pass  several  days  there.  Mr.  Nelson  would  take  us  all  about  the 
country,  and  make  us  acquainted  with  all  his  neighbours. 

We  had  glorious  quarters  that  night.  The  next  day  Mr.  Nelson 
took  us  to  Greenway  Court.  Had  a  large  party  of  the  neighbouring 
gentlemen  to  meet  us  at  dinner ;  ;uid  it  was  with  great  difficulty  we 
got  away  in  time  to  return  in  the  evening  to  Winchester. 

So  much  for  my  expedition  to  Greeuway  Court. 

To-morrow  I  set  off,  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Kennedy,  on  our  return 
to  Ellicott's  Mills,  and,  in  the  beginning  of  next  week,  shall  take  my 
departure  for  New  York,  to  be  at  my  post  at  the  Astor  Library  ou 
Wednesday. 

The  following  is  an  extract  from  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Kennedy, 
written  after  his  return  home  : 

How  comes  on  the  "  house  that  Jack  built " — or  is  to  build  ?  I 
envy  Kennedy  the  job  of  building  that  tower,  if  he  has  half  the  relish 
that  I  have  for  castle  building — air  castles,  or  any  other.  I  should 
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like  nothing  better  than  to  have  plenty  of  money  to  squander  on 
stone  and  mortar,  and  to  build  chateaux  along  the  beautiful  Patapsco 
with  the  noble  stone  which  abounds  there ;  but  I  would  first  blow  up 
all  the  cotton  mills  (your  father's  among  the  number),  and  make 
picturesque  ruins  of  them  ;  and  I  would  utterly  destroy  the  railroad ; 
and  all  the  cotton  lords  should  live  in  baronial  castles  on  the  cliffs, 
and  the  cotton  spinners  should  be  virtuous  peasantry  of  both  sexes, 
in  silk  skirts  and  small  clothes  and  straw  hats,  with  long  ribands, 
and  should  do  nothing  but  sing  songs  and  choruses,  and  dance  on  the 
margin  of  the  river. 

Of  late,  I  have  gratified  my  building  propensity  in  a  small  way,  by 
putting  up  a  cottage  for  my  gardener  and  his  handsome  wife,  and 
have  indulged  in  other  unprofitable  improvements  incident  to  a  gentle- 
man cultivator.  A  pretty  country  retreat  is  like  a  pretty  wife— one 
is  always  throwing  away  money  in  decorating  it.  Fortunately,  I 
have  but  one  of  those  two  drains  to  the  purse,  and  so  do  not  repine. 

I  see  you  are  again  throwing  out  lures  to  tempt  me  back  to  Balti- 
more, and  sending  me  messages  from  M D and  dear  little 

"  Lu ;"  and  I  have  a  letter  from  Mr.  Andrew  Kennedy,  inviting  me  to 
come  to  Cassilis  and  the  Shenandoah,  when  I  am  tired  of  the  Hudson. 
Ah,  me !  I  am  but  mortal  man,  and  but  too  easily  tempted ;  and  I 
begin  to  think  you  have  been  giving  me  love  powders  among  you — I 
feel  such  a  hankering  toward  the  South.  But  be  firm,  my  heart !  I 
have  four  blessed  nieces  at  home  hanging  about  my  neck,  and  several 
others  visiting  me,  and  holding  me  by  the  skirts.  How  can  I  tear 
myself  from  them  ?  Domestic  affection  forbids  it ! 


CHAPTER  LXXXVI. 

Extract  from  Letter  to  Mrs.  Kennedy — No  Desire  to  Travel  with  Political 
Notorieties  —  Extract  from  Letter  to  Mrs.  Sanders  Irving — His  old 
Dancing-school  Days— A  Breakfast  at  John  Duer's — The  name  of  Dear- 
man  changed  to  Irvington — Contributions  to  the  Knickerbocker  Gallery 
— To  Mrs.  Kirkland — Letter  to  John  P.  Kenned}- — Visit  to  Idlewild— 
The  Home  Journal's  Account  of  Conversation  about  Moore — Letters  to 
John  P.  Kennedy — Letter  to  JVIrs.  Storrow — European  Eemiuiscences. 

THE  following  letter  was  addressed  to  Mrs.  Kennedy,  just 
as  her  husband  was  about  to  start  on  a  Southern  tour  with 
Mr.  Fillmore,  the  late  President,  which  was  to  have  taken 
place  the  previous  spring,  but  was  prevented  by  the  death  of 
Mrs.  Fillmore.  Mr.  Kennedy  had  intimated  a  wish  that 
Mr.  Irving  should  accompany  them  ;  "  but  I  have  no  incli- 
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nation."  he  writes,  "  to  travel  with  political  notorieties,  to  be 
smothered  by  the  clouds  of  party  dust  whirled  up  by  their 
chariot  wheels,  and  beset  by  the  speech-makers  and  little 
great  men  and  bores  of  every  community  who  might  consider 
Mr.  Fillmore  a  candidate  for  another  presidential  term." 
"Douce  Davie,"  mentioned  in  the  letter,  was  the  name  of  a 
horse  his  correspondent  used  to  ride,  and  which  he  had  often 
mounted  at  Ellicott's  Mills : 

Sunnyside,  Feb.  21,  1854. 

MY  DEAR  MRS.  KENNEDY, — I  met  Mr.  Meredith  in  town  on  Satur- 
day last,  and  lie  told  me  that  Kennedy  had  been  unwell.  If  it  is  that 
affection  of  the  head  of  which  he  complained  last  year,  tell  him  I  have 
found,  in  my  own  case,  great  relief  from  homoeopathy,  to  which  I  had 
recourse  almost  accidentally,  for  I  am  rather  slow  at  adopting  new 
theories.  I  can  now  apply  myself  to  literary  occupation  day  after 
day  for  several  hours  at  a  time,  without  any  recurrence  of  the  symp- 
toms that  troubled  me.  In  fact,  my  head  seems  to  be  as  hard  as 
ever  it  was — though  perhaps  somewhat  heavier. 

You  tell  me  Kennedy  is  about  to  set  off  with  Mr.  Fillmore  on  his 
Southern  tour,  and  would  like  to  have  me  for  a  companion.  Heaven 
preserve  me  from  any  tour  of  the  kind  !  To  have  to  cope  at  every  turn 
with  the  host  of  bores  of  all  kinds  that  beset  the  paths  of  political 
notorieties  !  To  have  to  listen  to  the  speeches  that  would  be  made,  at 
dinners  and  other  occasions,  to  Mr.  Fillmore  and  himself;  and  to  the 
speeches  that  Mr.  Fillmore  and  he  would  make  in  return  !  Has  he 
not  found  out,  by  this  time,  how  very  borable  I  am  ?  Has  he  not 
seen  me  skulk  from  bar-rooms,  and  other  gathering-places,  where 
he  was  making  political  capital  among  the  million  ?  Has  he  forgotten 
how,  last  summer,  a  crew  of  blatant  firemen,  whose  brass  trumpets 
gave  him  so  much  delight,  absolutely  drove  me  into  the  wilderness  ? 
No,  no.  I  am  ready  at  any  time  to  clatter  off  on  Douce  Davie  into 
the  woods,  with  the  Gentle  Horseshoe,  or  to  scale  the  Alleghanies 
with  him  (barring  watering-places) ;  but  as  to  a  political  tour,  1  would 
as  lief  go  campaigning  with  Hudibras  or  Don  Quixote. 

You  ask  me  how  I  have  passed  my  time  this  winter.  Very  much 
at  home — dropping  into  town  occasionally  to  pass  a  few  hours  at  the 
Astor  Library,  but  returning  home  in  the  evening.  I  have  been  but 
once  or  twice  at  the  Opera,  and  to  none  of  Jullien's  concerts.  Still 
my  time  has  passed  pleasantly  in  constant  occupation ;  though  I 
begin  to  think  that  I  often  toil  to  very  little  purpose,  excepting  to 
keep  off  ennui,  and  give  a  zest  to  relaxation.  *  *  * 

The  letter  which  follows,  was  written  on  his  seventy-first 
birthday,  to  the  wife  of  a  nephew  rather  delicate  in  health, 
and  a  great  favourite,  who  had  been  for  some  time  boused  at 
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Sunnyside,  and  was  now  "  roughing  it  about  the  world."  It 
was  in  reply  to  a  letter  from  Montgomery,  Ala.,  in  which 
she  gave  an  account  of  her  pilgrimages  : 

To  MRS.  SANDERS  IRVING. 

Sunnyside,  April  3,  1854. 

MY  BEAK  JULIA, — Sarah  has  engaged  that  I  shall  write  a  postscript 
to  her  letter ;  but  I  am  in  a  sad  state  of  incompetency  to  do  it.  My 
faculties  seem  benumbed,  probably  from  the  long  spell  of  dismal 
wintry  weather  that  we  have  enjoyed  for  the  last  fortnight.  It  is 
quite  tantalising  to  read  your  account  of  your  roses  and  rhododen- 
drons, and  the  budding  and  blossoming  of  spring  in  the  "sweet 
south  country  "  through  which  you  have  oeen  pilgrimaging.  I  should 
have  liked  to  be  with  you  in  your  voyage  up  the  Tennessee.  I  begin 
to  long  for  a  wild,  unhackneyed  river,  unimproved  by  cultivation,  and 
unburdened  by  commerce. 

To-day  is  my  seventy-first  birthday,  and  opens  with  a  serene,  sunny, 
beautiful  morning.  *  *  * 

I  have  wished  a  thousand  times,  my  dear  Julia,  since  your  departure, 
that  you  were  with  me,  making  your  home  under  my  roof,  as  you  do 
in  my  heart;  and  I  never  wished  it  more  strongly  than  at  this 
moment.  Ijfeel  very  much  this  long  separation,  and  grieve  that  it  is 
likely  to  be  so  much  prolonged,  and  that  you  are  moving  to  farther 
and  farther  distances  from  me.  I  wish  S could  have  some  em- 
ployment near  at  hand,  so  that  you  could  take  up  your  abode  with  me 
entirely. 

In  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Irving,  then  on  a  visit  with  me  to 
North  Carolina,  dated  April  6th,  after  giving  some  account 
of  his  dissipations  during  a  week's  sojourn  in  town,  he  writes : 

Another  of  my  dissipations  was  an  evening  at  the  dancing-school, 
where  I  was  very  much  pleased  and  amused.  I  met  your  friend  Mrs. 

M there,  whom  I  found  very  agreeable,  and  who  made  me 

acquainted  with  her  bright  little  daughter.  The  scene  brought  my 
old  dancing-school  days  back  again,  and  I  felt  very  much  like  cutting 
a  pigeon  wing  and  showing  the  young  folks  how  we  all  footed  it  in 
days  of  yore,  about  the  time  that  David  danced  before  the  ark. 

The  next  morning,  where  should  I  breakfast  but  at  Judge  Duer's  ! 
It  was  to  meet  Mr.  Lawrence,  the  English  portrait-painter,  who  has 
come  out  with  letters  from  Thackeray,  and  I  don't  know  who  all,  and 
is  painting  all  the  head  people  (some  of  whom  have  no  heads)  in  town. 
It  was  a  very  agreeable  breakfast  party,  three  or  four  gentlemen 
besides  Mr.  Lawrence  and  myself;  but  what  made  it  especially 

agreeable  was  the  presence  of  two  of  the  Miss .  My  dear 

H ,  I  was  delighted  with  them— so  bright,  so  easy,  so  lady-like, 
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so  intelligent !     H has  one  of  the  finest,  most  spiritual  faces  I 

have  seen  for  a  long  time.  Why,  in  Heaven's  name,  have  I  not  seen 
more  of  these  women?  We  have  very  few  like  them  in  New  York. 
However,  I  see  you  are  beginning  to  laugh,  so  I  will  say  no  more  on 
the  subject. 

In  April,  he  receives  a  note  from  a  neighbour,  informing 
him  that  the  Postmaster-General  "  acceded  to  the  wishes  of 
all  the  inhabitants  of  Dearman,  save  himself,  to  have  the 
name  of  Dearman  changed  to  Irvington."  Dearman  was  the 
original  name  of  the  village  and  railroad  station  a  few  hun- 
dred yards  south  of  Sunnyside.  It  was  known  thereafter  as 
Irvington. 

May  30th,  he  is  "  on  a  two-days'  visit  at  the  old  bachelor 
nest  of  his  friend  Mr.  Gouverneur  Kemble,  in  the  very  heart 
of  the  Highlands,  witli  magnificent  scenery  all  around  him  ; 
mountains  clothed  witli  forests  to  their  very  summit,  and 
the  noble  Hudson  moving  along  quietly  and  majestically  at 
their  feet." 

June  16th,  Mr.  Hueston  writes  him  for  a  contribution  to 
the  Knickerbocker  Gallery,  a  complimentary  tribute  to  Louis 
Gaylord  Clark,  for  twenty  years  editor  of  the  "  Knickerbocker 
Magazine,"  and  trusts  he  will  be  able  to  furnish  it  by  the  1st 
of  July.  On  the  21st  of  the  same  month,  Mrs.  C.  M.  Kirk- 
land  throws  herself  on  his  gallantry  for  a  ten-line  scrap — 
the  sweeping  of  his  portfolio — that  might  be  read  aloud  at  a 
literary  and  musical  festival  that  had  been  devised  at  Mil- 
waukie,  as  a  means  to  raise  300  dollars  toward  an  institu- 
tion for  the  education  of  young  women  at  the  West.  After 
being  read  aloud,  the  article  was  to  be  sold  to  the  highesb 
bidder.  Both  requests  were  complied  with,  and  articles  sent. 

June  29th,  he  writes  to  Kennedy,  with  "  a  head  confused 
and  almost  stupefied  with  catarrh  ;"  that  this  had  "  been 
rather  an  unfortunate  season  with  him,  having  had  two 
returns  of  his  old  complaint,  chills  and  fever;  the  last  just 
as  he  was  on  the  way  to  attend  a  wedding  of  a  grandniece, 
at  which  all  the  ten  tribes  of  the  family  were  assembled." 

In  the  following  letter  we  have  an  account,  among  other 
things,  of  a  visit  to  Idlewild,  the  home  of  N.  P.  Willis : 

To  MB.  J.  P.  KENNEDY. 

Sunnyside,  Aug.  31,  1854. 
MY  DEAR  KENNEDY,— Wherever  this  letter  linds  you,  whether  in 
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your  tower  on  the  banks  of  the  Patapsco,  at  your  brother's  in  the 
Shenandoah  Valley,  or  with  that  rare  old  cavalier,  your  uncle 
Pendleton,  in  his  favourite  resort,  the  cool  hollow  of  Berkeley 
Springs,  may  it  find  you  in  the  enjoyment  of  good  health  and  good 
spirits. 

I  am  concerned  to  learn  that  Mr.  Gray's  health  has  been  feeble  of 
late,  and  that  he  has  had  days  of  suffering  and  "  nights  of  prolonged 
nervous  distress."  Your  account  of  his  firm  presentiment  that  he 
was  to  close  his  earthly  career  on  his  birthday,  the  16th  of  last  July, 
of  his  business  arrangements  for  the  event,  and  the  calm  serenity 
with  which  he  awaited  it,  is  really  touching  and  beautiful.  It  only 
proved  how  truly  worthy  he  is  of  length  of  days ;  for  none  is  so  fitted  to 
live  as  he  who  is  well  prepared  to  die.  God  send  him  many  more  years, 
with  a  body  as  free  from  pain  as  his  mind  is  from  evil  or  his  heart 
from  unkindness.  He  has  everything  that  should  accompany  old  age, 

As  honour,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  friends ; 

and  he  is  an  instance  how  lovable  old  age  may  render  itself. 

I  lately  made  a  day's  excursion  up  the  Hudson,  in  company  with 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  M G and  two  or  three  others,  to  visit  Willis 

in  his  poetical  retreat  of  Idlewild.  It  is  really  a  beautiful  place,  the 
site  is  well  chosen,  commanding  noble  and  romantic  scenery ;  the 
house  commodious  and  picturesque,  and  furnished  with  much  taste. 
In  a  word,  it  is  just  such  a  retreat  as  a  poet  would  desire.  I  never 
saw  Willis  to  such  advantage  as  on  this  occasion.  Willis  talks  and 
writes  much  about  his  ill  health,  and  is  really  troubled  with  an 
ugly  cough;  but  I  do  not  think  his  lungs  are  seriously  affected, 
and  I  think  it  is  likely  he  "will  be  like  a  cracked  pitcher,  which  lasts 
the  longer  for  having  a  flaw  in  it,  being  so  much  the  more  taken 
care  of. 

I  have  been  passing  the  summer  entirely  at  home,  determined  not 
to  travel  any  more  in  hot  weather.  I  have  had  no  return  of  the  chills 
and  fever,  that  paid  me  a  slight  visit  early  in  June,  and  am  now  in 
fair  health  for  such  a  green  old  gentleman.  I  wish  I  had  Douce 
Davie  here  to  mount  occasionally,  for  Gentleman  Dick  is  in  such 
disgrace  that  my  womankind  will  not  hear  of  my  mounting  him  any 
more.  The  last  time  I  did  so  he  took  a  start  from  hearing  a  young 
horse  in  a  pasture  galloping  alongside  of  the  fence,  and,  fancying  it 
to  be  a  challenge  to  a  race,  set  off  venire  a  terre,  and  gave  me  a  run 
of  nearly  three  miles  before  I  could  bring  him  to  a  stop.  Fortunately, 
I  had  a  fair  road ;  everybody  and  everything  turned  aside  and  made 
way  for  me ;  and  Dick  showed  such  speed  and  bottom,  that  I  am 
thinking  of  entering  him  for  the  cup  at  the  next  races. 

God  bless  you,  my  dear  Kennedy. 

Yours  very  faithfully, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 
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It  was  nine  months  before  he  again  mounted  the  back  of 

Gentleman  Dick  ;  and  the  C'IJIH  strian  mischance  that  then 

1  him  will  be  told  in  its  place.     I  introduce,  now,  Mr. 

"Willis's  account  of  a  conversation  with  him  about  Moore, 

the  poet,  which  took  place  on  his  late  visit  to  Idlewild: 

We  chanced  to  be  present,  the  other  day,  when  Washington  Irving 
took  up  the  defence  of  the  memory  of  Tom  Moore.  So  noteworthy 
an  outpouring,  as  it.  was,  of  a  generous  and  genial  nature — properly 
eloquent  in  defence  of  the  friend  with  whom  lie  had  exchanged  cor- 
dialities, and  over  whose  grave  he  would  not,  therefore,  see  an  ill 
weed  grow  unpluckcd — we  wished,  at  the  time,  that  the  summer 
wind  would  play  reporter,  and  tell  the  whole  world  of  it.  The  sub- 
ject was  started  by  Irving's  being  rallied  on  having  been  such  a 
Bnunincl,  while  in  London,  as  to  serve  Moore  for  a  model  in  dress ; 
as  appeared  by  a  passage  in  one  of  his  letters,  giving  directions  to  his 
publisher  to  look  up  Irving's  tailor  to  make  him  a  coat. 

"  Ah,"  said  Geoffrey,  with  one  of  his  genial  lightings-up  of  the 
face  still  handsome,  "  that  was  owing  to  the  mere  chance  of  Moore's 
having  been  with  me,  one  morning,  when  I  went  into  Nugee's.  And 
I  have  often  thought  of  it  since,  by  the  way,  as  a  curious  instance  of 
the  bringing  together  of  opposite  classes  in  England.  We  were  stroll- 
ing down  St.  James-street,  and  Moore  just  stepped  in  with  me  while 
I  ordered  a  coat.  Seeing  that  Nugee  did  not  know  him,  I  stepped 
between  the  two,  and  said,  '  Really,  gentlemen,  two  such  very  dis- 
tinguished men  ought  to  know  each  other  !  Mr.  Nugee,  this  is  Mr. 
Thomas  Moore;  Mr.  Moore,  Mr.  Nugee  !'  Upon  which  Nugee,  who 
was  worth  one  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  pounds  at  least,  came 
forward,  bowing  almost  to  the  ground  in  his  excessive  humility,  and 
could  not  find  words  enough  to  express  his  sense  of  the  honour  of 
such  an  introduction.*  lie  was  delighted  with  it,  too,  and  thanked 

*  In  Moore's  Diary  occurs  the  following  passage,  relating  to  this  circum- 
stance :  "  Nugee  called  with  the  first  sketch  of  my  coat  to  try  it  on.  Said 
he  would  dress  me  better  than  ever  I  was  dressed  in  my  life.  '  There's  not 
much  of  you,  sir,'  he  said,  '  and  therefore  my  object  must  be  to  make  the 
most  I  can  of  you.'  Quite  a  jewel  of  a  mata,  this  Nugee.  Have  gone  to 
him  in  consequence  of  my  former  tailor  being  bankrupt." 

To  this  note  I  take  leave  to  add  a  little  further  information.  Mr.  Xugee, 
who  was  an  Hibernian  by  birth,  but  of  French  extraction,  was  the  pioneer 
of  his  own  fortune  (nearer  half  a  million  than  any  less  sum),  and  rose  by 
energy  and  tact  from  the  humblest  position  to  be  an  extensive  freeholder 
in  London  and  Brighton.  At  the  time  here  alluded  to  he  had  recently  pur- 
chased and  tilted  up  Hanover  Lodge,  a  splendid  mansion  standing  in  its 
own  grounds  in  the  Regent's  I'arU,  which  lie  afterwards  sold  to  Lord  Dun- 
donald  (then  Lord  Coehrane),  together  with  all  its  furniture  and  pictures. 
I  remember  meeting  Moore  at  lunch  here  one  fine  Sunday  soon  after  his 
introduction,  when  i>*  made  him~e.lt'  very  agreeable  to  the  ladies  at  table, 
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me  warmly  for  it  afterward.  '  Good  creature  !'  be  said  of  Moore ; 
'good  creature!' — using  the  phrase  very  popular  in  London,  at  that 
time,  to  express  great  admiration.  Yes,"  continued  Irving,  musingly, 
"  there  was  that  tailor,  worth  a  magnificent  fortune,  and  lie  would 
come  to  your  lodgings  with  the  coat  he  had  made,  to  try  it  on !  I 
remember  his  flattering  way  of  looking  at  me,  and  expressing  his  in- 
terest when  I  called  upon  him,  on  my  return  from  the  Continent,  to 
order  something.  'Not  looking  quite  so  well,  my  dear  sir;  not 
quite  so  well !  Take  care  of  yourself,  dear  Mr.  Irving ;  pray  take 
care  of  yourself !  We  can't  spare  you  yet.' 

"But  they  do  Moore  the  greatest  injustice  in  denying  him  a  sincere 
affection  for  his  wife.  He  really  loved  her,  and  was  proud  of  her.  I 
know  it,"  continued  Irving,  very  emphatically.  "  When  we  were  in 
Paris  together,  I  used  to  go  out  and  breakfast  with  him  ;  and  most 
delightful  those  breakfasts  were.  And  I  remember  being  with  Moore 
when  his  friends  Lord  and  Lady  Holland  had  just  arrived ;  and  Lady 
Holland  told  Tom  they  were  coming  out  the  next  day  to  breakfast, 
and  she  wished  particularly  to  see  little  Bessy.  '  They  shall  have  the 
breakfast,'  said  his  wife,  when  he  told  her,  '  but  they  won't  see  little 
Bessy  !'  She  said  it  very  archly,  butwith  the  positiveness  of  an  habitual 
independence,  for  she  would  not  be  patronised  by  great  folks  !  Moore 
admired  this,  though  he  used  to  say  it  was  quite  beyond  what  he  was 
capable  of  himself.  But  she  did  yield  to  him  occasionally,  and  go 
out  with  him  to  parties — once,  particularly,  exciting  her  husband's 
greatest  admiration  by  the  way  her  quiet  and  self-possessed  manner 

completely  baffled  the  condescension  of  Lady  L .  Her  ladyship 

had  intended  to  be  excessively  cordial ;  but  the  simple  way  in  which 
'  little  Bessy'  took  it  as  a  matter  of  course,  turned  the  balance  of 
dignity  altogether.  Moore  spoke  of  it  delightedly  afterward.  Oh, 
they  have  cruelly  misrepresented  that  man !  He  was  an  honourable 
high-minded  felfow,  and,  in  some  trying  money  matters  particularly, 
he  showed  the  greatest  disinterestedness  and  liberality.  He  has  been 
shamefully  wronged  since  his  death." 

Thus  vindicatorily  of  his  friend  spoke  the  just  and  kind  Geoffrey 
Crayon  a  day  or  two  since ;  and  we  are  glad  to  record  it  while  the 
dark  wing  of  the  poet's  renown  is  uppermost.  For,  says  Milton, — 

Fame  has  two  wings — one  black,  the  other  white ; 
She  waves  them  both  in  her  unequal  flight. 

To  Mrs.  Kennedy  he  writes,  from  Sunnyside,  August 
31st: 

and  was  full  of  lively  sallies.  I  should,  perhaps,  not  have  remembered  the 
circumstance  quite  so  vividly  but  that  he  complimented  me  upon  some 
verses  I  had  written  in  Miss  Nugee's  album,  pronouncing  them  the  best  he 
had  ever  seen  of  the  kind. — II.  G.  Bonx 
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You  ask  me  whether  the  homoeopathies  still  keep  me  quite  well.  I 
really  begin  to  have  great  faith  in  them.  The  complaint  of  the  head 
especially,  which  troubled  me  last  year  and  obliged  me  to  throw  by 
my  pen,  lias  been  completely  vanquished  by  them,  so  that  I  have 
fagged  with  it  as  closely  as  ever. 

My  nephew,  P.  M.  I.,  is  about  to  build  a  cottage  in  my  immediate 
vicinity,  I  having  given  him  a  site  for  the  purpose,  one  of  my  fields, 
which  lies  on  the  south  side  of  the  lane  leading  down  to  my  dwelling. 

To  JOHN  P.  KENNEDY. 

Sunnyside,  Oct.  5,  185-1. 

MY  DEAII  KENNEDY, — Your  letter  has  remained  too  long  un- 
answered ;  but  I  find  it  impossible  to  be  regular  and  prompt  in 
correspondence,  though  with  the  best  intentions  and  conetant  efforts 
to  that  effect.  I  condole  with  you  sincerely  on  the  loss  of  your 
mother,  for,  from  my  own  experience,  it  is  one  of  the  losses  which 
sink  deepest  in  the  heart.  It  is  upward  of  thirty  years  since  I  lost 
mine,  then  at  an  advanced  age ;  yet  I  dream  of  her  to  this  day,  and 
wake  up  with  tears  on  my  cheeks.  I  think  the  advanced  age  at 
\vhich  she  died  endears  her  memory  to  me,  and  gives  more  tenderness 
and  sadness  to  the  recollection  of  her.  Yet,  after  all,  a  calm  and 
painless  death,  closing  a  long  and  well-spent  life,  is  not  a  thing  in  it- 
self to  be  lamented ;  and,  from  your  own  account,  your  mother's  life 
was  happy  to  the  end ;  for  she  was,  you  say,  "  well  conditioned  in 
mind  and  body,"  and  one  of  her  last  employments  was  to  perform  for 
her  grandchildren  on  the  piano.  *  *  *  What  a  blessing  it  is  to  have 
this  feeling  for  music,  which  attended  your  mother  to  the  last !  It 
is  indeed  a  sweetener  of  life,  and  a  fountain  of  youth  for  old  age  to 
bathe  in  and  refresh  itself. 

To  MR.  J.  P.  KENNEDY. 

Sunnyside,  Nov.  22,  1854. 

MY  DEAR  KENNEDY, — Your  last  letter  was  in  cheerful  contrast  to 
those  which  preceded  it.  I  had  heard,  in  a  circuitous  way,  of  Mrs. 
Kennedy's  illness,  and  was  about  to  write  to  you  on  the  subject, 
when  I  received  from  you  the  intelligence  that  she  had  routed  the 
enemy;  was  "gathering  strength  with  her  accustomed  energy  of 
action;"  walked,  rode,  and  ate  with  a  determination  to  be  as  well  as 
ever  ;  and  that  you  hope  she  would  even  be  better  than  ever.  I  re- 
joice in  your  bulletin,  and  trust  that  she  and  her  allies,  the  doctor 
ami  quinine,  will  be  more  prompt  and  complete  in  their  triumph 
than  the  allied  powers  in  the  Crimea,  with  whom  you  have  compared 
them. 
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I  am  glad  to  find  also,  that  Mr.  Gray  continues  to  falsify  his  pre- 
dictions, and  to  grow  fat  and  hearty  in  spite  of  himself.  T  trust  na- 
ture will  continue  to  make  him  a  false  prophet  in  this  respect ;  she 
is  very  apt  to  surprise  valetudinarians  with  a  latent  fund  of  longevity 
of  which  they  had  no  conception.  I  think,  if  he  were  to  take  a  jaunt 
to  New  York  and  hear  Grisi  and  Mario  through  their  principal  cha- 
racters, it  would  be  like  a  dip  in  the  fountain  of  youth  to  him. 

I  have  had  some  delicious  treats  since  their  arrival  in  New  York. 
I  think  Grisi's  singing  and  acting  would  be  just  to  Mr.  Gray's  taste. 
There  is  a  freshness  and  beauty  about  her,  in  voice  and  person,  that 
seem  to  bid  defiance  to  time.  I  wish  Mr.  Gray  could  see  her  in 
Semiramide,  and  in  Rosiua  (Barber  of  Seville),  which  exhibit  her 
powers  in  the  grand  and  the  comic.  I  had  always  seen  her  in  the 
former,  and  considered  her  a  magnificent  being.  It  was  only  lately,  on 
my  last  visit  to  town,  that  I  saw  her  in  comedy,  when  she  played 
Hosina  twice,  and  surprised  me  by  the  truthfulness  with  which  she 
could  assume  the  girl,  and  the  unforced  whim  and  humour  with  which 
she  could  illustrate  all  her  caprices.  But,  to  perceive  her  thorough 
excellence  in  this  part,  one  must  be  able  to  discern  every  play  of  her 
countenance,  and  especially  of  her  eye.  Her  acting,  like  all  great 
achievements  of  art,  is  worthy  of  especial  examination.  It  is  a  per- 
fect study.  Like  all  great  achievements  of  art,  it  is  delightful  from 
its  simplicity. 

The  Semiramide  and  the  Barber  of  Seville,  as  now  performed  in 
New  York,  are  worthy  of  a  winter's  journey  from  Baltimore. 

Just  before  I  left  town  there  was  a  semi-centennial  anniversary  of 
the  New  York  Historical  Society.  Indeed,  I  stayed  in  town  to  be 
present  at  it ;  but,  when  the  time  arrived,  my  incorrigible  propensity 
to  flinch  from  all  public  ceremonials  and  festivals  came  over  me.  I 
mingled  in  the  crowd,  and  heard  Bancroft's  erudite  address  from  the 
"  auditorium,"  but  kept  clear  of  the  banquet  which  took  place  after- 
ward. Among  the  dignitaries  and  invited  guests  on  the  stage,  I  saw 
our  friend  Winthrop,  who,  I  find  by  the  papers,  made  an  eloquent 
speech  at  the  banquet.  This  I  regret  not  to  have  heard.  I  have 
never  heard  him  speak  in  public,  but  have  heard  much  of  his  talent 
for  public  speaking ;  and  I  think,  from  what  I  have  seen  of  him,  he 
would  be  apt  to  acquit  himself  well  and  gracefully. 

With  affectionate  remembrances  to  Mr.  G ,  Miss  G ,  and 

your  (much)  better  half, 

Yours,  my  dear  Kennedy,  very  truly, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

To  MBS.  STORROW,  at  Paris. 

Sunnyside,  Nov.  23,  1854. 
MY  DEAII  SARAH,— Your  last  letter  has  taken  me  over  many  scenes 
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of  former  travel,  and  brought  up  delightful  recollections.  Switzer- 
land, the  Khine,  and  the  southern  parts  of  Germany  bordering  on 
the  Tyrol,  with  the  quaint  old  towns  and  cities,  Baden- Baden,  Stras- 
burg,  Ulm,  Augsburg,  Salzburg,  &c.  &c.  Did  you,  when  at  Baden- 
Baden,  visit  those  awful  chambers,  or  dungeons,  under  the  old  castle, 
one  of  the  seats  of  the  "  Vehm  Gericht,"  or  Secret  Tribunal — that 
mysterious  and  tremendous  association  that  once  held  such  sway 
over  Germany  ?  I  do  not  know  whether  they  are  generally  shown  to 
strangers  ;  hut,  having  read  a  great  deal  on  the  subject  of  that  secret 
institution,  I  sought  them  out  and  visited  them  with  thrilling  interest. 
You  say  you  found  my  name  written  in  the  visitors'  book  at  Augsburg, 
thirty-two  years  since.  Had  there  been  a  visitors'  book  at  Zurich 
of  sufficiently  ancient  date,  you  might  have  met  my  name  written 
there  forty-nine  years  since,  as  I  made  a  visit  to  it  in  1805,  in 
the  course  of  my  first  European  tour ;  and  well  do  I  recollect  how 
much  I  was  charmed  with  it,  and  how  willingly  I  would  have  lingered 
there. 

You  do  not  say  whether,  when  at  Salzburg,  you  visited  the  famous 
salt-mine,  and  made  a  subterranean  excursion.  I  presume  you  did 
not,  as  you  would  have  found  it  rather  "  awsome,"  as  the  Scotch  say, 
though  1  was  very  much  interested  by  it.  Salzburg  and  its  vicinity 
struck  me  as  a  very  region  for  legendary  romance.  I  presume  you 
recollect  the  Untersburg,  or  Wauderburg,  a  few  miles  from  Salzburg  ; 
within  which,  according  to  popular  tale,  the  Emperor  Charles  sits  in 
state,  with  golden  crown  on  his  head  and  sceptre  in  his  hand.  In 
the  interior  of  the  same  mountain  are  palaces  and  churches,  and  con- 
vents and  gardens,  and  untold  treasures,  guarded  by  dwarfs,  who 
sometimes  wander,  at  midnight,  into  Salzburg,  to  say  their  prayers  in 
the  cathedral.  No  doubt  Kate  has  come  across  all  this  in  the  course 
of  her  German  studies,  and  was  able  to  put  you  on  the  track 
of  these  wonders.  Before  the  breaking  out  of  any  war,  the 
Emperor  Charles  issues  out  of  the.  mountain  with  all  his  array,  and 
marches  round  it  with  great  blast  and  bray  of  trumpet,  and  then 
returns  into  his  subterranean  palace.  I  wish  you  could  have  seen  a 
procession  of  the  kind.  It  would  have  surpassed  all  the  state  of  the 
mongrel  emperors  and  empresses  in  whom  you  delight. 

Give  my  love  to  the  princesses,  who,  I  understand,  are  growing  in 
grace  as  in  years.  You  are  devoting  yourself  to  their  education.  Do 
not  attempt  to  make  remarkable  women  of  them.  Let  them  acquire 
those  accomplishments  which  enliven  and  sweeten  home,  but  do  not 
seek  to  fit  them  to  shine  in  fashionable  society.  Keep  them  as 
natural,  simple,  and  unpretending  as  possible ;  cultivate  in  them 
noble  and  elevated  sentiments,  and,  above  all,  the  feeling  of  venera- 
tion, so  apt  to  be  deadened,  if  not  lost,  in  the  gay,  sensuous  world  by 
which  they  are  surrounded.  They  live  in  the  midst  of  spectacle ; 
everything  around  them  is  addressed  to  the  senses.  The  society 
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with  which  they  mingle  is  all  of  a  transient  kind — travelling  Ameri- 
cans, reckless  seekers  after  novelty  and  excitement.  All  this  you 
must  bear  in  mind,  and  counteract  as  much  as  possible,  by  nurtur- 
ing home  feelings  and  affections,  habits  of  thought  and  quiet  de- 
votion, and  a  reverence  for  grand  and  noble  and  solemn  and  sacred 
things. 

Give  my  kindest  remembrances  to  your  husband,  and  believe  me, 
my  dear  Sarah,  ever  your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IKVING. 


CHAPTER  LXXXVII. 

A  New- Year  Salutation — Publication  of  Wolfert's  Roost — Extract  from 
some  of  the  Notices  —  Anecdote  respecting  Mountjoy  —  Publication  of 
Vol.  I.  of  the  Life  of  Washington — An  equestrian  Overthrow — Letter  to 
John  P.  Kennedy — Letter  from  Bancroft  on  Receipt  of  Vol.  I.  of  Life  of 
Washington — Determines  to  complete  the  Work — Passage  from  Letter 
to  Mrs.  Storrow — Impatient  to  get  Vol.  II.  ready  for  the  Press — Reply 
to  Invitation  from  Moses  Thomas — Letter  to  James  K.  Paulding. 

THE  New  Tear  finds  Mr.  Irving  again  at  Cassilis,  in  the 
valley  of  the  Shenandoah,  where  he  had  gone  to  attend  a 
wedding  of  a  niece  of  Mr.  Kennedy.  A  letter  to  one  of  the 
inmates  of  his  little  home,  dated  January  1st,  opens  with 
this  characteristic  salutation  from  the  country  seat  where  the 
nuptials  were  to  be  celebrated :  "  My  dear  Kate,  a  happy 
New  Tear  to  you,  and  all  the  family.  So  there,  I've  caught 
you  all." 

There  was  generally  a  strife,  at  Sunnyside,  who  should  be 
first  to  bid  "  Happy  New  Tear." 

Soon  after  his  return,  the  volume  entitled  "  Wolfert's 
Roost,"  was  issued  from  the  press.  This  work  derives  its 
title  from  what  was  the  first  name  given  by  the  author  to  his 
residence  of  Sunnyside — the  "  Roost  (or  Best)  of  Wolfert 
Acker,"  "  one  of  the  privy  councillors  of  the  renowned  Peter 
Stuyvesant,"  who  retreated  to  this  "quiet  and  sheltered 
nook"  after  the  subjugation  of  New  Amsterdam  by  the 
English.  The  opening  piece  of  the  volume,  consisting  of 
three  chronicles,  gives  a  humorous  description  of  "  the  little 
old-fashioned  stone  mansion,  all  made  up  of  gable  ends,  and 
as  full  of  angles  and  corners  as  an  old  cocked  hat ;"  and  re- 
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counts  the  remarkable  inhabitants  it  has  had  at  various  pe- 
riods of  history  ;  and  how  it  came  to  be  the  keep  or  strong- 
hold of  Jacob  Van  Tassel,  a  valiant  Dutchman,  during  the 
dark  and  troublous  times  of  the  revolutionary  war;  and  how, 
finally,  the  eventful  liktle  pile  was  selected  for  the  haunt  or 
sojourning  of  Diedrich  Knickerbocker. 

The  reader,  familiar  with  the  letter  to  the  editor  of  the 
"  Knickerbocker,"  with  which  the  series  of  articles  contri- 
buted by  Mr.  Irving  to  that  magazine  began,  will  detect  in 
these  opening  chronicles  a  striking  similarity  to  parts  of  that 
communication,  upon  which  these  quaint  and  amusing  legends 
have  evidently  been  remodelled.  The  rest  of  the  volume  is 
but  a  collection  of  tales  and  sketches  long  before  published 
in  that  periodical,  with  the  exception  of  "  The  Creole  Vil- 
lage," "  The  Widow's  Ordeal,"  and  "  A  Contented  Man," 
which  were  given  originally  in  annuals.  The  work  appeared 
early  in  February,  and  proved,  no  doubt,  to  the  majority  of 
its  readers,  a  new  publication  ;  to  the  young  particularly, 
who  could  hardly  have  been  familiar  with  the  contents  of  any 
of  the  papers  of  which  it  is  composed.  The  volume  was 
greeted  in  the  highest  terms  by  the  press  and  the  public  on 
both  sides  of  the  Atlantic.  "  It  would  not  be  easy  to  over- 
praise this  American  miscellany,"  is  the  commencement 
of  some  favourable  comments  of  the  London  Atlienceum. 
"  There  is  as  much  elegance  of  diction,  as  graceful  a  descrip- 
tion of  natural  scenery,  as  grotesque  an  earnestness  in  dia- 
blerie, and  as  quiet,  but  as  telling  a  satiric  humour,  as  when 
Geoffrey  Crayon  first  came  before  the  English  world,  nearly 
forty  years  ago,"  says  the  London  Spectator.  "  This  volume," 
writes  a  critic  in  the  columns  of  the  New  York  Courier  and 
Enquirer,  "  will  be  almost  equally  welcome  to  those  who 
have  and  those  who  have  not  read  the  papers  of  which  it  is 
composed.  It  was  well  to  collect  these  scattered  waifs  of  his 
genius  while  he  himself  was  by  to  superintend  the  labour. 
*  *  *  He  has  given  to  the  world  few  productions  more 
charming  than  '  "NVolfert's  Eoost'  and  the  '  Sketches  in  Paris 
in  1S1!.>.'  " 

The  Evening  Post  cites  the  second  paper  on  the  Birds 
of  Spring  as  "a  special  favourite."  "It  is  the  one  which 
relates  the  history  of  the  boblink,  or  bob-o'-lincoln,  from  his 
first  appearance  as  a  gay  warbler  in  the  fields  of  the  Northern 
States,  through  his  various  changes ;  becoming  a  reed  bird 
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in  the  marshes  bordering  the  rivers  of  the  Middle  States, 
and  finally  a  rice  bird  at  the  South,  where  he  degenerates 
into  a  fat  epicure,  and  is  shot  for  the  table.  The  rest  of  the 
sketches  and  narratives,"  it  adds,  "  have  all  the  characteristics 
of  Irving's  graceful  genius,  and  are  •worthy  to  be  placed  by 
the  side  of  his  '  Sketch  Book,'  composed  long  years  since." 

A  notice  in  the  Boston  Telegraph  says,  "  We  think  it  su- 
perior to  any  of  his  previous  works  in  one  respect — that  of 
wide  range  and  variety.  There  is  some  one  or  more  papers 
in  the  new  volume,  which  bring  to  mind  each  of  the  author's 
former  works.  It  seems  as  if,  when  he  published  his  pre- 
vious imaginative  works,  he  had  laid  aside  one  or  more  papers 
from  each  of  them,  and  that  here  they  were.  Thus  there 
are  Spanish  and  Moorish  legends,  which  remind  us  of  the 
'  Alhambra'  and  the  '  Conquest  of  Granada ;'  Dutch  stories, 
reminding  one  of  portions  of  the  '  Sketch  Book,'  '  Tales  of 
a  Traveller,'  and  of  the  '  History  of  New  York.'  It  is,  in 
fact,  a  volume  which  contains  '  representative'  papers  of  all 
his  former  works." 

Of  the  varied  effusions  of  this  compilation,  a  great  favourite 
with  many  was  the  unfinished  narrative  of  "  Mountjoy  ;  or, 
Some  Passages  out  of  the  Life  of  a  Castle  Builder."  This 
first  appeared  in  the  "  Knickerbocker"  in  1839,  but  it  was 
written  in  England  prior  to  the  publication  of  the  first  num- 
ber of  the  "  Sketch  Book,"  in  1819.  He  read  it  to  Leslie 
when  the  artist  was  in  a  tired  mood,  and,  receiving  from  him 
little  encouragement  to  proceed,  threw  it  aside,  and  never 
touched  it  again.  It  was  in  vain  that  Leslie  tried  afterward 
to  put  him  in  heart  about  it.  He  was  effectually  discour- 
aged. I  have  little  doubt  that  Ogilvie  was  shadowed  forth 
in  this  piece  under  the  character  of  Glencoe,  as  he  afterward 
sat  to  Leslie  for  the  portrait  of  Don  Quixote. 

The  publication  of  the  first  volume  of  the  "  Life  of  Wash- 
ington" soon  succeeded  the  appearance  of  "  Wolfert's  Roost." 
In  regard  to  the  size  and  form  of  the  long-expected  biogra- 
phy, it  had  been  his  intention  to  publish  it  only  in  the  octavo 
form ;  but  it  was  so  decidedly  the  judgment  of  his  publisher 
that  the  duodecimo  form  would  be  the  most  in  demand,  from 
being  uniform  with  his  other  works,  that  a  sort  of  compro- 
mise was  effected,  by  which  it  was  to  appear  in  both  forms 
together.  To  enforce  the  propriety  of  his  views  in  favour 
of  the  duodecimo  edition,  his  publisher  writes  him,  January 
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llth,  at  Sunnyside,  where  be  had  now  returned :  "  You  are 
aware  we  printed  an  edition  of  '  Columbus'  in  octavo,  to 
range  with  Prescott's  Works ;  but  of  these  we  have  never 
sold  but  two  hundred  and  fifty  copies ;  while  about  eleven 
thousand  have  been  sold  of  the  duodecimo." 

The  author,  at  the  age  of  seventy-two,  had  just  got  through 
correcting  the  proofs  of  the  first  volume,  when  he  met  with 
his  second  accident  from  his  horse  Dick,  to  which  allusion 
was  made  in  a  previous  chapter.  He  had  not  mounted  him 
since  his  former  accident ;  but  on  this  day,  April  18th,  1855, 
a  favourite  young  lady  friend  calling  at  the  house  on  horse- 
back, he  could  not  resist  the  temptation  to  try  him  once 
again,  and  accompany  her  on  a  short  ride.  His  "  womankind," 
as  he  styled  his  nieces,  sought  to  dissuade  him,  but  he  was 
not  to  be  overruled.  He  had  gone  but  about  two  hundred 
yards  on  the  main  road,  when  the  animal  became  so  restless 
that  he  was  induced  to  turn  about,  and,  leaving  his  compa- 
nion at  the  head  of  the  lane,  retrace  his  steps  alone  toward 
home,  resolving  within  himself,  as  he  told  me,  never  to  get 
astride  of  Master  Dick  again.  This  purpose  was  hardly 
formed,  before  the  unquiet  beast  suddenly  became  ungovern- 
able, and,  starting  off  at  full  speed,  rushed  madly  down  the 
hill.  His  rider  tried  the  curb  in  vain.  He  did  not  heed  it ; 
and,  continuing  his  frantic  pace  through  the  cottage-gate, 
tore  his  way  into  an  evergreen  that  overhung  the  road,  and, 
stumbling,  fell  himself,  and  threw  his  rider  with  violence  to 
the  ground,  about  a  hundred  feet  from  his  own  door.  Luckily, 
no  limbs  were  broken,  but  his  head  received  a  severe  bruise, 
and  his  chest  was  sorely  wrenched  by  the  violence  of  the 
overthrow,  so  that  for  two  days  he  could  not  be  moved  in 
bed  without  great  pain,  and  could  not  rise  up  or  turn  with- 
out assistance.  This  was  about  the  eighth  or  ninth  escape 
he  had  had  from  somewhat  similar  accidents  on  horseback 
or  in  carriage  since  he  built  the  cottage. 

His  physician,  Dr.  John  C.  Peters,  of  New  York,  who 
was  immediately  sent  for,  on  coming  in,  asked  him  ho\v  he 
felt.  The  reply  was  ludicrously  expressive,  "  I  feel  as  if  an 
attempt  had  been  made  to  force  my  head  down  into  my  chest, 
as  you  shut  up  a  spy-glass."  To  an  inquiry  of  one  of  his 
nieces  how  he  felt  now,  after  his  position  had  been  changed 
in  bed,  though  he  was  still  in  great  pain,  "  First  rate,"  was 
the  reply,  making  the  motion  as  if  touching  his  hat,  and 
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showing  that  he  had  in  mind  the  answer  of  a  poor  starving 
soldier  to  Lieutenant  Strain,  when  his  party  was  perishing  for 
food,  and  he  was  asked  by  hia  officer  how  he  was.  Lieuten- 
ant Strain  had  shortly  before  been  at  the  cottage,  and  told 
the  touching  anecdote.  The  next  day  he  was  somewhat 
less  helpless,  and,  though  he  could  not  rise  up  or  turn 
directly,  yet,  "  by  a  good  deal  of  circumlocution,"  as  he 
oddly  expressed  it,  he  was  able  to  move  himself.  His  humour 
never  seemed  to  desert  him,  even  in  his  most  painful  mo- 
ments. 

On  the  third  day,  though  still  feeling  "  somewhat  battered 
and  bruised,"  he  got  up  very  unexpectedly,  and  dressed  and 
shaved  himself;  and,  a  day  or  two  after,  wrote  the  following 
reply  to  an  inquiry  of  Kennedy  about  the  accident : 

To  JOHN  P.  KENNEDY. 

Sunnyside,  April  23,  1855. 

MY  DEAR  KENNEDY, — The  telegraphic  report  was,  as  usual,  exag- 
gerated. I  have  been  thrown  from  my  horse,  but  not  as  dangerously 
hurt  as  reported.  Thanks  to  a  hard  head  and  strong  chest,  I  have 
withstood  a  shock  that  would  have  staved  in  a  sensitively  constructed 
man.  My  head  was  pretty  well  battered,  and  came  nigh  being  forced 
down  into  my  chest,  like  the  end  of  a  telescope ;  and  my  chest  is 
still  so  wrenched  and  sore,  that  I  am  like  one  suffering  with  the 
asthma.  But  I  have  left  my  bed,  and  am  on  my  legs  again.  It's  all 
the  doings  of  that  rascal,  Gentleman  Dick,  who,  knowing  my  fond- 
ness for  him,  has  played  me  all  kinds  of  tricks.  This  is  the  second 
time  he  has  fairly  run  away  with  me,  but  at  least  the  tenth  time  he 
has  attempted  it.  The  first  time  I  kept  my  seat,  but  this  time  he 
was  determined  I  should  not ;  so  he  ran  me  among  trees,  and  we 
both  came  down  together.  I  have  cut  him  off  with  a  shilling. 

The  worst  result  of  the  accident  (he  writes  to  a  niece  who  had  ex- 
pressed great  concern  about  it  from  abroad)  was,  that  1  had  to  sell 
my  favourite  saddle-horse,  Gentleman  Dick,  or  there  would  have  been 
no  peace  in  the  household,  the  "womankind"  were  so  clamorous 
against  the  poor  animal.  Poor  Dick !  His  character  was  very  much 
misunderstood  by  all  but  myself.  He  was  one  of  the  gentlest,  finest 
tempered  animals  in  the  world.  But  a  scamp  of  a  coachman  had 
played  tricks  with  him,  and  made  him  so  timid,  that  he  was  apt  to 
get  into  a  panic,  when  suddenly  he  would  take  the  bit  between  his 
teeth,  and  trust  to  his  heels  for  safety.  I  am  now  looking  out  for  a 
quiet,  sober,  old-gentlemanlike  horse,  if  such  a  thing  is  to  be  met 
with  in  this  very  young  country,  where  everything  is  so  prone  to  yo 
ahead. 
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May  20th,  1855,  Mr.  Irving  writes  to  me,  "  I  enclose  a 
letter,  just  received  from  Murray,  which  I  will  thank  you  to 
hand  to  Mr.  Putnam.  You  will  see  that  some  negligence  or 
omission  in  forwarding  advance  sheets  to  London  may  mar 
my  interests  in  that  quarter.  But  no  matter.  If  my  work 
be  well  received  by  the  public,  I  shall  be  content,  whatever 
be  the  pecuniary  profits." 

The  letter  from  Murray  informed  him  that  he  had  placed 
the  advance  sheets  of  "  Washington"  in  the  hands  of  Bohn, 
on  "  a  promise  of  50?.,  and  a  hope  of  something  more  if  he 
could  keep  the  field  to  himself;*  but  added  that  there  was 
risk  of  perfect  copies  coming  over  from  America  before  Bohn 
could  complete  his  edition,  in  consequence  of  there  being 
some  pages  missing  from  the  proof-sheets  sent  over.  "  It  ia 
quite  absurd,"  he  says,  "  to  think  of  sending  sheets  of  a 
book  otherwise  than  in  duplicate  sets." 

If  there  were  demand  for  a  large  edition,  he  would  print 
one  himself,  in  conformity  with  the  terms  of  his  last  letter ; 
"  but,"  he  writes,  "  I  fear  the  publication  in  volumes  will  be 
ihlal  to  a  large  edition.  The  prospects  of  literature  seen 
athwart  the  war  are  not  encouraging,  and  I  am  disposed, 
consequently,  to  publish  as  little  as  possible." 

This  volume  treats  of  the  earlier  part  of  Washington's 
career  previous  to  the  Eevolution,  ending  with  his  arrival  at 
the  camp  before  Boston  as  Commander-in-Chief. 

Mr.  Irving,  as  usual,  had  been  a  good  deal  depressed  about 
the  work,  and  had  avoided  looking  over  it  since  its  publica- 
tion ;  but  the  following  cordial  letter  from  Bancroft  helped 
to  put  him  more  in  conceit  of  it,  and  made  him  hope  that  the 
"Life  of  Washington"  would  not  be  the  death  of  him,  as 
he  sometimes  used  to  say  he  feared  it  would. 

Wednesday,  May  30,  1855. 

DEAR  IHVISG, — Your  volume,  of  which  I  gained  a  copy  last  night, 
and  this  morning  Lave  received  one  made  still  more  precious  by  your 
own  band,  shortened  my  sleep  last  night  at  both  ends.  I  was  up  late 
and  early,  and  could  not  rest  until  I  had  finished  the  last  page. 
Candour,  good  judgment  that  knows  no  bias,  the  felicity  of  selection, 

*  I  paid  Mr.  Murray  the  fifty  pounds,  as  agreed ;  but  might,  if  I  had 
chosen,  have  been  exempted  from  the  payment,  as  I  had  received  a  complete 
copy  of  the  volume  from  my  American  agent,  and  had  actually  reprinted  it, 
before  al]  the  intended  "  early  sheets"  had  reached  me  through  Mr.  Murray. 
— H.  G.  B. 
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these  are  yours  in  common  with  the  best  historians.  But,  in  addition, 
you  have  the  peculiarity  of  writing  from  the  heart,  enchaining  sym- 
pathy as  well  as  commanding  confidence;  the  happy  magic  that 
makes  scenes,  events,  and  personal  anecdotes  present  themselves  to 
you  at  your  bidding,  and  fall  into  their  natural  places  and  take  colour 
and  warmth  from  your  own  nature.  The  style,  too,  is  masterly,  clear, 
easy,  and  graceful ;  picturesque  without  mannerism,  and  ornamented 
without  losing  simplicity.  Among  men  of  letters,  who  do  well,  you 
must  above  all  take  the  name  of  FELIX,  which  so  few  of  the  great 
Roman  generals  could  claim.  You  do  everything  rightly,  as  if  by 
grace ;  and  I  am  in  no  fear  of  offending  your  modesty,  for  I  think 
you  were  elected  and  foreordained  to  excel  your  contemporaries. 
Ever,  dear  Irving,  most  truly  yours, 

GEOB.GE  BAXCKOFT. 

The  letter  of  the  distinguished  historian  was  soon  followed 
by  other  notices  and  letters,  which  conspired  to  relieve  the 
sort  of  nightmare  solicitude  he  had  felt  about  the  work,  and 
determined  him  to  complete  it.  He  had  before  well  nigh 
given  up  the  idea  of  carrying  it  any  further  than  the  inaugu- 
ration of  "Washington  as  President,  the  history  of  the  Ad- 
ministration admitting  of  so  little  personal  or  picturesque 
detail  that  he  feared  he  could  give  it  no  interest.  He  lost 
bis  indifference,  however,  about  the  completion  of  the  Life, 
with  the  success  of  the  first  volume,  and  now  determined,  at 
whatever  expense  of  labour,  to  go  through  with  the  whole. 

The  following  close  of  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Storrow,  dated 
June  27th,  1855,  gives,  in  his  own  characteristic  vein,  a  pic- 
ture of  a  summer  evening  at  Sunnyside  : 

I  am  writing  late  at  night,  as  I  have  to  go  to  town  on  business  in 
the  morning.  It  is  a  beautiful  moonlight  night,  and  I  have  been 

kept  up  late  by  the  young  folk;   having  two  of  P.  P.  I 's 

daughters  with  me — Hatty  and  sweet  little  Nelly ;  and  they  have 

been  with  the  young  G s,  cruising  by  moonlight  on  the  Tappan 

Sea,  in  a  beautiful  yacht  which  G has  recently  bought.    It  puts 

me  in  mind  of  the  water  parties  in  former  days,  in  the  Dream,  with 
the  H s,  B s,  &c.,  when  the  old  chorus  used  to  be  chanted : 

We  won't  go  home  till  morning, 
Till  daylight  doth  appear. 

It  is  a  different  yacht  and  a  different  generation  that  have  taken  up 
the  game,  and  are  now  sailing  by  moonlight  and  singing  about  the 
Tappan  Sea.  So  rolls  the  world. 

In  September,  Mr.  Irving  was  all  impatience  to  get  his 
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second  volume  of  "  "Washington"  ready  for  the  press.  "  I 
live  only  in  the  Eevolution,"  said  he  to  me.  "I  have  no 
other  existence  now — can  think  of  nothing  else.  My  desire 
is  to  give  everything  vividly,  but  to  avoid  all  melodramatic 
eft'ect.  I  wish  the  incidents  to  be  brought  out  strongly,  and 
speak  for  themselves ;  but  no  hubbub  of  language,  no  trickery 
of  phrase,  nothing  wrought  up." 

IK'  had  made  great  additions  to  the  "Life"  since  I  had 
read  it  before.  I  spoke  with  admiration  of  his  narrative  of 
the  battle  of  Princeton.  "  It  is  very  difficult,"  said  he,  "  to 
give  a  clear  account  of  a  battle.  Bancroft  told  me  he  was 
bothered  about  his  battles,  but  Prescott  likes  them.  I  study 
it  thoroughly,  to  seize  the  strong  point,  then  dip  my  brush 
in  the  paint,  and  colour  up  for  that." 

September  27th. — I  accompanied  him  to  the  complimentary 
festival  to  authors  and  booksellers  at  the  Crystal  Palace.  A 
carriage  was  sent  for  him.  to  No.  33,  Lafayette-place,  where 
he  was  staying.  We  got  in,  and  were  to  call  for  Bishop 

,  at  No.  — , street.  When  we  got  near,  I  asked 

Mr.  Irving  if  he  knew  the  Bishop.  "  No.  Don't  you  ?" 
"  No."  "  Well,  then,  let's  get  out.  It  will  be  very  awk- 
ward to  be  in  the  carriage  with  him."  P 's  lad,  who 

accompanied  the  carriage  on  the  driver's  seat,  expostulated. 

"  Mr.  P had  sent  him  expressly  with  the»  carriage. 

Would  not  like  it."  "  But  I  must  get  out."  "  But  Mr. 

P "  "  Never  mind  Mr.  P .  I  want  to  have  my 

way,  not  his."  So  down  we  got,  and  walked  from  Twentieth- 
street  to  the  Crystal  Palace,  entering  on  Fortieth-street. 
Mr.  Irving  could  not  endure  the  thing,  as  he  drew  near,  but, 
after  he  got  in,  spent  a  pleasant  evening.  Was  especially 
delighted  at  meeting  Moses  Thomas,  his  old  bookseller,  now 
a  prosperous  auctioneer  in  Philadelphia. 

October  5th. — I  was  reading  with  Mr.  Irving,  in  his  study, 
the  proof  of  some  of  the  early  pages  of  his  second  volume  of 
"  Washington,"  which  had  gone  to  the  press  about  a  week 
before.  He  was,  at  the  same  time,  engaged  in  retouching 
and  adding  to  the  battle  of  White  Plains ;  was  desirous,  he 
said,  to  exhibit  the  devolution  iu  its  motley  character,  and 
give  the  play  of  human  nature  throughout. 

Some  days  after,  I  drove  over  to  Chattcrton  Hill  with  him, 
to  visit  the  battle  ground,  he  taking  his  manuscript  account 
of  it  with  him.  While  engaged  in  the  survey,  an  old  man, 
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on  a  mealy-mouthed  horse  with  -white  eyebrows,  came  up, 
and,  informing  us  that  he  waa  the  owner  of  the  property, 
asked  if  we  did  not  wish  to  buy  it ;  for  he  was  too  old  to  take 
care  of  it.  Mr.  Irving  told  him  he  was  too  old  to  buy  it. 
On  our  way  down,  met  a  bright-eyed  lad  about  sis  or  seven 
years  of  age.  "Stop — stop  a  moment,"  said  he;  "let  me 
see  what  money  I  have,"  pulling  out  his  purse.  "  I  must 
buy  those  eyes.  My  little  fellow,  what  will  you  take  for 
those  eyes  ?"  The  little  fellow  stood  aghast  with  amaze- 
ment. "  Well,"  said  he,  "  here's  sixpence  for  you,  at  any 
rate." 

The  anecdote  is  of  a  piece  with  that  related  by  Mr.  Davis, 
of  the  lad  at  Saratoga,  and,  though  trivial,  serves  to  illus- 
trate his  peculiar  fancy  for  drolling  with  and  mystifying 
children. 

November  13th. — I  went  up  to  the  cottage,  to  return  the 
next  day.  Found  Mr.  Irving  correcting  proof  of  second 
volume  of  "  Washington."  Very  glad  of  my  visit.  Had 
recast  and  improved  the  chapter  about  Lee's  tardy  move- 
ments to  join  Washington.  Spoke  of  the  raciness  of  Lee's 
character  historically.  "  A  game  flavour  about  it,"  he  said. 
Made  a  less  flowing  narrative,  by  giving  the  extracts  from 
letters,  and  dates,  but  gave  strength  and  accuracy  to  the 
detail.  The  character  of  Washington  grew  upon  him  con- 
stantly. Gave  me  the  first  chapters  of  the  third  volume 
to  read.  Was  determined  to  push  on  with  that  the  moment 
he  finished  the  second. 

November  21st. — Mr.  Irving  had  been  some  days  in  the 
city,  preparing  the  last  chapters  of  the  second  volume  of 
"Washington"  for  the  press.  Was  busy  on  the  last  chapter 
but  one  when  I  called,  soon  after  breakfast.  Had  been  read- 
ing in  a  morning  paper,  a  report  of  the  address  of  the  Eev. 
Dr.  De  Witt,  the  night  previous,  before  the  Historical 
Society,  in  which  there  was  a  touching  allusion  to  his  "  Life 
of  Washington,"  followed  by  loud  cheers,  and  to  himself,  as 
"  one  whose  modesty  was  only  increased  by  the  weight  of 
public  commendation."  "  I  do  not  know,"  said  he,  advert- 
ing to  it,  "  when  anything  has  gratified  me  so  much  as  this 
mention  of  me  by  old  Dr.  De  Witc.  I  must  write  to  him, 
and  express  to  him  what  I  feel." 

I  called  again  in  the  evening,  and  asked  him  if  he  had 
added  to  the  close  of  the  second  volume,  as  he  had  thought 
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of  doing  in  the  morning.  "  No  ;  I  was  too  weary.  Oh  !  I 
shall  be  so  glad  to  throw  off  the  harness,  and  take  a  roll  on 
the  grass." 

At  the  moment  of  completing  his  second  volume,  he  re- 
ceived from  Mr.  Charles  L.  Brace  some  manuscript  Hessian 
journals,  which  had  been  copied  for  the  Historical  Society, 
and  which  led  him  to  recal  and  revise  some  of  his  proofs,  and 
make  some  additions  and  alterations. 

The  following  letter  to  his  early  Philadelphia  publisher, 
Moses  Thomas,  was  in  reply  to  an  invitation  to  attend  a 
literary  dinner  in  that  city,  and  a  request  that  he  would 
make  his  home  at  his  house  on  the  occasion : 

To  MOSES  THOMAS. 

Sunnyside,  Dec.  15,  1855. 

MY  DEAB,  THOMAS, — I  thank  you  heartily  for  your  kind  and  hos- 
pitable invitation  to  your  house,  which  I  should  be  glad  to  accept  did 
I  propose  attending  the  Godey  Complimentary  Dinner;  but  the  an- 
noyance I  suffer  at  dinners  of  the  kind,  in  having  to  attempt  speeches, 
or  bear  compliments  in  silence,  has  made  me  abjure  them  altogether. 
The  Publishers'  Festival,  at  which  I  had  the  great  pleasure  of  meeting 
you,  was  an  exception  to  my  rule,  but  only  made  on  condition  that  I 
would  not  be  molested  by  extra  civilities. 

I  regret  that  on  that  occasion  we  were  separated  from  each  other, 
and  could  not  sit  together  and  talk  over  old  times.  However,  I  trust 
we  shall  have  a  future  opportunity  of  so  doing.  I  wish,  when  you 
visit  New  York,  you  would  take  a  run  up  to  Sunnyside.  The  cars 
set  you  down  within  ten  minutes'  walk  of  my  house,  where  my  "wo- 
inenkind"  will  receive  you  (figuratively  speaking)  with  open,  arms ; 
and  my  dogs  will  not  dare  to  bark  at  you. 

Yours  ever,  very  truly, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

To  the  same  Moses  Thomas  he  wrote,  from  Liverpool, 
March  3rd,  1818,  prior  to  the  appearance  of  the  "  Sketch 
Book,"  when  he  was  just  getting  himself  into  habits  of  study 
and  literary  life,  from  which  he  had  been  so  long  divorced : 

1  notice  what  you  say  on  the  subject  of  getting  up  an  original 
work ;  but  I  am  very  squeamish  on  that  point.  Whatever  my  literary 
reputation  may  he  worth,  it  is  very  dear  to  me,  and  1  cannot  bring 
myself  to  risk  it  by  making  up  books  for  mere  profit. 

The  following  is  addressed  to  his  old  friend  and  literary 
compeer,  at  his  residence  on  the  east  bank  of  the  Hudson, 

TOL.  IT.  3  Q 
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about  eight  miles  above  Pougbkeepsie,  where  be  had  been 
living  since  bis  retirement  from  public  life,  as  Secretary  to 
the  Navy,  in  1841.  In  this  picturesque  seclusion,  which  he 
had  left  to  visit  the  city  but  once  since  it  became  his  abode, 
he  resumed  his  literary  activity ;  and  here  the  veteran  author, 
the  senior  of  Mr.  Irving  by  more  than  four  and  a  half  years, 
gave  to  the  press  two  novels,  "  The  Old  Continental,"  in 
1846,  and  "  The  Puritan's  Daughter,"  in  1850,  at  the  ripe 
age  of  seventy-two.  At  the  date  of  his  application  to  Mr. 
Irving  for  his  autograph,  to  be  presented  to  a  peerless  beauty, 
he  had  passed  his  seventy-seventh  year — a  circumstance  to 
be  borne  in  mind  in  reading  the  reply : 

To  JAMES  K.  PATJLDING. 

Sunnyside,  Dec.  24,  1855. 

MY  DEAR  PATJI/DING, — I  enclose  an  autograph  for  the  "  paragon  of 
a  young  lady,"  whose  beauty  you  extol  beyond  the  stars.  It  is  a 
good  sign  that  your  heart  is  yet  so  inflammable. 

I  am  glad  to  receive  such  good  accounts  as  you  give  of  yourself 
and  your  brother,  "jogging  on  together  in  good  humour  with  each 
other  and  with  the  world."  Happy  is  he  who  can  grow  smooth  as 
an  old  shilling  as  he  wears  out ;  he  has  endured  the  rubs  of  life  to 
some  purpose. 

You  hope  I  am  "  sliding  smoothly  down  the  hill."  I  thank  you 
for  the  hope.  I  am  better  off  than  most  old  bachelors  are,  or  deserve 
to  be.  I  have  a  happy  home,  the  happier  for  being  always  well 
stocked  with  womenkind,  without  whom  an  old  bachelor  is  a  forlorn, 
dreary  animal.  My  brother,  the  "  General,"  is  wearing  out  the  serene 
evening  of  life  with  me ;  almost  entirely  deaf,  but  in  good  health  and 
good  spirits,  more  and  more  immersed  in  the  study  of  newspapers 
(with  which  I  keep  him  copiously  supplied),  and,  through  them, 
better  acquainted  with  what  is  going  on  in  the  world  than  I  am,  who 
mingle  with  it  occasionally,  and  have  ears  as  well  as  eyes  open.  *  *  * 

I  have  had  many  vivid  enjoyments  in  the  course  of  my  life,  yet  no 
portion  of  it  has  been  more  equably  and  serenely  happy  than  that 
which  I  have  passed  in  my  little  nest  in  the  country.  I  am  just  near 
enough  to  town  to  dip  into  it  occasionally  for  a  day  or  two,  give  my 
mind  an  airing,  keep  my  notions  a  little  up  to  the  fashion  of  the  times, 
and  then  return  to  my  quiet  little  home  with  redoubled  relish. 

I  have  now  my  house  full  for  the  Christmas  holydays,  which  I  trust 
you  also  keep  up  in  the  good  old  style.  Wishing  a  merry  Christmas 
and  a  happy  New  Year  to  you  and  yours,  I  remain,  my  dear  Paulding, 
yours  ever,  very  truly, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 
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CHAPTER  LXXXVIII. 

Publication  of  Vol.  II.  cf  Life  of  "Washington — Letter  from  Prescott — 
Letter  to  Henry  T.  Tuckerman— Letter  of  Charles  L.  Brace  on  Vol.  II. 
— Letter  to  Bancroft — Letter  to  John  P.  Kennedy — Letter  to  Gouverneur 
Kenible — Publication  of  Vol.  III. 

THE  second  volume  of  the  "Life  of  "Washington,"  which 
brings  the  history  down  from  the  period  of  his  taking  com- 
mand of  the  army — a  year  before  the  Declaration  of  Inde- 
pendence— to  the  close  of  the  successful  campaign  in  New 
Jersey,  in  January,  1777,  was  issued  in  December,  1855. 

The  following  letter  from  Prescott,  who  had  just  received 
a  copy,  will  be  read  with  interest.  In  the  opening  paragraph, 
the  distinguished  historian  alludes  to  a  complimentary  letter 
from  Mr.  Irving  on  his  "  Philip  the  Second."  Henry  Bre- 
voort,  so  touchingly  referred  to  at  the  close,  had  been  dead 
some  years : 

From  TV.  H.  PKESCOTT. 

Boston,  Jan.  3,  1856. 

MY  DEAR  FaiESD, — Since  the  publication  of  "  Philip  the  Second," 
I  may  truly  say  nothing  has  given  me  greater  pleasure  than  your  kind 
note,  and  the  cordial  manner  in  which  you  speak  of  my  labours.  Ever 
since  I  have  been  old  enough  to  distinguish  good  from  evil  in  literary 
composition,  your  writings  have  been  my  familiar  study.  And  if  I 
have  done  anything  that  deserves  half  the  commendation  you  bestow 
on  me,  it  is  in  a  great  measure  from  the  study  I  have  made  of  you,  and 
two  or  three  others  of  the  great  masters  of  our  language.  Every  one 
who  knows  me  knows  that  this  is  true.  You  may  understand,  then, 
how  well  I  am  pleased  to  obtain  your  unsolicited  approval. 

I  have  been  gladdened  by  the  sight  of  the  second  volume  of  your 
great  work,  which  came  to  us  a  few  days  since.  You  are  a  good  deal 
quicker  on  the  trigger  than  I  can  be.  You  must  Lave  bad  a  quan- 
tity of  material  already  potted  down  for  posterity.  It  is  very  tanta- 
lising to  the  reader,  this  fashion  of  publishing  by  instalments  of  a 
volume  or  two  at  a  time,  and  people  complain  if  they  are  not  turned 
out  as  rapidly  as  romances.  Macaulay  used  to  tell  the  story  of  a 
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young  lady  of  his  acquaintance,  whom  he  met  the  week  after  his  first, 
two  volumes  appeared,  who  said  to  him :  "  I  have  just  finished  your 
volumes,  Mr.  Macaulay,  and  now  we  are  all  ready  for  another  two  !" 

You  have  done  with  Washington  just  as  I  thought  you  would,  and, 
instead  of  a  cold,  marble  sta/lae  of  a  demigod,  you  have  made  him  a 
being  of  flesh  and  blood,  like  ourselves — one  with  whom  we  can  have 
sympathy.  The  general  sentiment  of  the  country  has  been  too 
decidedly  expressed  for  you  to  doubt  for  a  moment  that  this  is  the 
portrait  of  him  which  is  to  hold  a  permanent  place  in  the  national 
gallery. 

What  naturally  was  of  especial  interest  to  me  in  your  first  volume, 
was  that  pans  asinorum,  over  which  so  many  have  stumbled — the 
battle  of  Bunker  Hill.*  You  have  gone  over  it  in  a  way  which  must 
satisfy  the  most  captious  critic.  The  silly  question  as  to  the  com- 
mand has  been  a  much-vexed  question  in  New  England,  as  you  are 
aware.  I  don't  know  whether  you  ever  heard  of  the  amusing  fact  of 
three  folio  volumes  of  affidavits  of  survivors  having  been  taken  by 
the  late  William  Sullivan,  bearing  particularly  on  that  matter.  At 
his  death  they  were  presented  by  his  brother,  Richard  Sullivan,  to 
the  Massachusetts  Historical  Society.  A  committee  was  appointed 
by  that  body  to  examine  their  contents,  and  to  report  respecting 
them.  The  report  was,  that  the  testimony  was  so  contradictory  in 
its  nature,  that  it  would  rather  perplex  than  enlighten  the  historian ; 
and  the  volumes  were  returned  to  Mr.  Sullivan.  A  good  commen- 
tary, this,  on  the  value  of  even  contemporary  evidence. 

But  your  kind  note  should  not  bring  down  such  an  avalanche  on 
your  head.  Its  date  from  Sunnyside  reminds  me  of  the  pleasant  day 
I  passed  in  company  with  your  early  friend  Brevoort,  and  mine  of 
later  years.  It  is  long  since  I  made  a  visit  to  New  York  ;  and  when 
I  have  had  occasion  to  pass  a  day  there,  the  forms  of  those  who  used 
to  greet  me  kindly,  and  who  have  gone  for  ever,  are  sure  to  come  up 
before  my  eye. 

May  you  be  among  the  number  of  those  who  are  spared,  and  long 
spared,  dear  Mr.  Irving,  to  delight  the  world  by  your  writings,  and 
enjoy  the  love  and  gratitude  of  your  countrymen. 

Believe  me,  always,  very  truly  and  affectionately  yours, 

WM.  H.  PRESCOTT. 

The  battle  of  Bunker  Hill,  of  which  Prescott  relates  his 
amusing  anecdote,  is  given  near  the  close  of  the  first  volume. 
The  second  volume  carries  the  narrative  down  to  the  victories 
of  Trenton  and  Princeton. 

*  It  had  been  a  moot  point,  in  New  England,  whether  General  Putnam 
or  Colonel  William  Prescott,  the  grandfather  of  the  historian,  had  the  chief 
command  at  the  battle  of  Bunker  Hill. 
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To  a  very  kind  letter  from  Mr.  Tuckerman,  soon  after  the 
publication  of  his  second  volume,  he  sends  the  following 
reply,  giving  some  insight  into  his  own  views  and  plan  in  the 
treatment  of  his  theme  : 

To  Mu.  H.  T.  TUCKERMAN. 

Sunnyside,  Jan.  8,  1856. 

MY  DEAR  MR.  TCCKEKMAN, — I  thank  you  most  heartily  for  your 
letter,  which,  I  frankly  assure  you,  was  very  seasonable  and  accept- 
able, being  the  first  intimation  I  had  received  of  the  fortune  of  the 
volume  1  had  launched  upon  the  world.  It  was  very  considerate 
and  obliging  in  you  to  seek  to  relieve  me  from  the  suspense  of  "  wait- 
ing for  a  verdict,"  which,  with  me,  is  apt  to  be  a  time  of  painful 
doubt  and  self-distrust.  You  have  discovered  what  I  aimed  at,  "  the 
careful  avoidance  of  rhetoric,  the  calm,  patient,  and  faithful  narra- 
tive of  facts."  My  great  labour  has  been  to  arrange  these  facts  in 
the  most  lucid  order,  and  place  them  in  the  most  favourable  light, 
without  exaggeration  or  embellishment,  trusting  to  their  own  charac- 
teristic value  for  effect.  Rhetoric  does  very  well  under  the  saddle, 
but  is  not  to  be  trusted  in  harness,  being  apt  to  pull  facts  out  of 
place,  and  upset  them.  My  horse,  Gentleman  Dick,  was  very  rhetori- 
cal, and  showed  off  finely  ;  but  he  was  apt  to  run  away  with  me,  and 
came  near  breaking  my  neck. 

I  have  availed  myself  of  the  licence  of  biography  to  step  down 
occasionally  from  the  elevated  walk  of  history,  and  relate  familiar  things 
in  a  familiar  way,  seeking  to  show  the  prevalent  passions  and  feelings 
and  humours  of  the  day,  and  even  to  depict  the  heroes  of  Seventy-six  as 
they  really  were — men  in  cocked  hats,  regimental  coats,  and  breeches, 
and  not  classic  warriors,  in  shining  armour  and  flowing  mantles,  with 
brows  bound  with  laurel,  and  truncheons  in  their  hands.  But  enough 
of  all  this.  I  have  committed  myself  to  the  stream,  and,  right  or 
wrong,  must  swim  on  or  sink.  The  latter  I  will  not  do,  if  I  find  the 
public  sustain  me. 

The  work,  as  T  am  writing  it,  will  inevitably  overrun  three  volumes. 
I  had  supposed,  originally,  that  it  would  not,  though  T  did  not  intend 
that,  number  should  be  specified  in  the  title  page.  It  was  specified 
by  my  publisher,  who  will  put  an  author's  incidental  surmises  into 
print,  and  make  positive  promises  of  them. 

Should  I  have  occasion  to  avail  myself  of  the  papers  you  so  kindly- 
put  at  my  disposition,  concerning  Gouverncur  Morris,  Early  Ameri- 
can Society,  &c.,  I  shall  have  no  hesitation  in  applying  to  you  for 
them.  In  the  mean  time,  let  me  repeat  how  very  sensibly  I  i'eel  the 
generous  interest  you  have  manifested  in  my  literary  success  on  the 
present  occasion 

Yours  very  truly, 

WASHINGTON  IKVING. 
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C.  L.  Brace,  author  of  various  interesting  works,  writes, 
January  22nd,  of  the  second  volume : 

MY  DEAR  ME.  IRVING, — I  do  not  see  why  one  should  not  acknow- 
ledge a  pleasure,  when  one  has  so  enjoyed  it ;  and  I  want  to  say  how 
intensely  interesting  your  second  volume  of  "  Washington  "  is.  I 
have  read  it  as  I  would  read  a  romance.  To  me  it  is  history  alive. 
I  enter  into  the  feelings  and  struggle  and  uncertainties  of  the  actors, 
so  that  I  feel,  as  it  were,  doubtful  of  the  issue.  *  *  *  Washington 
looms  out  grandly  in  this  volume,  much  more  so  than  in  the  first, 
naturally.  It  is  the  most  living  picture  we  have  ever  had  of  him, 
and  shows,  best  of  all,  the  incessant  difficulties  of  his  work.  It  is 
strange,  too,  how  you  have  made  those  battles  real.  I  have  read 
them  often,  and  never  had  any  clear  idea  at  all  of  them ;  now  they 
are  indissolubly  associated  with  the  places.  You  have  again  made 
the  Hudson  classic  ground.  I  predict  without  a  doubt  that  this  will 
be  the  Washington  of  the  people — especially  of  the  young  people. 
As  a  boy,  I  should  read  it  hke  Robinson  Crusoe  or  Captain  Cook's 
Voyages. 

To  a  letter  from  Bancroft,  congratulating  him  on  the  suc- 
cess of  his  second  volume,  he  replies  : 

MY  DEAR  BANCROFT, — I  thank  you  sincerely  for  your  cordial  and 
well-timed  note.  It  is  always  an  anxious  time  with  an  author  when 
he  has  just  launched  a  volume,  and  is  waiting  for  a  verdict ;  and  especi- 
ally with  one  like  myself,  apt  to  be  troubled  with  self-distrust.  I  never 
was  more  troubled  with  it  than  in  the  prosecution  of  my  present  task, 
•when  I  am  occasionally  venturing,  in  a  somewhat  familiar  way,  upon 
themes  which  you  will  treat  in  such  an  ampler,  nobler,  and  more  truly 
historical  style.  Indeed,  I  am  putting  to  sea  at  a  hazardous  time, 
when  you  and  Macaulay  and  Prescott  (with  his  grand  Spanish  Ar- 
mada) are  afloat.  However,  I  am  ready  to  drop  my  peak  whenever 
any  of  you  come  into  the  same  waters. 

Give  my  best  thanks  to  Mrs.  Bancroft  for  her  favourable  opinion 
of  my  volume.  As  Sir  Fretful  Plagiary  says,  the  women  are  the 
best  judges,  after  all. 

Ever,  my  dear  Bancroft,  yours  most  heartily, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

February  23rd,  1856. — I  returned  to  the  city  from  a  visit 
of  ten  days  at  the  cottage.  Mr.  Irving  was  busy  at  tbe 
third  volume  of  "  Washington,"  which  was  going  through 
the  press.  About  one  hundred  pages  were  printed  when  I 
came  down.  He  had  been  reconstructing  the  narrative  of 
Burgoyne's  expedition,  and  the  affair  of  Schuyler  and  Gates. 
His  head  troubled  him  occasionally,  and  he  seemed  to  feel  the 
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pressure  of  such  a  task  at  his  time  of  life.  Rewrote  three 
or  four  pages  after  he  had  got  the  proof;  viz..  Si^ns  of  an 
approaching  Enemy  at  Ticonderoga.  Seemed  to  feel,  at 
times,  an  uneasy  consciousness  that  he  might  not  get  through 
with  his  labour.  "  I  am  constantly  afraid,"  he  said  to  me 
the  morning  I  came  down,  "  that  something  will  happen  to 
me,"  alluding  to  his  head.  Never  saw  him  so  impatient  at 
the  encroaching  demands  of  letters  upon  his  valuable  time. 
"  Oh  !  these  letters — these  letters !  They  tear  my  mind 
from  me  in  slips  and  ribbons." 

He  had  received  the  day  before  (Washington's  birthday), 
from  his  publisher,  the  present  of  a  new  table  for  his  study. 
It  had  a  good  many  drawers,  and  sundry  novel  conveniences, 
the  use  of  which  he  did  not  readily  comprehend.  "  You  will 
be  bothered  with  your  very  conveniences,"  said  I.  "  Yes. 
I  must  get  everything  into  a  mess,  and  then  I'll  go  on  com- 
fortably." 

The  letter  which  follows  is  in  reply  to  one  from  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy, announcing  the  death  of  his  wife's  father,  Mr.  Edward 
Gray: 

To  MR.  J.  P.  KENNEDY. 

Sunnyside,  March  22,  1856. 

MY  DEAR  KENNEDY, — The  sight  of  your  letter,  just  received,  with 
its  black  seal  and  edgings,  gave  me  a  severe  shock,  though  I  thought 
I  was  prepared  for  the  event  it  communicated.  The  death  of  my 
most  dear  and  valued  friend,  Mr.  Gray,  is  a  relief  to  himself,  and  to 
the  affectionate  hearts  around  him  who  witnessed  his  prolonged 
sufferings ;  but  I,  who  have  been  out  of  the  hearing  of  his  groans, 
can  only  remember  him  as  he  was  in  his  genial  moments,  the  gener- 
ous and  kind-hearted  centre  of  a  loving  circle,  dispensing  happiuess 
around  him. 

My  intimacy  with  him,  in  recent  years,  had  fully  opened  to  me  the 
varied  excellence  of  his  character,  and  most  heartily  attached  me  to 
him.  My  dear  Kennedy,  my  intercourse  with  your  family  connexion 
has  been  a  great  sweetener  of  the  last  few  years  of  my  existence,  and 
the  only  attraction  that  lias  been  able  to  draw  me  repeatedly  from 
home.  And  in  all  this  I  recognise  the  influence  of  the  kind,  cordial, 
sympathetic  character  of  Mr.  Gray.  To  be  under  his  roof,  in  Balti- 
more or  at  Ellicott's  Mills,  was  to  be  in  a  constant  state  of  quiet 
enjoyment  to  me.  Everything  that  I  saw  in  him,  and  in  those  about 
him  ;  in  his  tastes,  habits,  mode  of  life ;  in  his  domestic  relations  and 
chosen  intimacies,  continually  struck  upon  some  happy  chord  in  my 
own  bosom,  and  put  me  in  tune  with  the  world  and  with  human 
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nature.  I  cannot  expect,  in  my  brief  remnant  of  existence,  to  replace 
such  a  friend,  and  such  a  domestic  circle  rallying  round  him ;  but  the 
remembrance  will  ever  be  most  dear  to  me. 

Give  my  most  affectionate  remembrance  to  your  wife  and  her  noble- 
hearted  sister,  and  believe  me,  my  dear  Kennedy, 

Ever  yours,  most  truly, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

A  few  weeks  before  the  date  of  the  following  letter  Mr. 
Irving  had  written  to  Gouverneur  Kemble  that  his  gardener 
had  been  constructing  a  hothouse,  and  preparing  a  piece  of 
ground,  sheltered  by  a  fence,  where  he  expected  to  effect 
great  things  ;  and  that,  if  he  had  any  cuttings  or  plants  of 
grapes  and  figs  to  spare,  and  could  send  them  to  him  by 
railroad,  he  would  make  his  gardener  very  happy  : 

To  GOUVERNEUR  KEMBLE. 

Sunnyside,  April  23,  1856. 

MY  DEAR  KEMBLE, — The  roots  and  cuttings  sent  by  your  gardener 
arrived  safe,  and  are  all  properly  disposed  of.  I  should  like  to  have 
a  few  more  cuttings  for  out  of  doors,  and  a  black  Hamburg  or  two,  if 
you  have  any.  I  shall  raise  some  of  the  grapes  under  glass,  having 
a  small  hothouse  which  will  accommodate  a  few.  I  hope  your  visit 
to  Washington  was  pleasant  and  profitable,  and  that  you  will  be 
favoured  with  a  seat  in  the  Cabinet,  or  a  foreign  mission  in  this  or 
the  next  Presidency. 

I  am  happy  to  learn  that  your  lawn  is  green.  I  hope  it  will  long 
continue  so,  and  yourself  likewise.  I  shall  come  up,  one  of  these 
days,  and  have  a  roll  on  it  with  you. 

Yours  ever,  my  dear  Kemble, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

April  24th,  185G,  he  writes  to  his  niece,  at  Paris,  "  at  a 
late  hour  of  the  night,  after  a  hard  day's  work :" 

I  have  about  two-thirds  of  my  third  volume  of  "  Washington"  in 
type,  and  shall  be  heartily  glad  when  the  whole  volume  is  completed ; 
when  I  will  give  myself  repose  before  I  commence  another.  It  is  a 
toilsome  task,  though  a  very  interesting,  and,  I  may  say,  delightful 
one.  It  expands  and  grows  more  voluminous  as  I  write,  but  the 
way  it  is  received  by  the  public  cheers  me  on ;  for  I  put  it  to  the 
press  with  more  doubt  and  diffidence  than  any  \yorkleverpublished. 
The  way  the  public  keep  on  with  me  is  a  continual  wonderment  to 
me,  knowing  my  own  shortcomings  in  many  things ;  and  I  must  say 
I  am  sometimes  surprised  at  my  own  capacity  for  labour  at  my 
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advanced  time  of  life — when  I  used  to  think  a  man  must  be  good 
for  nothing. 

The  third  volume,  embracing  the  period  from  the  com- 
mencement of  the  year  1777  to  the  retirement  of  Washing- 
ton into  winter  quarters  in  1779,  appeared  in  July, 


CHAPTEE  LXXXIX. 

A  Recurrence  to  the  Dresden  Episode — Interpolation  of  the  English  Edi- 
tion of  the  Third  Volume  of  the  Eife  and  Letters — Letter  from  3Ir<. 
Emily  Fuller  to  Washington  Irving — Reply — Letter  from  Dickens — 
Letter  to  Mrs.  Storrow. 

BEFORE  I  proceed  to  introduce  the  letters  which  are  to 
follow,  I  must  invite  the  reader  to  travel  back  with  me  to 
the  little  episode  in  Mr.  Irving's  life,  his  intercourse  with 
the  Fosters,  at  Dresden.  From  motives  of  delicacy,  I  had 
imposed  on  myself  a  reserve  as  to  some  particulars  of  that 
intimate  companionship  ;  and,  as  no  mention  had  been  made 
of  it  among  the  letters  and  extracts  which  Mrs.  Fuller  had 
been  kind  enough  to  furnish  me,  I  had  hesitated  to  betrav 
my  consciousness  that  the  imperfect  memorial  of  his  earlv 
life,  found  in  his  secret  drawer  after  his  death,  was  addressed 
to  Mrs.  Foster.  Of  this  I  had  undoubted  evidence,  as  well 
from  other  circumstances  as  from  the  names  of  Emily  and 
Flora  appearing  in  the  manuscript.  From  an  entry  in  Mr. 
Irving's  diary,  while  at  Prague,  in  June,  1823,  mentioning 
the  writing  and  sending  to  Mrs.  Foster,  from  that  city,  a 
letter  "giving  anecdotes  of  self,"  I  had  surmised  that  the 
faded  manuscript,  so  long  preserved,  was  a  transcript  from 
that  letter.  I  now  learn,  from  the  journal  of  Mrs.  Flora 
Dawson,  which  has  strangely  enough  made  its  appearance  in 
the  English  edition  of  the  third  volume  of  my  biography, 
that  I  erred  in  this  conjecture,  and  that  the  written  sheets 
were  brought  to  the  family  by  Mr.  Irving  himself,  at 
Dresden,  and  left  for  their  perusal,  under  a  sacred  promise 
that  the  manuscript  should  be  returned  to  him  ;  that  no 
copy  should  be  taken,  and  that  no  eyes  but  theirs  should 
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ever  rest  upon  it — a  promise,  adds  the  same  authority,  faith- 
fully kept. 

From  this  I  perceive  that  the  sheets  in  my  possession,  in- 
stead of  being  a  transcript  from  a  letter,  as  I  had  supposed, 
are  part  of  the  original  manuscript,  here  mentioned  as  having 
been  left  and  reclaimed. 

In  the  first  volume  of  my  \vork,  I  had  already  introduced 
some  affecting  passages  from  this  memorial,  bearing  upon 
the  history  of  his  early  attachment,  and  had  supposed  that 
I  had  given  all  that  would  be  of  interest  to  the  general 
reader;  but  as  the  London  publisher  of  the  biography,  to 
•whom  the  advanced  sheets  were  sent,  has  introduced  two 
chapters,  making  seventy-nine  additional  pages,  at  the  end 
of  the  third  volume,  without  my  knowledge,  giving  some 
further  particulars  of  the  author's  life  at  Dresden,  I  feel  it 
necessary  again  to  recur  to  the  subject.  This  new  matter,  to 
which  the  publisher  has  resorted,  consists  mainly  of  the 
journals  of  Mrs.  Fuller  and  Mrs.  Dawson,  the  Emily  and 
Flora  of  those  days.  While  there  is  much  that  is  of  interest 
in  their  record  of  those  "  pleasant  days,"  as  Mr.  Irving  calls 
them  in  a  letter  which  is  to  follow — the  last  he  ever  wrote  to 
the  family — there  are  some  things  in  the  journal  of  Mrs. 
Dawson  a  little  calculated,  though  no  doubt  unintentionally, 
to  mislead,  or  rather  to  be  misunderstood. 

A  notice  of  the  English  edition  of  my  work,  which  met 
my  eye  in  the  London  "  Quarterly"  before  I  had  been  able 
to  see  the  English  copy,  or  had  any  intimation  of  the  nature 
of  the  additions  made  to  it,  mentioned,  to  m.y  surprise,  that 
Mr.  Irving  had  aspired  to  the  hand  of  Miss  Emily  Foster,  at 
Dresden,  and  met  with  a  "  friendly  but  decided  rejection  of 
his  addresses."  On  receiving  the  English  copy,  I  find  that 
Mrs.  Dawson  makes  no  positive  assertion  of  the  kind  ;  but, 
while  she  claims  for  her  sister,  from  Mr.  Irving,  a  degree  of 
devotion  amounting  to  "  a  hopeless  and  consuming  attach- 
ment," she  goes  on  to  say :  "  It  was  fortunate,  perhaps,  that 
this  affection  was  returned  by  ike  warmest  friendship  only — 
(the  italics  are  her  own) — since  it  was  destined  that  the  ac- 
complishment of  his  wishes  was  impossible,  for  many  obstacles 
which  lay  in  his  way." 

"While  I  am  not  disposed  to  question,  for  a  moment,  the 
warmth  or  sincerity  of  his  admiration  for  the  lady,  that  he 
ever  thought  of  matrimony  at  this  time  is  utterly  disproved 


.2ET.  73.]  OF  WASHINGTON  IETINQ.  909 

by  a  passage  of  the  very  manuscript  to  which  the  siater 
refers,  as  addressed  to  her  mother,  and  of  which  she  errs  in 
supposing  that  I  had  in  possession  only  the  first  and  last 
sheets.  A  more  careful  reference  to  the  first  volume  of  the 
biography,  will  show  her  that  only  the  first  and  last  sheets 
were  missing,  and  that  there  remained  sixteen  consecutive 
pages.  In  that  manuscript,  after  recounting  the  progress 
and  catastrophe  of  his  early  love,  for  ever  hallowed  to  his 
memory,  and  glancing  at  other  particulars  of  his  life,  with 
which  the  reader  has  already  been  made  familiar,  all  given 
with  the  frankness  and  unreserve  of  perfect  coniidence,  he 
closes,  by  saying : 

You  wonder  why  I  am  not  married.  I  have  shown  you  why  I  was 
not  long  since.  When  I  bad  sufficiently  recovered  from  that  loss,  I 
became  involved  in  ruin.*  It  was  not  for  a  man  broken  down  in  the 
world,  to  drag  down  any  woman  to  his  paltry  circumstances.  I  was 
too  proud  to  tolerate  the  idea  of  ever  mending  my  circumstances  by 
matrimony.  My  time  has  now  gone  by ;  and  1  have  growing  claims 
upon  my  thoughts  and  upon  my  means,  slender  and  precarious  as  they 
are.  I  feel  as  if  I  had  already  a  family  to  think  and  provide  for. 

The  reader  will  perceive  from  this  passage,  addressed  to 
Mrs.  Foster,  at  Dresden,  after  months  of  intimate  friendship, 
what  colour  there  is  for  the  assertion  that  Mr.  Irving  ever 
made  advances  for  the  hand  of  Miss  Emily  Foster,  however 
great  or  undisguised  may  have  been  his  admiration  for  her. 
That  the  "warmest  friendship"  existed  between  them,  is 
fully  shown  from  the  tone  of  the  letters  which  follow,  written 
thirty-three  years  after  their  sojourn  at  Dresden.  Their  last 
meeting,  alluded  to  in  the  letter  which  I  now  lay  before  the 

*  This  doubtless  alludes  to  his  bankruptcy  in  1818,  while  resident  in 
Liverpool,  and  carrying  on  business  in  partnership  with  his  brother.  The 
linn  was  gazetted  January  1,  1818,  as  Washington  Irving,  of  Liverpool, 
carrying  on  trade  with  Ebenezer  Irving,  of  New  York,  merchant,  and  ob- 
tained a  certificate  May  26,  1818.  His  failure  appears  to  have  been 
caused  by  the  loss  of  a  large  cargo  of  guns,  consigned  by  the  firm  and  their 
brother-in-law,  Mr.  Van  Wart,  of  Birmingham,  as  a  joint  speculation,  to 
the  United  States,  in  1815,  during  the  short  war.  After  the  peace,  Mr. 
Irving  instituted  a  suit  in  America,  claiming  indemnification  on  the  plea 
that  the  guns  were  American,  not  English  property,  and  were  shipped,  for 
American  purposes  (shooting  th«  Kn.^li.-li?;,  Imt  Mr.  Irving  lust  his  suit;  and 
the  Birmingham  gunmak'Ts  their  money.  The  only  dividend  which  the 
firm  appears  ever  to  have  paid  wa<  in  the  pound,  April  18, 1828. — 

II.  G.  BOIIN. 
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reader,  was  in  London,  in  1832,  shortly  before  his  return  to 
America,  after  his  prolonged  absen'ce  of  seventeen  years : 

From  MRS.  EMILY  FULLER,  to  WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

May  25,  1856. 

MY  DEAR  MR.  IRVING, — I  think  I  ought  to  begin  by  telling  you 
who  is  writing  to  you — Emily  Foster,  now  Emily  Fuller;  and  I 
address  you,  after  so  long  a  time,  because  I  hope  that  my  eldest  boy 
Henry  may  have  the  happiness  and  advantage  of  meeting  you,  and 
making  your  acquaintance  personally,  as  he  has  long  ago  by  hearsay. 
I  have  been  renewing  former  days.  I  have  lately  been  reading  over 
my  old  Dresden  journal,  where  you  are  a  part  of  our  daily  life,  and 
feel  it  all  over  again  so  completely,  I  cannot  believe  all  the  time  since 
has  really  passed.  Then,  too,  in  the  course  of  last  winter,  we  were 
all  living  with  you  in  the  Alhambra.  We  were  reading  it  out  loud  hi 
the  evenings,  and  the  sunshine  and  moonlight  and  fountains  and  Lin- 
daraxa's  garden  became  almost  more  real  than  the  real  fire  and 
winter  evenings.  We  also  read  the  "  Sketch  Book"  and  "  Bracebridge 
Hall,"  and  I  really  thought  they  came  upon  me  more  fresh  and 
more  delightful  than  even  the  first  time  I  read  them — the  touching 
expressions,  and  the  arch,  pretty  humour — I  could  see  you,  your 
own  self,  as  we  read,  and  your  very  smile.  How  1  should  like  to  hear 
from  you,  dear  Mr.  Irving !  I  married  soon  after  we  met  in  London. 
Do  you  remember  you  used  to  come,  and  often  spend  the  evening 
with  us  in  Seymour-street  ?  And  now  I  have  four  boys  and  one 
little  girl.  They  are  all  so  good  and  promising  as  to  add  much  to 
our  happiness.  Two  of  them  are  still  at  school.  *  *  *  My  eldest 
has  a  great  desire  to  settle  in  the  States,  with  a  friend  who  goes  out 
with  him — a  very  nice,  gentlemanly  young  man.  *  *  *  I  wish  you 
would  give  us  your  advice  as  to  situation,  &c.  Climate  would  be  one 
of  the  first  considerations;  and  they  wish  to  go  as  far  West  as  would 
be  convenient.  *  *  * 

I  must  not  exceed  my  space.  It  will  be  such  a  real  happiness  to 
hear  from  you.  Do  tell  me  about  yourself,  dear  Mr.  Irving.  You 
do  not  know  how  much  and  often  I  think  of  you. 

Yours  ever,  most  truly, 

EMILY  FULLER. 

To  this  letter  Mr.  Irving  sent  the  following  reply,  which 
came  to  me  from  Mrs.  Fuller  with  the  extracts  given  in  a 
former  volume,  and  accompanied  by  her  own  beautiful  testi- 
monial to  his  character,  in  a  letter  to  myself,  already  before 
the  reader : 

To  MRS.  EMILY  FULLER. 

Sunnyside,  July  2,  1856. 
MY  DEAR  MRS.  FULLER, — You  can  scarcely  imagine  my  surprise 
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and  delight  on  opening  your  letter,  and  finding  that  it  came  from 
Emily  Foster.  A  thousand  recollections  broke  at  once  upon  my 
mind,  of  Emily  Foster  as  I  had  known  her  at  Dresden,  yourfg,  and 
fair,  and  bright,  and  beautiful;  and  I  could  hardly  realise  that  so 
many  years  had  elapsed  since  then,  or  form  an  idea  of  her  as  Mrs. 
Emily  Fuller,  with  four  boys  and  one  little  girl.  *  *  *  I  wish  you 
had  given  me  a  few  more  particulars  about  yourself,  and  those  imme- 
diately connected  with  you,  whom  I  have  known.  After  so  long  an 
interval,  one  fears  to  ask  questions,  lest  they  should  awaken  painful 
recollections. 

By  the  tenor  of  your  letter,  I  should  judge  that,  on  the  whole,  the 
world  has  gone  smoothly  with  you.  Your  children,  you  tell  me,  are 
all  "  so  good  and  promising,  as  to  add  much  to  your  happiness." 
How  much  of  what  is  most  precious  in  life  is  conveyed  in  those  few 
words  !  You  ask  me  to  tell  you  something  about  myself.  Since  my 
return,  in  1846,  from  my  diplomatic  mission  in  Spain,  I  have  been 
leading  a  quiet  life  in  a  little  rural  retreat  I  had  previously  esta- 
blished on  the  banks  of  the  Hudson,  which,  in  fact,  has  been  my  home 
for  twenty  years  past.  I  am  in  a  beautiful  part  of  the  country,  in  an 
agreeable  neighbourhood,  am  on  the  best  of  terms  with  my  neighbours, 
and  have  a  house  full  of  nieces,  who  almost  make  me  as  happy  as  if  I 
were  a  married  man.  Your  letter  was  put  into  my  hands  just  as  I 
was  getting  into  the  carriage  to  drive  out  with  some  of  them.  I  read 
it  to  them  in  the  course  of  the  drive,  letting  them  know  that  it  was 
from  Emily  Foster,  the  young  lady  of  whom  they  had  often  heard  me 
speak  ;  who  had  painted  the  head  of  Herodias,  which  hangs  over  the 
piano  in  the  drawing-room ;  and  who,  1  had  always  told  them,  was 
more  beautiful  than  the  head  which  she  had  painted ;  which  they 
could  hardly  believe,  though  it  was  true.  You  recollect,  I  trust, 
the  miniature  copy  of  the  head  of  Herodias  which  you  made  in  the 
Dresden  Gallery.  I  treasure  it  as  a  precious  memorial  of  those  plea- 
sant days. 

My  health  is  excellent,  though,  at  times,  I  have  tried  it  hard  by 
literary  occupations  and  excitement.  There  are  some  propensities 
that  grow  upon  men  with  age,  and  I  am  a  little  more  addicted  to  the 
pen  than  1  was  in  my  younger  days,  and  much  more,  I  am  told,  than 
is  prudent  for  a  man  of  my  years.  It  is  a  labour,  however,  in  which 
I  delight;  and  I  am  never  so  happy  of  an  evening,  as  when  I  have 
passed  the  whole  morning  in  my  study,  hard  at  work,  and  have  earned 
the  evening's  recreation. 

Farewell,  my  dear  Mrs.  Fuller.  If  any  of  those  of  your  family 
whom  I  ever  knew  and  valued  are  at  hand,  assure  them  that  I  ever 
retain  them  in  cordial  remembrance ;  and  believe  me,  ever,  my  dear 
Emily  Foster,  your  affectionate  friend, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

My  next  letter  is  one  from  Dickens  to  Mr.  Irving,  intro- 
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ducing  a  relative,  glancing  at  a  capital  story  of  Mr.  Irving  of 
a  dinner  at  Holland  House,  in  which  a  clergyman's  leg  was  a 
feature,  and  giving  a  comic  yet  touching  anecdote  of  poor 
Rogers  in  his  eclipse : 

From  CHARLES  DICKENS. 

Tavistock  House,  London, 
July  5,  185(3. 

MY  DEAR  IRVING, — If  you  knew  how  often  I  write  to  you  indi- 
vidually and  personally,  in  my  books,  you  would  be  no  more  surprised 
in  seeing  this  note,  than  you  were  in  seeing  me  do  my  duty  by  that 
flowery  julep  (in  what  I  dreamily  apprehend  to  have  been  a  former 
state  of  existence)  at  Baltimore. 

Will  you  let  me  present  to  you  a  cousin  of  mine,  Mr.  B ,  who 

is  associated  with  a  merchant's  house  in  New  York  ?  Of  course,  he 
wants  to  see  you,  and  know  you.  How  can  /  wonder  at  that  ?  How 
can  anybody? 

I  had  a  long  talk  with  Leslie  at  the  last  Academy  dinner  (having 
previously  been  with  him  in  Paris),  and  he  told  me  that  you  were 
flourishing.  I  suppose  you  know  that  he  wears  a  moustache — so  do 
I,  for  the  matter  of  that,  and  a  beard  too — and  that  he  looks  like  a 
portrait  of  Don  Quixote. 

Holland  House  has  four-and-twenty  youthful  pages  in  it  now — 
twelve  for  my  lord,  and  twelve  for  my  lady ;  and  no  clergyman  coils 
his  leg  up  under  his  chair  all  dinner-time,  and  begins  to  uncurve  it 
when  the  hostess  goes.  No  wheeled  chair  runs  smoothly  in,  with 

that  beaming  face  in  it ;  and 's  little  cotton  pocket-handkerchief 

helped  to  make  (I  believe)  this  very  sheet  of  paper.  A  half -sad,  half- 
ludicrous  story  of  Rogers  is  all  I  will  sully  it  with.  You  know,  I 
dare  say,  that,  for  a  year  or  so  before  his  death,  he  wandered,  and  lost 
himself,  like  one  of  the  Children  in  the  Wood,  grown  up  there  and 
grown  down  again.  He  had  Mrs.  Procter  and  Mrs.  Carlyle  to  break- 
fast with  him,  one  morning — only  those  two.  Both  excessively  talk- 
ative, very  quick  and  clever,  and  bent  on  entertaining  him.  When  Mrs. 
Carlyle  had  flashed  and  shone  before  him  for  about  three-quarters  of 
an  hour  on  one  subject,  he  turned  his  poor  old  eyes  on  Mrs.  Procter, 
and,  pointing  to  the  brilliant  discourser  with  his  poor  old  finger,  said 
(indignantly),  "  Who  is  she  ?"  Upon  this,  Mrs.  Procter,  cutting  in, 
delivered — (it  is  her  own  story) — a  neat  oration  on  the  life  and 
writings  of  Carlyle,  and  enlightened  him  in  her  happiest  and  airiest 
manner ;  all  of  which  he  heard,  staring  in  the  dreariest  silence,  and 
then  said  (indignantly  as  before),  "And  who  are  you?" 

Ever,  my  dear  Irving,  most  affectionately  and  truly  yours, 

CHARLES  DICKENS. 

"While  engrossed,  as  far  as  incessant  interruptions  would 
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permit,  bv  the  task  of  preparing  his  fourth  volume  of  the 
"  Life  of  Washington"  for  the  press,  he  writes  a  letter  to  his 
niece,  at  Paris,  of  which  I  extract  some  interesting  passages. 
The  "  Pierre"  mentioned  in  the  first  extract  is  not  the  editor, 
but  the  eldest  son  of  his  brother  Ebenezer,  Pierre  Paris 
Irving,  an  Episcopal  clergyman,  who  had  recently  returned 
to  his  parochial  duties  from  a  brief  excursion  in  Europe, 
which  had  extended  to  the  Orkneys. 


To  MRS.  STORROW. 

Sunnyside,  Oct.  27,  1856. 

After  Pierre's  return  from  France  to  England,  he  made  an  expedi- 
tion to  the  cad  of  the  world — in  other  words,  to  the  Orkneys !  It 
was  in  those  islands  that  the  branch  of  the  Irving  family  from  which 
we  are  descended  vegetated  for  centuries ;  once  having  great  landed 
possessions,  ultimately  losing  them. 

Pierre  found  a  highly  intelligent  circle  of  society  existing  at  Kirk- 
wall,  the  capital  of  the  Orkneys,  principally  composed  of  persons 
from  Edinburgh,  holding  official  stations.  He  was  hospitably  enter- 
tained by  them,  in  a  style  of  elegance  which  he  had  not  expected  in 
that  remote  region. 

At  Shapinsha,  the  island  whence  my  father  came,  Pierre  was  shown 
the  house  in  which  he  was  born,  and  whence  he  emigrated  about  a 
century  since.  It  is  a  house  of  modest  pretensions,  and  still  bears 
its  old  name  of  Quholmc  (pronounced  Home).  In  the  flourishing 
days  of  our  family  it  must  have  owned  the  greater  part  of  Shapinsha. 
Mr.  Balfour,  the  present  proprietor,  received  Pierre  very  hospitably 
in  his  noble  residence  of  Balfour  Castle,  and  submitted  to  his  inspec- 
tion a  chest  full  of  deeds  and  documents  of  several  generations, 
showing  how,  by  piecemeal,  the  landed  property  passed  out  of  the 
hands  of  the  Irvings,  and  centred  in  those  of  the  family  which  at 
present  hold  it.  Pierre  brought  home  one  of  those  documents,  given 
to  him  by  Mr.  Balfour,  three  or  four  centuries  old,  bearing  the  name  of 
one  of  our  ancestors,  with  the  old  family  arms  of  the  Three  Holly 
Leaves.  He  also  brought  home  a  genealogy  of  the  family,  which  some 
official  gentleman,  curious  in  antiquarian  research,  had  digested  from 
deeds  and  other  documents  existing  at  the  Orkneys  and  in  the  public 
archives  at  Edinburgh.  This  genealogical  table,  which  is  officially 
certified,  establishes  the  fact  of  our  being  descended  from  the  Irving 
of  Bonsliaw,  who  gave  shelter  to  Robert  the  Bruce  in  the  day  of  his 
adversity. 

You  are  going  to  pass  the  winter  at  a  city  I  never  visited,  Florence. 
At  the  time  1  was  in  Italy  a  cordon  of  troops  was  drawn  round 
Tuscany,  on  account  of  a  malignant  fever  prevalent  there,  and  I  was 
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obliged  to  omit  the  whole  of  it  in  my  Italian  tour.     I  also  failed  to 
see  Venice,  which  I  have  ever  regretted. 

Your  letter  of  last  June  mentions  your  being  just  returned  from 
an  excursion  of  four  days  to  Touraine.  It  recalled  a  tour  I  once 
made  there  with  your  uncle  Peter,  in  which,  besides  visiting  the 
places  you  speak  of,  we  passed  a  day  or  two  in  the  beautiful  old  chateau 
of  Ussy,  belonging  to  the  Duke  of  Duras,  the  Duchess  having  given 
me  a  letter  to  the  concierge,  which  put  the  chateau  and  its  domains  at 
my  disposition.  Our  sojourn  was  very  interesting.  The  chateau  had  a 
half-deserted  character.  The  Duke  had  not  fortune  enough  to  keep 
it  up  in  style,  and  only  visited  it  occasionally  in  the  hunting  season. 
There  were  the  traces  of  former  gaiety  and  splendour — a  private 
theatre,  all  in  decay  and  disorder ;  an  old  chapel  turned  into  a 
granary ;  state  apartments,  with  stately  family  portraits  in  quaint, 
antiquated  costumes,  but  some  of  them  mouldering  in  their  frames. 
I  found,  afterward,  that  the  Duchess  had  hoped  I  might  be  excited  to 
write  something  about  the  old  chateau  in  the  style  of  Bracebridge 
Hall ;  and  it  would,  indeed,  have  been  a  fine  subject. 


CHA.PTEE,  XC. 

Letters  to  Charles  Lanman — Fourth  Volume  of  Life  of  Washington  going 
through  the  Press— Letter  to  Henry  T.  Tuckerman — Publication  of 
Vol.  IV. — Letter  from  George  Bancroft — Reply — Letter  to  Frederick  S. 
Cozzens — Letter  from  William  H.  Prescott — Letter  from  J.  Lothrop 
Motley — Letter  from  S.  Austin  Allibone,  and  Reply. 

THE  letter  which  follows  is  addressed  to  a  young  author, 
to  whom.  Mr.  Irving  had  before  written  encouragingly,  iu  ac- 
knowledgment of  the  presentation  of  his  first  work  : 

To  MK.  CHARLES  LANMAN. 

Sunnyside,  March  2,  1857. 

MY  DEAK  MR.  LANMAN, — I  am  suffering  a  long  time  to  elapse 
without  acknowledging  the  receipt  of  the  copy  of  your  work*  which 
you  have  had  the  kindness  to  send  me,  and  expressing  to  you  the 
great  delight  I  take  in  the  perusal  of  it.  But  when  1  remind  you 
that  I  am  approaching  my  seventy-fourth  birthday,  that  I  am  labour- 
ing to  launch  the  fourth  volume  of  my  Life  of  Washington,  and 
that  my  table  is  loaded  with  a  continually  increasing  multitude  of  un- 
answered letters,  which  I  vainly  endeavour  to  cope  with,  I  am  sure 
that  you  will  excuse  the  tardiness  of  my  correspondence. 
*  Adventures  in  the  Wilds  of  America. 
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I  hope  the  success  of  your  work  has  been  equal  to  its  merits.  To 
me  your  "  Adventures  in  the  Wilds"  are  a  continual  refreshment  of 
the  spirits.  I  take  a  volume  of  your  work  to  bed  with  me,  after 
fagging  with  my  pen,  and  then  I  ramble  with  you  among  the  moun- 
tains and  by  the  streams  in  the  boundless  interior  of  our  fresh  un- 
hackneyed country,  and  only  regret  that  I  can  but  do  so  in  idea,  and 
that  I  am  not  young  enough  to  be  your  companion  in  reality. 

I  have  taken  great  interest,  of  late,  in  your  Expedition  among  the 
Alleghany  Mountains,  having  been  campaigning,  in  my  work,  in  the 
upper  parts  of  the  Carolinas,  and  especially  in  the  "  Catawba  country," 
about  which  you  give  such  graphic  sketchings.  Really,  I  look  upon 
your  work  as  a  vade  mecum  to  the  American  lover  of  the  picturesque 
and  romantic,  unfolding  to  him  the  wilderness  of  beauties  and  the 
variety  of  adventurous  life  to  be  found  in  our  great  chains  of  moun- 
tains and  systems  of  lakes  and  rivers.  You  are,  in  fact,  the  pictu- 
resque explorer  of  our  country. 

With  great  regard,  my  dear  Mr.  Lanman,  yours  ever,  very  truly, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

By  the  following  brief  notes  to  myself,  it  will  appear  that 
the  fourth  volume  of  the  "  Life  of  Washington  "  was  going 
through  the  press,  and  that  he  was  prone  to  make  modifica- 
tions and  corrections  during  the  process : 

Sunnyside,  March  20,  1857. 

MY  DEAR  PIERRE, — Page  101  must  be  carefully  collated  with  the 
manuscript.  There  are  two  places  were  I  cannot  supply  the  deficit. 

I  have  struck  out  some  lines  in  page  172,  so  that  the  chapter  may 
end  on  page  173,  and  save  the  great  blank  in  page  174.  The  printers 
appear  to  be  fond  of  ending  a  chapter  at  the  top  of  a  page. 

I  have  no  doubt  of  getting  the  Inauguration  into  this  volume ; 
but  the  printers  must  not  make  blank  pages  unnecessarily. 

Sunnyside,  Monday  Evening. 

There  is  a  passage  in,  I  think,  De  Rochambeau's  Memoirs,  about 
the  sending  in  a  flag,  at  Yorktown,  to  Cornwallis,  to  obtain  permission 
for  Secretary  Nelson  to  leave  the  town ;  and  about  his  being  brought 
out  on  a  litter,  being  old  and  ill  with  the  gout.  I  wish  you  would 
copy  it  and  send  it  to  me  with  the  next  proofs,  as  I  wish  to  make 
immediate  use  of  it.  You  will  find  De  Rochambeau's  Memoirs  in 
the  American  department  of  the  Astor  Library. 

If  it  is  not  in  De  Rochambeau's  Memoirs,  it  is  in  Chastellux  :  but 
I  think  it  is  in  the  former. 

It  was  in  Chastellux. 

Sunnyside,  March  22,  1857. 

I  send  you  the  page  which  was  missing.     Fortunately,  I  had  im- 
paled it,  as  I  now  do  all  the  cancelled  pages. 
VOL.  IV.  3  B 
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Sunnyside,  Tuesday  Evening. 

I  shall  send  no  copy  for  a  day  or  two,  for  I  am  fagged  and  a  little 
out  of  order,  and  need  rest ;  and  I  wish  to  be  careful  about  the  en- 
suing chapters,  which  I  have  been  patching,  and  must  revise  to  avoid 
muddling.  *  *  *  I  shall  be  heartily  glad  to  receive  the  last  proof 
sheet. 

Not  long  after  this  note  was  written,  Mr.  Irving  received 
a  visit  from  Mr.  Charles  Lanman,  who  had  recently  sent  him 
his  "  Adventures  in  the  Wilds  of  America,"  for  which,  he 
makes  his  acknowledgment  in  a  letter  just  given.  On  his 
return  to  his  residence,  at  Georgetown,  Mr.  Lanman  gave  a 
detail  of  his  visit  in  a  letter  to  Peter  Force,  Esq.,  entitled, 
"  A  Day  with  "Washington  Irving,"  which  was  published  in 
the  National  Intelligencer,  and  enclosed  in  an  epistle  from 
the  writer  to  Mr.  Irving.  This  is  his  tardy  but  character- 
istic acknowledgment : 

To  CHARLES  LANMAN,  Georgetown,  D.  C. 

Sunnyside,  May  9,  1857. 

MY  DEAR  MR.  LANMAN, — I  have  been  too  thoroughly  occupied  in 
getting  a  volume  of  my  work  through  the  press  to  acknowledge,  at 
an  earlier  date,  your  letter  of  March  24th,  respecting  your  letter* 
which  has  found  its  way  into  the  Intelligencer.  I  can  only  say  that 
I  wish  you  had  had  a  worthier  subject  for  your  biographic  pen,  or 
that  I  had  known  our  conversation  was  likely  to  be  recorded ;  I 
should  then  have  tasked  myself  to  say  some  wise  or  witty  things,  to 
be  given  as  specimens  of  my  off-hand  table-talk.  One  should  always 
know  when  they  are  sitting  for  a  portrait,  that  they  may  endeavour 
to  look  handsomer  than  themselves,  and  attitudinize. 

I  am  scrawling  this  in  great  haste,  merely  that  your  letter  may 
not  remain  longer  unacknowledged ;  and  am,  very  truly,  your  friend, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

The  letter  which  follows  is  addressed  to  Mr.  Henry  T. 
Tuckerman,  in  acknowledgment  of  his  volume  of  "  Biogra- 
phical Essays,"  which  Mr.  Irving  had  pronounced,  in  a  pre- 
vious letter,  written  on  a  partial  perusal,  the  best  work  he 
had  given  to  the  public,  and  one  that  must  greatly  advance 
his  reputation. 

To  MR.  H.  T.  TUCKERMAN. 

Sunnyside,  Jan.  26,  1857. 

MY  DEAR  MR.  TUCKERMAN, — I  wrote  to  you,  some  days  since,  on 
*  A  letter  to  Peter  Force,  Esq. 
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the  subject  of  your  new  work,  when  J  had  read  but  a  part  of  it.  I 
have  just  finished  the  perusal  of  it,  and  cannot  rest  until  I  have  told 
you  how  thoroughly  I  have  been  delighted  with  it.  I  do  not  know 
when  1  have  read  any  work  more  uniformly  rich,  full,  and  well  sus- 
tained. The  liberal,  generous,  catholic  spirit  in  which  it  is  written, 
is  beyond  all  praise.  The  work  is  a  model  of  its  kind. 

1  have  no  doubt  that  it  will  take  a  high  stand  in  England,  and  will 
reflect  great  credit  on  our  literature,  of  which  it  will  remain  a  lasting 
ornament. 

Congratulating  you,  with  all  my  heart,  on  this  crowning  achieve- 
ment of  your  literary  career, 

I  remain  yours,  very  cordially  and  truly, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

The  fourth  volume  of  the  "Life  of  Washington"  was 
published  in  May.  The  first  letter  he  received  on  the  sub- 
ject was  from  Bancroft,  who  pronounced  the  picture  he  had 
drawn  of  "Washington  "  the  most  vivid  and  the  truest"  that 
had  "  ever  been  written."  To  a  warm,  congratulatory  letter 
from  Mr.  Frederick  S.  Cozzens,  author  of  the  humorous 
"  Sparrowgrass  Papers,"  a  resident  of  Yonkers,  about  eight 
miles  south  of  Sunnyside,  he  sends  the  following  character- 
istic reply : 

Sunnyside,  May  22,  1857. 

MY  DEAR  MR.  COZZENS, — Your  letter  has  been  most  acceptable 
and  animating;  for  letters  of  the  kind  are  not,  as  you  presume, 
"common  to  me  as  blackberries."  Excepting  a  very  cordial  and 
laudatory  one  from  Bancroft,  yours  is  the  only  one,  relative  to  my 
last  volume,  that  I  have  yet  received.  Backed  by  these  two  letters, 
I  feel  strong  enough  to  withstand  that  self-criticism  which  is  apt  to 
beset  me  and  cuff  me  down  at  the  end  of  a  work,  when  the  excitement 
of  composition  is  over. 

You  speak  of  some  misgivings  which  you  felt  in  the  course  of  my 
literary  enterprise,  whether  I  would  be  able  to  go  through  wiih  it, 
and  "  end  as  happily  as  I  had  begun."  I  confess  I  had  many  mis- 
givings of  the  kind  myself,  as  I  became  aware  of  the  magnitude  of 
the  theme  upon  which  I  had  adventured,  and  saw  "wilds  immeasur- 
ably spread"  lengthening  on  every  side  as  I  proceeded.  I  felt  that  I 
had  presumed  on  the  indulgence  of  nature  in  undertaking  such  a  task 
at  my  time  of  life,  and  feared  I  might  break  down  in  the  midst  of  it. 
Whimsical  as  it  may  seem,  I  was  haunted  occasionally  by  one  of  my 
own  early  pleasantries.  My  mock  admonition  to  Diedrich  Knicker- 
bocker not  to  idle  in  his  historic  wayfaring,  rose  in  judgment  against 
me :  "  Is  not  Time,  relentless  Time,  shaking,  with  palsied  hand,  his 
almost  exhausted  hourglass  before  thee?  Hasten,  then,  to  pursue 
3n2 
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thy  weary  task,  lest  the  last  sands  be  run  ere  thou  hast  finished  thy 
history  of  the  Manhattoes." 

Fortunately,  I  had  more  powers  of  endurance  in  me  than  I  gave 
myself  credit  for.  1  have  attained  to  a  kind  of  landing  place  in  my 
work,  and,  as  I  now  rest  myself  on  the  bank,  feel  that,  though  a 
little  weary,  I  am  none  the  worse  for  having  so  long  tugged  at  the 
oar. 

And  now,  as  the  winter  is  past,  the  rains  are  over  and  gone,  and 
the  flowers  are  appearing  upon  the  earth,  I  mean  to  recreate  myself 
a  little,  and  may,  one  day  or  other,  extend  my  travels  down  even  to 
Yonkers,  but  will  always  be  happy  to  welcome  you  to  Suunyside. 

With  kindest  remembrances  to  Mrs.  Cozzens,  believe  me,  very 
truly,  your  obliged  friend, 

WASHINGTON  IKYING. 

I  bring  this  chapter  to  a  close  with,  the  two  following 
letters ;  the  first  written  by  Prescott  after  completing  the 
perusal  of  the  fourth  volume  of  the  "  Life  of  Washington," 
and  the  last  by  Motley,  about  to  leave  the  country,  and 
whom  Mr.  Irving  never  met.  Motley  had  recently  achieved 
a  brilliant  fame  by  his  "  Eise  of  the  Dutch  Republic  ;"  and, 
after  some  modest  demur  to  which  his  letter  alludes,  had 
sent  his  volume  to  Mr.  Irving,  who  responded  with  a  sincere 
and  warm  eulogy : 

From  MR.  W.  H.  PRESCOTT. 

Lynn,  Mass.,  Aug.  7,  1857. 

MY  DEAR  MR.  IRVING, — I  have  just  closed  the  fourth  volume  of 
your  "  Life  of  Washington."  I  have  not  hurried  myself,  as  you  see ; 
and,  in  truth,  a  man  who  travels  through  books  with  the  ear,  instead 
of  the  eye,  cannot  hurry.  I  don't  know  whether  you  care  about  re- 
marks on  your  books  from  friends,  though  they  be  brothers  of  the 
craft ;  but  it  always  seems  to  me  that,  when  one  has  derived  great 
pleasure  from  reading  an  author,  to  make  no  acknowledgment  is  as 
uncourteous  as  for  a  gourmand,  after  he  has  crammed  himself  with  a 
good  dinner,  to  go  away  without  a  civil  word  to  his  host. 

My  wife,  who  has  been  my  reader,  and  myself,  have  indeed  read 
with  the  greatest  interest  this  your  last  work — an  interest  which 
went  on  crescendo  from  the  beginning,  and  which  did  not  reach  its 
climax  till  the  last  pages.  I  have  never  before  fully  comprehended 
the  character  of  Washington ;  nor  did  I  know  what  capabilities  it 
would  afford  to  his  biographer.  Hitherto  we  have  only  seen  him  as 
a  sort  of  marble  Colossus,  full  of  moral  greatness,  but  without  the 
touch  of  humanity  that  would  give  him  interest.  You  have  known 
how  to  give  the  marble  flesh  colour,  that  brings  it  to  the  resemblance 
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of  life.  This  you  have  done  throughout ;  but  it  is  more  especially 
observable  in  the  first  volume  and  in  the  last.  No  one — at  least,  I 
am  sure,  no  American — could  read  the  last  without  finding  pretty 
often  a  blur  upon  the  page.  Yet,  I  see,  like  your  predecessors,  you 
are  not  willing  to  mar  the  beautiful  picture,  by  giving  Washington 
the  infirmity  of  temper  which  common  report  assigns  to  him.  Per- 
haps you  are  not  satisfied  with  the  foundations  of  such  a  report. 

I  had  feared,  from  your  manner  of  talking,  that,  you  would  never 
set  about  the  great  work  in  earnest.  Happy  for  the  country  that  it 
has  been  at  least  accomplished  by  your  pen  ! 

It  is  long  since  I  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you,  though  I  often 
get  particulars  about  you.  How  gratified  should  I  be,  for  one  of 
many,  if  you  would  pay  a  visit  to  our  northern  latitudes !  I  so 
rarely  go  to  New  York,  that,  when  I  go,  the  memory  of  friends  like 
Brevoort,  Wainwright,  and  a  few  others,  rises  to  my  mind,  and  fills 
it  with  a  melancholy  feeling. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Mr.  Irving.  Long  may  it  be  before  you  are  called 
away,  and  before  you  cease  to  give  pleasure  and  instruction  to  the 
world  by  your  writings. 

Always,  very  sincerely,  your  friend, 

WM.  H.  PRESCOTT. 

J.  LOTHROP  MOTLEY  to  WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

Boston,  Aug.  7,  1857. 

MY  DEAR  SIR, — You  must  permit  me  to  address  you  a  single  line 
of  thanks  for  the  kind  note  you  did  me  the  honour  of  sending  me 
several  days  since. 

To  receive  such  warm  and  generous  commendation  from  so  vene- 
rated a  hand,  is  sufficient  reward  for  literary  labour,  although  it  were 
far  more  severe  and  more  successful  than  mine  has  been. 

Having  been,  from  youth  upward,  among  the  warmest  and  most 
enthusiastic  admirers  of  your  genius,  I  appreciate  entirely  the  gene- 
rosity with  which  you  extend  to  me  the  hand  of  fellowship  and  sym- 
pathy. 

It  is  your  great  good  fortune  to  command  not  only  the  respect 
and  admiration  of  your  innumerable  readers,  but  their  affection  also. 
A  feeling  of  personal  obligation — almost  of  personal  friendship — 
mingles  itself,  in  their  minds,  with  the  colder  sentiments  which  are 
often  entertained  toward  even  a  successful  author. 

I  will  not  proceed  in  this  vein,  lest  I  should  say  more  than  you 
would  think  becoming,  as  addressed  directly  to  yourself.  I  will  only 
say,  that  when  the  book  of  which  you  have  been  pleased  to  speak  so 
indulgently  first  appeared,  I  wished  very  much  to  depart,  in  a  single 
instance,  from  the  rule  which  I  had  laid  down — not  to  send,  namely, 
a  copy  to  any  one  who  was  not  an  old  personal  acquaintance.  I  did 
wish,  very  much  to  send  you  one,  as  a  testimony  of  gratitude  and 
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respect  from  one  who  had  been  long  most  familiar  with  you,  although, 
utterly  unknown  to  you.  I  refrained,  however,  until  recently,  and  I 
am  rejoiced  to  find  that  you  did  not  consider  my  sending  the  book  an 
intrusion. 

I  need  not  tell  you  how  bitterly  disappointed  I  was  at  missing  the 
promised  pleasure  of  meeting  you  at  dinner  at  President  King's.  It 
is  just  possible  that  you  may  not  know  the  nature  of  the  contretemps. 
Mr.  King  was  so  kind,  upon  my  expressing  a  strong  desire  to  see  you, 
as  to  invite  me  to  New  York  upon  a  certain  day,  when  he  hoped  also 
to  have  the  pleasure  of  your  company.  Subsequently,  by  letter,  he 
countermanded  this  arrangement,  thinking  you  absent  from  home. 
Nevertheless,  on  the  day  before  the  appointed  one,  I  was  ready,  with 
my  trunk  packed,  to  take  the  afternoon  boat  for  New  York,  and 
went  to  the  post-office,  hoping  for  a  summons.  There  was  nothing 
there,  so  I  remained.  Five  days  after  the  dinner,  I  received  from  Mr. 
King  a  telegraphic  dispatch  via  Nahant  (where  I  had  not  been  for 
several  days),  notifying  me  that  you  were  to  dine  with  him  "  to- 
morrow"— that  to-morrow  having  already  crept,  with  its  stealthy 
pace,  into  the  regions  of  eternal  yesterday.  Alas  !  I  must  say,  in  the 
bitterness  of  my  spirit, 

The  best  laid  schemes  of  mice  and  men 

Gang  aft  a-gley, 
And  leave  us  nought  tut  grief  and  pain 

For  promised  joy ; 

for  the  pleasure  which  I  anticipated  has  been  turned  into  a  perpetual 
"  grief  and  pain."  I  indulge  the  hope  of  meeting  you,  however,  after 
my  return. 

I  leave  this  country  on  the  12th  of  this  month.  If  I  can  be  of  any 
service  to  you  in  England  or  France,  during  my  residence  there,  I 
need  not  say  how  much  it  will  gratify  me  to  be  of  use  to  you.  My 
address  is,  "  Care  of  Baring  Brothers,  and  Co." 

Meantime,  with  sentiments  of  the  most  sincere  respect  and  regard, 
I  remain,  your  obliged  friend  and  servant, 

J.  LOTHBOP  MOTLEY. 

The  following  brief  correspondence  between  Mr.  Irving 
and  S.  Austin  Allibone,  of  Philadelphia,  author  of  the 
"  Dictionary  of  Authors,"  is  not  without  interest : 

To  WASHINGTON  IEVING. 

Philadelphia,  Oct  28,  1857. 

DEAK  Sin, — Last  night,  or  rather  this  morning — for  it  was  after 
midnight — I  was  deeply  engrossed  with  your  graphic  picture  of  your 
own  residence  in  the  Alhambra  in  the  spring  of  1829. 
It  occurs  to  me  to  send  you  the  descriptive  title  of  Owen  Jones's 
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illustrations  of  the  Alhambra.  May  I  venture  to  ask,  whether  the 
thrilling  sketch  of  your  midnight  "night-walking"  through  the  halls 
of  the  Alhambra  is  an  account  of  a  real  ramble,  or  whether  it  is 
partly  a  fancy  picture,  founded  on  fact  ?  It  is  certainly  one  of  your 
best  passages,  and  that  is  saying  a  great  deal. 

I  am,  dear  sir,  very  truly  yours, 

S.  AUSTIN  ALLIBOXE. 

To  S.  AUSTIN  ALLIBONE. 

Sunnyside,  Nov  2,  1857. 

My  DEAR,  SIR, — We  have  in  the  Astor  Library  a  copy  of  Owen 
Jones's  work  illustrative  of  the  Alhambra.  I  have  lately  seen  a 
number  of  photographs  of  various  parts  of  the  Alhambra,  which  I 
believe  are  intended  for  publication.  They  will  give  a  perfectly 
truthful  idea  of  the  old  pile. 

The  account  of  my  midnight  rambles  about  the  old  palace  is  literally 
true,  yet  gives  but  a  feeble  idea  of  my  feelings  and  impressions,  and 
of  the  singular  haunts  I  was  exploring. 

Everything  in  the  work  relating  to  myself,  and  to  the  actual  inha- 
bitants of  the  Alhambra,  is  unexaggerated  fact. 

It  is  only  in  the  legends  that  I  indulged  in  romancing ;  and  these 
were  founded  on  materials  picked  up  about  the  place. 

With  great  regard,  my  dear  sir,  yours  very  truly, 

WASHINGTON  LRVIXG. 


CHAPTER  XCI. 

A  Literary  Harvest — Engaged  on  his  Fifth  Volume — Letter  to  Mrs.  Stor- 
row — The  Crisis  of  1857 — Conversations — Kemble — Cooke — Cooper — 
Darley  and  Diedrich  Knickerbocker — Washington  Allston — Letter  to 
Bancroft — Letter  to  Professor  Lieber — Letter  to  Miss  J.  I.  Grinnell — 
The  Atlantic  Cable — Indisposition — Letter  to  a  Juvenile  Correspondent. 

THE  year  1857  had  been  a  calamitous  year  for  persons 
engaged  in  trade ;  and  Mr.  Irving,  who  had  been  in  suspense 
in  regard  to  his  publisher's  affairs,  found  it  necessary  to 
make  a  settlement  with  Mr.  Putnam,  and  continue  his  con- 
nection with  him  on  a  different  footing.  Their  connection, 
thus  far,  had  been  most  advantageous  to  both  ;  but  other 
enterprises  swept  from  the  upright  and  liberal  publisher  the 
profits  realised  from  the  sale  of  living's  works.  On  pre- 
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paring  for  Mr.  Irving,  in  December,  1857,  a  summary  of  his 
sales  and  receipts  from  July,  1848 — when  he  made  his  first 
agreement  with  Mr.  Putnam  for  the  publication  of  a  new 
edition  of  his  already  published  works — to  June  30th,  1857, 
a  period  of  nine  years,  I  found  there  had  been  sold  about 
three  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  volumes,  and  that  he  had 
realised  about  eighty  thousand  dollars  ;  that  is,  his  receipts 
had  averaged  about  nine  thousand  dollars  a  year — a  prolific 
literary  harvest.  At  the  opening  of  the  year  1858,  I  wrote 
to  him  :  "  The  contract  with  Mr.  Putnam,  to  begin  April 
1st,  has  been  executed."  By  this  contract,  Mr.  Putnam, 
who  had  made  a  full  settlement  of  their  present  business, 
was  to  act  as  his  agent,  Mr.  Irving  purchasing  from  him  the 
stereotype  plates  of  all  his  works.  I  had  written  to  him  on 
the  31st  of  December :  "  In  taking  a  business  retrospect  of 
the  year  that  is  just  closing,  it  may  be  a  satisfaction  to  you 
to  know  that  you  have  received  from  Mr.  Putnam  in  the 
course  of  it,  what  is  equivalent  to  twenty-five  thousand  dollars. 
Though  the  close  of  the  year  has  been  attended  with  some 
annoyances,  I  think,  therefore,  you  may  bid  it  farewell  with 
a  blessing." 

At  the  date  of  the  following  letter  to  his  niece,  at  Paris, 
Mr.  Irving  was  trying,  with  apparent  benefit,  a  prescription 
for  an  obstinate  catarrh,  which  had  been  very  troublesome 
of  late.  Three  days  after  its  date  (February  18th),  I  was 
led,  by  some  anxiety  in  regard  to  his  health,  to  the  cottage, 
to  spend  a  few  days.  A  temporary  deafness,  which  had  been 
shifting  from  one  ear  to  the  other,  had  now  reached  both 
ears,  so  that  I  found  it  necessary  to  speak  above  my  natural 
tone  to  be  heard  by  him.  He  was  troubled,  also,  with  diffi- 
culty of  breathing,  especially  in  making  ascents,  and  told  me 
that  he  had  been  sensible,  for  some  time,  of  shortness  of 
breath,  in  going  up  hill,  to  an  unusual  degree.  It  was  evi- 
dent to  him  that  the  "harp  of  thousand  strings"  was  no 
longer  "  in  tune."  "  But  I  cannot  complain  now,"  said  he 
to  me,  "  if  some  of  the  chords  should  be  breaking."  That 
morning,  for  the  first  time  in  about  a  month,  he  had  taken 
pen  in  hand  and  written  a  page  on  his  historical  task. 
December  14th,  he  had  written  me  that  he  was  "  in  the 
vein,  and  anxious  to  complete  the  rough  draft  of  his  final 
volume." 
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To  MRS.  STORROW. 

Sunnyside  Feb.  15,  1858. 

MY  DEAR  SARAH, — Your  letter  of  January  9th  came  to  me  like  a 
reproach,  making  me  feel  my  delinquency  m  not  having  answered 
your  previous  letter;  but  I  am  unavoidably  a  delinquent  on  this 
score,  my  weary  brain  being  overtasked  by  my  literary  undertakings, 
and  unable  to  cope  with  the  additional  claims  of  an  overwhelming 
correspondence.  I  am  endeavouring  to  accomplish  a  fifth  volume, 
wherewith  to  close  the  life  of  Washington,  but  I  work  more  slowly 
than  heretofore.  For  two  or  three  years  past  I  have  been  troubled 
by  an  obstinate  catarrh,  but  this  winter  it  has  been  quite  harassing, 
at  times  quite  stupefying  me.  Recently  I  have  put  myself  under 
medical  treatment,  and  begin  to  feel  the  benefit  of  it. 

Mr.  Storrow  must  have  brought  you  lamentable  accounts  of  the 
state  of  affairs  in  this  country  during  the  late  revulsion.  He  was 
here  in  the  height  of  the  storm,  when  we  seemed  to  be  threatened 
with  an  almost  universal  shipwreck.  Happily,  the  crisis  is  past; 
things  are  returning  to  order,  but  it  will  take  some  time  for  business 
to  regain  its  usual  activity.  *  *  *  Fortunately,  I  have  experienced 
but  a  very  moderate  loss  in  my  investments,  and  my  relations  with 
my  publisher  have  been  placed  on  a  different  footing,  which,  I  trust, 
will  prove  advantageous  to  us  both. 

I  have  never  been  more  struck  with  the  energy  and  elasticity  of 
the  national  character,  than  in  observing  how  spiritedly  it  has 
struggled  with  this  overwhelming  calamity,  and  is  exerting  itself, 
amid  the  ruins  of  past  prosperity,  to  build  up  the  edifice  anew.  The 
crisis  has  been  felt  sorely  in  my  immediate  neighbourhood,  among 
those  who  were  largely  in  business,  some  of  whom  have  been  com- 
pletely ruined ;  yet  they  have  borne  their  reverses  manfully,  and  are 
looking  forward  hopefully  to  better  times. 

I  have  a  very  pleasant  social  neighbourhood  ;  and  it  has  been  more 
social  than  usual  this  winter,  people  seeming  to  draw  closer  together 
and  seek  refuge  in  cordial  intercourse  from  external  evils.  Indeed,  I 
am  so  happy  in  my  neighbourhood,  and  the  home  feeling  has  grown 
so  strong  with  me,  that  I  go  very  little  to  town,  and  have  scarcely 
slept  a  dozen  nights  there  within  the  last  twelve  months.  Perhaps 
it  is  the  effect  of  gathering  years,  to  settle  more  and  more  into  the 
quiet  of  one's  elbow  chair. 

You  have  no  doubt  learned,  before  this,  that  the  G s  intend  to 

set  out,  in  June  next,  on  a  European  tour.  I  can  easily  imagine 
what  a  delightful  meeting  it  will  be  when  you  all  come  together.  I 
wish  they  could  bring  you  all  back  with  them,  and  put  an  end  to  your 
protracted  absence  from  your  natural  home,  which!  cannot  help  con- 
sidering a  protracted  error. 
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With  kind  remembrances  to  Mr.  Storrow,  and  love  to  the  young 
folks,  your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

February  19th,  1858,  at  Sunny  side. — Mr.  Irving  had  been 
kept  awake  until  after  three  by  coughing,  yet  seemed  in 
tolerable  spirits  at  breakfast,  and  resumed  his  writing  after 
it.  The  next  day  he  got  speaking  of  George  Frederick 
Cooke,  the  eminent  performer.  "  He  was  a  great  actor,"  he 
said — "  a  great  actor.  The  finest  group  I  ever  saw  was 
at  Covent  Garden,  when  Cooke,  after  long  disgrace  for  his  in- 
temperance, reappeared  on  the  boards  to  play  lago  to  John 
Kemble's  Othello.  Mrs.  Siddons  played  Desdemona,  and 
Charles  Kemble  Cassio,  beautifully.  Kemble  [John]  had 
sent  for  Cooke  to  rehearse  with  him  at  his  room,  but  Cooke 
would  not  go.  '  Let  Black  JacU — so  he  called  Kemble — 
'  come  to  me.'  So  they  went  on  the  boards  without  previous 
rehearsal.  In  the  scene  in  which  lago  instils  his  suspicion, 
Cooke  grasped  Kemble's  left  hand  with  his  own,  and  then 
fixed  his  right,  like  a  claw,  on  his  shoulder.  In  this  position, 
drawing  himself  up  to  him  with  his  short  arm,  he  breathed 
his  poisonous  whispers.  Kemble  coiled  and  twisted  his 
hand,  writhing  to  get  away — his  right  hand  clasping  his 
brow,  and  darting  his  eye  back  on  lago.  It  was  wonderful. 
Speaking  to  Cooke  of  the  effect  on  me  of  this  scene,  after 
his  arrival  in  New  York  [in  .1810],  'Didn't  I  play  up  to 
Black  Jack !'  he  exclaimed.  '  I  saw  his  dark  eye  sweeping 
back  upon  me.' 

"  I  was  at  John  Howard  Payne's,  near  Corlier's  Hook, 
the  night  of  Cooke's  arrival  in  New  York.  I  was  there  by 
invitation,  to  meet  him.  Cooke  came  in  a  little  flustered 
with  drink.  "Was  very  much  exasperated  at  the  detention 
at  the  Custom  House  of  some  silver  cups,  possibly  presents, 
he  had  brought  with  him ;  and  would  break  forth,  every 
now  and  then,  with,  '  "Why  did  they  keep  rny  cups  ?  TJiey 
knew  they  would  melt  /'  with  significant  emphasis.  He  was 
harsh  and  abusive  when  drunk,  but  full  of  courtesy  when 
sober."  Mr.  Irving  dwelt  upon  "  the  easy  jollity"  with  which 
he  played  Falstaff.  "  Hodgkinson"  [whom,  probably,  some 
living  may  yet  remember  on  the  boards  of  the  old  Park 
Theatre],  "  was  a  little  fustian  in  tragedy,  but  capital  in 
comedy  and  farce.  He  was  finer  than  Cooper  in  Petruchio. 
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Cooper  was  harsh.  With  Hodgkinson,  you  could  '  see  the 
fun  at  the  bottom'  of  his  treatment  to  Catherine." 

I  asked  which  he  preferred — John  Kemble,  or  Cooke  ? 

"  Kemble  had,  perhaps,  more  the  sympathy  of  his  audience, 
because  he  played  nobler  characters — Cooke  the  villains; 
but,  in  his  range,  which  was  limited,  he  was  the  greatest 
actor." 

Speaking  afterward  of  artists,  he  remarked :  "  Jarvis  tried, 
but  failed,  to  embody  my  conception  of  Diedrich  Knicker- 
bocker. Leslie  also.  Darley  hit  it  in  the  illustrated  '  His- 
tory of  New  York.'  My  idea  was  that  he  should  carry  the 
air  of  one  profoundly  impressed  with  the  truth  of  his  own 
History. 

"  Allston  was  always  the  gentleman.  "Would  talk  by  the 
hour.  Liked  to  talk.  A  capital  teller  of  ghost-stories. 
Would  act  them  with  voice,  eyes,  gesture.  Had  touches  of 
gentle  humour.  Rather  indolent.  Would  lie  late  in  bed. 
Smoked  cigars.  A  man  of  real  genius.  A  noble  painter. 
It  was  a  pity  he  came  back  [in  1818] ;  he  would  have  risen 
to  the  head  of  his  art — been  the  greatest  painter  of  his  day." 

The  foregoing,  and  the  anecdotes  which  follow,  I  give  from 
rough  notes  made  at  the  time. 

March  23rd,  1858  (still  at  Sunnyside). — Mr.  Irving  men- 
tioned, after  breakfast,  a  dream  of  the  night  before,  that  he 
had  killed  one  of  the  little  birds  that  had  commenced  singing 
about  the  cottage,  and  his  waking  in  great  distress  in  con- 
sequence, and  lighting  his  lamp  to  read  oif  the  effect.  Had 
shot  many  a  robin  when  a  youngster ;  and,  when  they  were 
skipping  about  the  cottage,  often  thought  with  compunction 
how  many  of  their  ancestors  he  had  killed.  "Oh,  uncle!" 
exclaimed  a  niece,  "  how  could  you  ever  shoot  those  inno- 
cent little  things  ?"  "  Well,  my  dear,  it  wasn't  the  same 
robins  that  covered  the  babes  in  the  wood." 

March  2*7th,  1858. — He  came  down  to  the  city  for  the  day, 
in  good  health.  Entered  my  office  half-past  one,  chuckling 
at  the  idea  of  his  having  just  left  the  Astor  Library  with  a 
volume  in  his  pocket  he  was  using  in  his  "  Life  of  Washing- 
ton," and  for  once  circumvented  his  friend  Cogswell,  the 
librarian. 

April  3rd,  1858,  was  his  seventy-fifth  birthday,  and  a  family 
party  was  assembled,  as  usual,  to  celebrate  it.  It  was  a 
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bright,  beautiful,  genial  day.  He  was  in  fine  spirits,  serenely 
cheerful.  Spoke  of  his  happiness  at  feeling  so  well  on  his 
seventy-fifth  birthday,  when  a  little  before  he  had  been 
troubled  with  asthma  and  difficulty  of  breathing,  and  had 
begun  to  feel  that  "  he  had  got  his  ticket"  for  the  other 
world. 

Soon  after  breakfast  came  baskets  of  flowers,  and  various 
other  birthday  offerings  from  the  neighbourhood.  Later  in 
the  day,  different  friends  dropped  in  with  their  congratula- 
tions. Altogether,  the  day  passed  off  delightfully — nothing 
to  mar  it. 

April  VJtTi,  1858. — A  Mr.  T ,  from  the  centre  of  Ohio, 

called  at  the  cottage,  as  he  stated,  "  simply  to  see  "Washing- 
ton Irving  before  his  return."  He  brought  a  letter  from 
Horace  Greely,  saying  that  he  was  no  author,  and  only  curious 
to  have  a  look  at  him.  Made  a  short  visit,  and  proved  to  be 
a  very  good  fellow.  Began  by  telling  Mr.  Irving  his  first 
fondness  for  reading  dated  from  Knickerbocker's  New  York. 
Showed  no  great  inclination  that  way  until  his  schoolmaster 
set  him  down  to  that.  "  And  that,"  said  Mr.  Irving,  "  begot 
a  taste  for  history"  The  visitor  being  connected  with  rail- 
roads, Mr.  Irving  spoke  of  the  wonderful  rapidity  of  loco- 
motion now-a-days.  "  Travellers  now  walked  Broadway  with 
the  dust  of  the  prairies  on  their  boots."  "  Yes,  literally," 
said  his  auditor. 

I  follow,  with  a  letter  to  Mr.  Bancroft,  on  receipt  of  a 
fresh  volume  of  his  History : 

Sunnyside,  May  17,  1858. 

MY  DEAR  BANCROFT, — I  have  delayed  acknowledging  the  receipt 
of  your  volume  until  I  should  have  read  it  through.  I  now  thank 
you  heartily  for  your  kindness  in  sending  it  to  me.  The  interest 
with  which  I  have  devoured  it,  notwithstanding  the  staleness  of  the 
subject  with  me,  is  a  proof  that  you  have  told  the  story  well.  I  was 
charmed  with  the  opening  of  your  volume :  the  political  state  of 
England  and  France ;  the  decadence  of  the  French  uohility ;  the 
characters  of  the  French  monarchs;  the  beautiful  sketch  of  Marie 
Antoinette ;  then  the  transition  to  sober,  earnest  New  England — the 
"meeting  of  the  nine  committees"  (p.  35),  "the  lowly  men  accus- 
tomed to  feed  their  own  cattle,  to  fold  their  own  sheep,  to  guide  their 
own  plough — all  trained  to  public  life  in  the  little  democracies  of  their 
towns,  &c.  &c."  How  graphic  !  how  suggestive  !  how  true ! 

I  see  you  place  Samuel  Adams  in  the  van  of  the  Revolution,  and 
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he  deserves  the  place.    He  was  the  apostle  of  popular  liberty,  with- 
out a  thought  of  self-interest  or  self-glorification. 

There  is  a  capital  management  throughout  all  the  chapters  treating 
of  the  New  England  States,  wherein  you  go  on  building  up  the  re- 
volutionary fire  stick  by  stick,  until,  at  last,  you  set  it  in  a  blaze. 

You  have  a  mode  of  individualising,  if  I  may  so  use  the  word, 
which  gives  great  spirit  and  a  dramatic  effect  to  your  narration.  You 
make  brief  citations  from  speeches,  letters,  or  conversations,  which 
stamp  the  characters,  reveal  the  motives,  or  express  the  actions  of 
the  persons  concerned.  So  also  with  regard  to  States,  cities,  villages, 
communities — they  are  made  to  take  a  part  in  the  drama  by  "  word  of 
mouth,"  as  it  were,  thus  saving  a  world  of  detail  and  circumlocution. 

In  this  way,  by  turns,  you  vocalise  the  whole  Union,  and  make  the 
growing  chorus  of  the  Revolution  rise  from  every  part  of  it.  I  hope 
you  will  make  out  what  I  mean  to  say ;  for  I  consider  what  I  attempt 
to  designate,  a  capital  quality  in  your  work  of  narrating. 

I  am  delightea  with  the  tribute  you  pay  to  the  noble  policy  of 
Chatham,  and  the  cold  charity  which  you  dispense  to  Lord  North. 
"Lord  North  was  false  only  as  he  was  weak  and  uncertain.  He 
really  wished  to  concede  and  conciliate,  but  he  had  not  force  enough 
to  come  to  a  clear  understanding  with  himself."  You  have  given  me  a 
hearty  laugh  at  the  expense  of  poor  Lord  North. 

In  a  word,  my  dear  Bancroft,  I  congratulate  you  upon  the  manner 
in  which  you  have  executed  this  volume.  I  have  found  it  animated 
and  spicy  throughout,  and  take  it  as  an  earnest  of  the  style  in  which 
you  are  to  accomplish  the  history  of  a  revolution  "  destined  on  every 
side  to  lead  to  the  solution  of  the  highest  questions  of  state." 

WM  best  regards  to  Mrs.  Bancroft,  yours,  very  faithfully, 

WASHINGTON  IEVIXG. 

The  following  letter,  with  the  explanation  which  precedes 
it,  was  received  from  Professor  Francis  Lieber,  of  Columbia 
College,  New  York.  As  the  subject  is  curious,  and  may  in- 
terest the  reader,  I  give  it  in  full  : 

The  letter  of  Irving,  of  which  a  copy  is  sent  here,  was  written  in 
reply  to  an  inquiry  made  by  Dr.  Lieber.  Oscar  Peschel  states,  in 
his  "  History  of  the  Age  of  Discoveries,  Stuttgart,  1848,"  that 
"  Columbus  brooded  over  the  prophesying  song  of  the  chorus  in  the 
Medea  of  Seneca."  The  words  of  the  chorus  are : 


Venient  annis  saecula  seris 
Quibus  Oceanus  vincula  rerum 
Laxet,  et  ingens  pateat  tellus, 
Tethysque  noves  detegat  orbes, 
Nee  sit  terris  Ultima  Thule. 
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Distant  the  age,  but  surely  it  will  come, 
"When  he — Oceanus — fettering  all  things, 
Yields,  and  the  vast  earth  lieth  before  man ; 
Tethys  unveils  that  world,  yet  unknown, 
And  no  more  an  Ultima  Thule. 

Peschel,  generally  accurate  and  cautious,  gives  no  authority  for  the 
assumption  that  Columbus  knew  this  remarkable  passage ;  and  Dr. 
Lieber  had  asked  Irving  whether  he  knew  of  any.  The  first  por- 
tion of  Irving's  letter  refers  to  this  inquiry.  The  latter  portion  of 
the  letter  has  reference  to  the  fact  that  Dr.  Lieber,  considering,  as 
he  does,  William  of  Nassau  and  Washington  akin  in  character,  has 
hanging  against  the  wall  of  his  entry  a  frame  surrounding  the  por- 
traits of  the  two  great  men,  placed  in  close  connection.  Over  them 
is  the  sign  used  by  astronomers  for  a  double  star ;  under  them  is 
written,  Stella  Duplex.  Around  the  portrait  of  William  is  his  own 
motto :  Seeds  tranquillus  in  undis.  Around  that  of  Washington,  the 
owner  had  the  words  inscribed,  Justus  et  tenax,  Washington  never 
having  selected  a  motto  for  himself.  It  was  aesthetically  necessary 
to  place  a  sentence  corresponding  in  place  to  the  beautiful  one  of 
William. 

Sunnyside,  June  3,  1858. 

MY  DEAE  SIR, — I  am  not  aware  of  any  authority  for  the  fact 
stated,  as  you  say,  by  Peschel  (whose  work  I  have  not  seen),  that 
Columbus  "  brooded  over  the  prophesying  song  of  the  chorus  in  the 
Medea  of  Seneca."  I  don't  recollect  that  it  is  adverted  to  by 
Fernando  Columbus,  when  furnishing  the  grounds  of  his  father's 
belief  of  the  existence  of  land  in  the  West.  Nor  is  there  any  men- 
tion of  it  by  Columbus  himself.  The  assertion  of  Peschel  may  have 
been  made  on  what  he  considered  a  strong  probability. 

I  am  sorry  Putnam  could  not  have  furnished  an  engraved  likeness 
of  Washington  that  would  have  matched  more  completely  with  the 
one  you  possess  of  William  the  Silent.  Your  idea  of  placing  the 
likenesses  of  these  illustrious  men,  so  similar  in  character  and  virtue, 
side  by  side,  is  excellent ;  and  the  motto  you  have  written  round  that 
of  Washington,  stamps  his  great  merits  at  a  blow. 

Ever,  my  dear  sir,  with  high  respect  and  regard,  yours  very  truly, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

FRAXCIS  LIEBEK,  LL.D.,  &c.  &c.  &c. 

May  2QtJi,  1858. — Mr.  Irving  came  to  town  to  take  leave 

of  the  Gr s,  about  to  embark  for  Europe  in  tbe  Persia. 

Spent  the  evening  at  his  nephew's,  I.  V.  "W".      I was 

trying  to  recal  to  his  recollection  a  person  at  Birmingham 
whom  he  had  met  long  years  before.      "  Don't  you  recollect 

Mrs. ,  that  lady  who  used  to  go  to  sleep  in  the  evening  ?" 

"  A.h !  I  am  afraid  I  always  got  the  start  of  her." 
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Mr.  Irving's  propensity  to  unseasonable  drowsiness  was 
quite  notorious,  but  has  been  much  exaggerated.  A  short 
nap  after  dinner  was  almost  indispensable  to  prevent  a 
struggle  with  sleep  in  the  evening,  unless  something  occurred 
to  excite  him,  when  he  would  rouse  himself  at  once,  and  be 
ready  for  anything.  He  in  reality  slept  less  than  persons 
ordinarily  do.  Even  in  his  best  health,  his  sleep  was  always 
fitful  and  interrupted  ;  and  it  was  remarked  by  those  in  the 
next  room  to  him,  that  they  never  awoke  in  the  night  with- 
out hearing  the  turning  of  leaves  in  his  room.  He  was 
always  in  the  habit  of  reading,  and  even  writing  at  times,  in 
bed.  This  habit,  as  his  physician  remarked  who  attended 
him  in  his  last  illness,  no  doubt  increased  the  difficulty  of 
relieving  that  sleepless  nervousness  under  which,  as  we  shall 
see,  he  suffered  so  distressingly  during  the  last  year  of  his 
life. 

Toward  the  middle  of  June,  Mr.  Irving  came  to  town, 
and  called  at  my  office.  He  was  rather  out  of  sorts.  Had 
not  been  able  to  touch  pen  to  paper  for  three  weeks.  "Was 
worried  that  his  publisher  had  stated,  in  some  circular,  that 
the  fifth  volume  of  the  "  Life  of  Washington"  would  be 
ready  in  the  autumn.  Seemed  half  dubious  whether  he 
would  ever  publish  a  fifth  volume.  I  reminded  him  of  Dr. 
Johnson's  remark,  that  a  man  could  write  at  any  time,  if  he 
only  set  himself  doggedly  to  it ;  but  he  said  it  was  not  so 
with  him,  and  particularly  for  the  effects  he  was  now  seeking. 
Must  bide  his  time. 

Five  or  six  weeks  after  this,  I  was  at  the  cottage.  Mr. 
Irving,  in  speaking  of  his  "  Life  of  Washington,"  said  he 
considered  the  labour  of  the  closing  volume  in  a  measure 
done.  The  thing  now  was  to  give  effects,  graces.  Could 
not  create  exciting  detail  for  the  volume.  Could  not  make 
Washington  come  on  the  stage,  and  fire  off  a  gun,  as  Charles 
Kemble  did  in  his  alteration  of  Richelieu.  My  object  now 
is  to  throw  in  an  occasional  touch  here  and  there,  as  painters, 
after  they  have  hung  up  their  pieces  for  exhibition,  some- 
times give  their  greatest  effects  by  a  few  dabs  of  the  brush." 
He  added :  "  I  must  deal  cautiously  with  the  party  ques- 
tions. L  wisli  to  stand  in  my  history  where  Washington 
stood,  who  was  of  no  party." 

Walked  out  with  him  to  the  pond.  Ducks  swimming  in 
it,  with  fourteen  young.  Spoke  of  the  difficulty  of  raising 
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the  brood.  "  What  with  the  rats,  the  snapping  turtles,  and 
their  cursed  cruelties  toward  one  another's  young,  it  was 
very  hard."  Just  then  one  of  the  old  ducks  turned  round, 
and  made  an  assault  upon  the  young  of  another,  pecking  it, 
and  thrusting  its  head  under  water.  "  Look  at  that,  now — 
look  at  that !  I  should  like  to  have  that  fellow  here,  and 
wring  his  neck  for  him." 

The  following  extract  is  from  a  letter  to  a  young  niece 
travelling  in  Europe,  who  had  written  him  a  very  pleasant 
account  of  her  tour,  and  whose  residence  in  the  country  ad- 
joined his  own : 

To  Miss  JULIA  I.  GRINNELL. 

Sunnyside,  Sept.  2,  1858. 

MY  DEAR  JULIA, — By  all  our  accounts,  you  have  had  uncommonly 
propitious  weather  throughout  your  tour  in  England,  Scotland,  and 
Ireland,  and  have  been  able  to  bring  off  in  your  minds  delightful  pic- 
tures of  scenery  and  places.  Sightseeing  is  at  times  rather  fatiguing 
and  exhausting ;  but  the  fatigue  is  amply  repaid  by  the  stock  of 
recollections  hung  up  in  one's  mental  picture  gallery. 

While  the  world  is  turning  rapidly  with  you,  who  are  continually 
on  the  move,  with  us  who  remain  at  home  it  seems  to  be  almost 
standing  still.  It  is  quite  mournful  to  look  at  your  deserted 
mansion,  with  the  flowering  vines  clambering  about  the  columns,  and 
no  one  at  home  to  enjoy  their  beauty  and  fragrance. 

We  miss  the  evening  gun  of  the  yacht,  as  it  returns  from  town. 
The  Fourth  of  July  would  have  been  a  triste  day,  had  there  not  been 

fireworks  in  the  evening  at  Mr. 's.  Archery  is  at  an  end  ;  there 

is  no  more  gathering  on  the  lawn ;  the  bows  are  unstrung,  the  arrows 
sleep  in  their  quivers,  and  the  green  bodices  of  the  fair  archers  are 
motheaten, 

I  do  not  know  what  would  have  become  of  us  all,  and  whether  we 
should  not  have  sunk  into  the  spell-bound  oblivion  of  Sleepy  Hollow, 
if  we  had  not  been  suddenly  roused  from  our  apathy  by  the  laying  of 
the  Atlantic  Cable.  This  has  thrown  the  whole  country  into  one  of 
those  paroxysms  of  excitement  to  which  it  is  prone.  Yesterday  was 
the  day  set  apart  for  everybody  throughout  the  Union  to  go  crazy  on 
the  subject.  New  York,  you  may  be  sure,  was  the  craziest  of  cities 
on  the  occasion.  I  went  down  to  town  early  in  the  morning,  and 
found  it  already  in  a  ferment,  and  boiling  over,  for  all  the  country 
had  poured  into  it.  But  I  refer  you  to  the  newspapers,  which  you 
will  undoubtedly  see,  for  ample  accounts  of  the  civic  rejoicings,  which 
threw  all  former  New  York  rejoicings  in  the  shade. 

I  find  my  sheet  is  full,  so  I  will  conclude  this  scrawl,  which  can 
hardly  be  called  anything  more  than  an  apology  for  a  letter.  Tell 
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I- I  will  answer  his  most  acceptable  letter  on  another  occasion. 

Give  my  love  to  father,  mother,  and  Fannie,  and  believe  me,  my 
dear,  dear  Julia,  your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

September  12th. — I  visited  the  cottage,  on  my  return  from 
a  month's  excursion,  during  which  time  I  had  not  seen  Mr. 
Irving.  I  asked  him  if  he  had  been  writing  much  at  his 
fifth  volume  during  my  absence.  "No  ;  I  have  been  spell- 
bound— have  taken  things  to  pieces,  and  could  not  put  them 
together  again."  He  had  been  suffering  very  much  for  the 
last  few  days  by  a  return  of  his  catarrh. 

On  the  18th,  though  still  very  much  troubled  with  catarrh, 
cough  at  night,  and  difficult  respiration,  he  told  me  he  had 
been  able  to  write  a  little.  "  I  have  to  watch  for  a  flaw — a 
little  breeze,  then  spread  my  sails,  and  get  on."  He  gave 
me  the  first  six  chapters,  some  of  which  lie  had  been  taking 
to  pieces  and  put  together  again.  I  read  them,  and  recom- 
mended some  rejections,  to  which  he  acceded. 

Told  me  he  had  got  through  the  labour  of  constructing  his 
fifth  volume,  but  wanted  to  handle  certain  parts.  Sometimes 
the  way  in  which  a  thing  should  be  done  flashed  upon  him 
as  he  was  going  to  bed,  and  he  could  not  recal  it  the  next 
morning.  When  in  the  mood  everything  came  easy ;  when 
not,  the  devil  himself  coul J  not  make  him  write. 

September  30th. — Mr.  Irving  came  in  town  to  remain  a 
few  days.  In  the  evening  went  to  Laura  Keene's  Theatre, 
to  see  young  Jefferson  as  Goldfinch  in  Holcroft's  comedy  of 
the  Eoad  to  Ruin.  Thought  Jefferson,  the  father,  one  of  the 
best  actors  he  had  ever  seen ;  and  the  son  reminded  him,  in 
look,  gesture,  size,  and  make,  of  the  father.  Had  never  seen 
the  father  in  Goldfinch,  but  was  delighted  with  the  son. 

The  next  morning  I  called  on  him  just  after  breakfast. 
His  catarrh  not  troublesome,  but  a  disposition  to  cough  in 
the  throat.  To  an  inquiry  about  his  health,  "  Had  a  streak 
of  old  age.  Pity,  when  we  have  grown  old,  we  could  not 
turn  round  and  grow  young  again,  and  die  of  cutting  our 
teeth." 

He  spoke  of  his  anxiety  about  his  fifth  volume.  "Would 
like  to  dress  up  some  things.  Could  see  how  they  ought 
to  be  done,  but  lacked  the  power  to  do  it.  Could  not 
"mount  his  horse."  I  said  lie.  saw  what  effects  might  be 
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given,  but  others  would  not.  "  Yes,"  lie  replied  ;  "  it  was  a 
consolation  to  think  the  reader  did  not  see  what  he  saw." 

Some  days  after,  he  gave  me  twenty-one  chapters  of  the 
fifth  volume  of  his  "Life  of  Washington"  to  read.  In  the 
twentieth  was.  the  account  of  Genet's  reception  at  New 
York.  I  asked  him  if  some  of  the  particulars  were  not 
from  his  own  recollection  as  a  boy.  "  Yes :  remembered 
following  Genet  down  "Wall-street,  and  envying  a  little  boy 
who  had  a  feather  stuck  in  the  side  of  his  hat."  Told  me 
the  remaining  chapters  would  need  very  little  handling. 

Monday,  October  \\tli. — Mr.  Irving  returned  home,  Mrs. 
I.  and  myself  accompanying  him  on  a  visit  to  the  cottage. 
He  had  given  me,  the  day  before,  the  concluding  chapters 
of  his  fifth  volume  to  read.  He  was  still  very  much  troubled 
with  catarrh  and  shortness  of  breath,  though  his  disposition 
to  cough  had  yielded  somewhat  to  a  medical  prescription. 
The  next  day  he  had  no  appetite  at  breakfast,  but  was  heavy 
and  languid.  In  the  evening  was  still  out  of  sorts,  and 
apparently  feverish,  complaining  of  heat  in  his  head.  The 
following  morning  I  went  to  the  city  for  his  physician,  Dr. 
John  C.  Peters,  who  left  for  Sunnyside  in  the  ten  o'clock 
train.  As  I  was  called  to  attend  the  funeral  of  a  relative  at 
Hyde  Park  on  that  day,  I  did  not  get  back  until  ten  at  night, 
when  I  found  Mr.  Irving  had  a  high  fever,  and  was  in  bed. 
The  doctor  returned  at  midnight,  and  remained  until  the  next 
morning.  He  pronounced  it  a  case  of  intermittent  fever. 
He  came  up  again  in  the  evening,  and,  when  he  left  in  the 
morning,  declared  his  patient  much  better  every  way,  though 
still  very  languid.  The  newspapers  of  the  16th  reported 
him  "  dangerously  ill."  Allusion  being  made  to  the  para- 
graph as  an  exaggeration,  he  replied  that  he  did  not  know  ; 
that,  at  his  time  of  life,  such  attacks  must  always  be  danger- 
ous ;  that  he  was  fully  aware  of  it ;  that,  at  farthest,  his 
time  would  not  be  long,  but  his  only  anxiety  was  to  retain 
his  mental  powers  while  he  did  last ;  that,  at  the  commence- 
ment of  this  illness,  and  for  the  week  before,  his  head  had 
felt  so  badly,  he  was  apprehensive  he  might  have  injured 
himself  seriously  in  his  endeavours  to  finish  this  fifth  volume  ; 
that  the  pitcher  might  have  gone  once  too  often  to  the  well. 
This,  he  said,  was  a  source  of  real  anxiety  to  him,  far  more 
than  any  pain  or  illness  could  cause.  "  I  do  not  fear  death," 
said  he  ;  "  but  I  would  like  to  go  down  with  all  sail  set." 
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In  less  than  fourteen  mouths  his  pathetic  aspiration  was 
to  be  fulfilled. 

October  20th. — Mr.  Irving  drove  out  for  the  first  time 
since  his  illness,  leaving  me  occupied  in  going  over  the  last 
volume'  of  his  "Life  of  Washington."  I  discovered  that  he 
had  omitted  a  notice  of  Washington's  consent  to  be  a  can- 
didate a  sec-olid  time.  On  calling  his  attention  to  it,  he  said 
he  had  written  an  account  of  it,  which  must  have  got  mis- 
laid. I  told  him  it  \rould  come  in  at  the  end  of  Chapter  X  V., 
and  he  took  a  note  of  it.  The  next  day  he  showed  me  a  miss- 
ing chapter,  which  contained  what  I  had  feared  was  omitted. 
He  had  been  rummaging  for  it,  and  it  was  the  last  thing  he 
had  come  upon.  In  the  bewilderment  of  his  brain  previous 
to  his  illness,  he  had  paged  the  work  consecutively  with  this 
chapter  left  out. 

Mr.  Irving  had  now  quite  recovered  from  his  attack, 
though  he  was  still  troubled  with  a  distressing  cough,  which 
came  on  as  soon  as  he  lay  down,  and  kept  him  awake  for  the 
greater  part  of  the  night.  At  breakfast,  one  morning, 

'  i£ was  speaking  of  some  person's  illness.  "  Does  he 

cough  at  night  ?"  inquired  he.  "  No."  "  Oh  !  then  he'll 
get  along,"  laughing.  Determined  not,  as  he  expressed  it, 
"  to  be  bullied  by  a  cold,"  he  went  to  town  that  day,  to 
attend  the  monthly  meeting  of  the  trustees  of  the  Astor 
Library. 

Notwithstanding  his  cough  continued  to  trouble  him,  and 
destroy  the  comfort  of  his  nights,  he  still  found  time  and 
spirits  for  the  following  letter,  addressed  to  a  great-nephew 
not  out  of  his  teens,  who  was  then  making  the  tour  of 
Europe  with  his  parents,  and  had  written  him  an  account  of 
a  visit  to  Drum,  the  old  homestead  conveyed  by  Bruce  to 
his  progenitor,  and  still  held  by  the  family.  I  should  scruple 
to  give  the  letter  entire,  on  account  of  its  delicate  encomium 
upon  the  youthful  party  to  whom  it  is  addressed,  were  it  not 
that,  as  a  whole,  it  presents  so  true  an  image  of  the  writer's 
own  heart,  his  tender  sympathy  with  the  young,  and  the  en- 
nobling influence  which  he  sought  to  inspire  in  his  commu- 
nion with  them. 

To  IRVING  GRINNELL. 

Sunnyside,  Oct  28,  1858. 

MY  DEAR  IRVING, — I  will  not  apologise  to  you  for  leaving  your 
letter  of  July  lltli  so  long  unanswered.  You  know  my  situation — 
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how  much  my  poor  brain  and  pen  are  fagged  and  overtasked  by  re- 
gular literary  labour,  and  by  the  irregular  and  inevitable  demands  of 
the  post-office,  and  will  make  indulgent  allowances  for  the  tardiness 
of  my  reply. 

Your  letter  was  most  acceptable  and  interesting,  giving  such  fresh, 
animated  accounts  of  your  travels,  and  expressing  so  naturally  the 
feelings  inspired  by  the  objects  around  you.  Speaking  of  Bothwell 
Castle,  you  say :  "  When  I  am  beholding  any  such  magnificent  or 
interesting  spot,  I  do  not  seem  to  be  able  to  appreciate  it  enough.  I 
take  it  in,  but  do  not  realise  it ;  and  this  is  really  a  painful  sensation, 
so  different  from  what  you  would  expect.  I  stand  looking,  with  all 
my  eyes  and  senses  open,  and  feel  as  though  I  were  deficient  in  some 
one  faculty  which  prevented  me  from  really  appreciating  and  enjoy- 
ing all  that  I  see." 

My  dear  Irving,  this  is  all  honestly  expressed,  and  describes  a  feel- 
ing which  all  hunters  of  the  picturesque  and  historical  are  apt  to  ex- 
perience in  presence  of  the  objects  of  their  quest.  They,  in  fact,  dp 
realise  the  scene  before  them,  and  the  naked  truth  balks  the  imagi- 
nation. Those  raptures  and  ecstasies  which  writers  of  travels  are  so 
full  of  at  the  sight  of  wonders  in  art  and  nature,  are  generally  the  after- 
coinage  of  the  brain,  when  they  sit  down  in  their  studies  to  detail 
what  they  have  seen,  and  to  invent  what  they  think  they  ought  to 
have  felt.  I  recollect  how  much  I  was  vexed  with  myself,  in  my 
young  days,  when  in  Italy,  in  reading  the  work  of  a  French  tourist, 
and  finding  how  calmly  I  had  contemplated  scenes  and  objects  which 
had  inspired  him  with  the  most  exalted  transports.  It  was  a  real 
consolation  to  learn,  afterward,  that  he  had  never  been  in  Italy,  and 
that  his  whole  book,  with  all  its  raptures,  was  a  fabrication.  I  think 
true  delight  in  these  matters  is  apt  to  be  quiet  and  contemplative. 

I  was  very  much  interested  by  your  account  of  your  visit  to  Drum, 
the  old  "  Stamm  haus,"  as  the  Germans  express  it,  of  the  Irving 
family.  I  should  have  liked  to  have  been  of  your  party  en  that  occa- 
sion, having  a  strong  curiosity  about  that  old  family  nest,  ever  since 
the  Scotch  antiquaries  have  traced  my  origin  to  an  egg  hatched  out 
of  it  in  days  of  yore. 

In  going  to  town,  yesterday,  I  had beside  me  in  the 

railroad  cars,  and  he  gave  me  an  account  of  letters  just  received  from 
some  of  your  party,  by  which  I  found  you  were  all  safe  in  Paris,  and 

in  daily  communion  with  the  s,  s,  &c.  What  a  joyous 

meeting  it  must  have  been !  What  a  relish  of  home  it  must  have 

given  you  all !  ,  I  have  no  doubt,  keeps  you  well  informed  of 

everything  going  on  in  the  little  world  in  which  you  and  he  mingled 
together.  He  is  a  worthy,  manly  fellow,  and  I  am  glad  you  have  an 
intimate  friend  of  his  stamp.  I  value  him  the  more  highly  from  the 
manner  in  which  he  conducted  himself  during  his  absence  in  Europe, 
and  the  frank,  simple,  unspoiled  manners  he  has  brought  home  with 
him.  And  such,  I  trust,  will  be  the  case  with  you,  my  dear  Irving. 
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I  have  always  valued  in  you  what  I  considered  to  be  an  honourable 
nature ;  a  conscientiousness  in  regard  to  duties ;  an  open  truthful- 
ness ;  an  absence  of  all  low  propensities  and  sensual  indulgences ;  a 
reverence  for  sacred  things ;  a  respect  for  others ;  a  freedom  from 
selfishness,  and  a  prompt  disposition  to  oblige ;  and,  with  all  these,  a 
gaiety  of  spirit,  flowing,  I  believe,  from  an  uncorrupted  heart,  that 
gladdens  everything  around  you. 

I  am  not  saying  all  this,  my  dear  Irving,  to  flatter  you,  but  to  let 
you  know  what  precious  qualities  Heaven  has  bestowed  upon  you, 
which  you  are  called  upon  to  maintain  in  their  original  purity.  You 
are  mingling  with  the  world  at  large  at  an  extremely  youthful  age. 
Fortunately,  you  go  surrounded  by  a  sanctity  of  home,  in  the  com- 
pany of  your  parents  and  sisters — a  moral  halo,  to  protect  you  from 
the  corruptions  of  the  world.  I  am  confident,  however,  that  your 
own  native  good  sense  and  good  taste  will  protect  you  against  the 
follies  and  vices  and  affectations  in  which  "  Young  America"  is  too 
apt  to  indulge  in  Europe ;  aiid  that,  while  you  give  free  scope  to 
your  natural  buoyancy  of  spirit,  you  will  maintain  that  frank,  manly, 
modest  simplicity  of  conduct  that  should  characterise  the  American 
gentleman. 

I  wish  I  could  write  you  a  more  interesting,  letter ;  but  this,  such 
as  it  is,  is  scrawled  with  some  difficulty,  for  I  am  just  recovered  from 
a  fit  of  illness,  and  am  little  fitted  for  the  exercise  of  the  pen. 

God  bless  you,  my  dear  Irving,  and  bring  you  home  to  us  with  a 
mind  stored  with  profitable  and  delightful  recollections,  manners  im- 
proved and  refined  by  travel,  and  a  heart  unspotted  by  the  world. 

Your  affectionate  uncle, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 


CHAPTEE  XCII. 

Continuing  Indisposition — Sir  Walter  Scott — Bull  Fights — Dread  of  the 
Night — Spasmodic  Affection — Letter  from  Prescott — Vol.  V.  of  Life  of 
Washington  going  to  Press — Wilkie — Holmes — Preseott's  Death — Rest- 
less Nights — Anxiety  to  Sleep — His  Last  Birthday. 

OCTOBEB  31,  1858. — At  Sunnyside.  Mr.  Irving  still 
troubled  with  his  harassing  cough.  To  an  inquiry  of  one  of  his 
nieces  how  he  had  rested  the  night  before,  he  replied  :  "  So, 
so  ;  I  am  apt  to  be  rather  fatigued,  my  dear,  by  my  night's 
rest."  After  breakfast,  he  was  turning  over,  in  the  library, 
the  leaves  of  Dunglison's  Medical  Dictionary,  which  had 
been  sent  him  by  the  publisher  the  day  before.  "  A  very 
good  book  to  have  ;  but  what  an  array  of  maladies  for  this 
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poor  machine  of  ours  to  be  subject  to  !  One  almost  wonders, 
as  he  thinks  of  them,  that  any  should  ever  grow  old." 

He  afterward  got  speaking  of  Sir  "Walter  Scott.  "  Oh  ! 
he  was  a  master  spirit — as  glorious  in  his  conversation  as  in 
his  writings.  Jeffrey  was  delightful,  and  had  eloquent  runs 
in  conversation ;  but  there  was  a  consciousness  of  talent 
with  it.  Scott  had  nothing  of  that.  He  spoke  from  the 
fulness  of  his  mind,  pouring  out  an  incessant  flow  of  anec- 
dote, story,  &c.,  with  dashes  of  humour,  and  then  never  mo- 
nopolising, but  always  ready  to  listen  to  and  appreciate  what 
came  from  others.  I  never  felt  such  a  consciousness  of  hap- 
piness as  when  under  his  roof.  I  awoke  in  the  morning,  and 
said  to  myself,  '  Now  I  know  I'm  to  be  happy — I  know  I 
have  an  unfailing  treat  before  me.'  "We  would  go  out  in  the 
morning.  Scott,  with  his  brown  pantaloons,  greenish  frock 
coat,  white  hat,  and  cane,  would  go  stumping  along.  Would 
hear  him  ahead,  in  his  gruff  tones,  mumbling  something  to 
himself,  like  the  grumbling  of  an  organ,  and  find  it  would  be 
a  snatch  of  minstrelsy.  The  '  Antiquary'  was  the  favourite 
of  his  daughter  Sophia.  It  is  full  of  his  quiet  humour. 
"What  a  beautifully  compounded  character  is  Monkbarns ! 
It  is  one  of  the  very  finest  in  our  literature.  That  single 
character  is  enough  to  immortalise  any  man.  Ochiltree  also 
capital.  How  many  precious  treats  have  I  had  out  of  that 
'  Antiquary!'  How  you  see  Scott's  delightful  humour,  whether 
grave  or  gay,  playing  through  all  his  works,  and  revealing  the 
man !" 

November  \\tli. — Handed  me  some  ch apters  of  Volume  V., 
in  which  he  had  introduced  some  new  matter.  Hard  work, 
he  said,  to  fit  it  in.  Conversation  turned  to  bull  fights.  "  I 
did  not  know  what  a  bloodthirsty  man  I  was,  till  I  saw  them 
at  Madrid,  on  my  first  visit.  The  first  was  very  spirited,  the 
second  dull,  the  third  spirited  again,  and  afterward  I  hardly 
ever  missed."  "But  the  poor  horses!"  some  one  interposed. 
"  Oh !  well,  they  were  very  old,  and  worn  out,  and  it  was 
only  a  question  whether  they  should  die  a  triumphal  death, 
or  be  battered  a  few  years  longer.  On  my  return  to  Madrid, 
I  did  not  go  much.  The  cruelty  of  my  nature  had  been  worn 
out."  His  conversation  was,  as  usual,  a  mixture  of  jest  and 
earnest. 

November  ~LStJi. — I  left  Sunnyside,  and  came  to  the  city, 
and  took  rooms  at  the  Clarendon  Hotel  for  the  winter.  Mr, 
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Irving  came  down,  on  the  20th,  to  see  Dr.  Peters  about  a 
spasm  which  seemed  to  take  him  after  he  had  gone  to  bed, 
and  was  just  falling  asleep.  The  Doctor  gave  him  some  pre- 
scription, with  which  he  returned  ;  but  on  Monday  morning 
(22nd)  he  was  down  again,  having  passed  a  sleepless  night. 
He  went  at  once  to  the  Doctor,  and  then  came  to  my  room 
at  the  Clarendon.  Nearly  out  of  breath  when  he  got  there. 
He  returned  again  to  the  country,  but,  finding  himself  still 
nervous  and  sleepless,  came  to  town  a  few  days  after,  to  pass 
some  time  with  his  friend,  Mr.  Barrett  Ames,  at  33,  Lafayette- 
place.  The  distressing  symptoms  continued,  however,  ac- 
companied, at  times,  with  such  increased  difficulty  of  breath- 
ing, as  gave  us  all  much  anxiety.  He  stood  it  very  well 
during  the  day,  but  began  to  have  great  dread  of  the  night. 
On  parting  with  him  one  night,  he  repeated  most  feelingly 
the  passage  from  Othello  : 

Not  poppy,  nor  mandragora, 
Nor  all  the  drowsy  syrups  of  the  world, 
Shall  ever  medicine  thee  to  that  sweet  sleep 
Which  thou  ow'dst  yesterday. 

The  next  day  found  him  quite  in  spirits,  and  full  of  conversa- 
tion as  usual.  Speaking  of ,  a  celebrated  public  orator, 

I  asked  him  if  he  had  ever  heard  him.  "  Only  once.  Liked 
some  parts,  but  too  apt  to  change  his  voice  suddenly  from 
low  to  loud,  giving  evidence  only  of  the  breadth  and  brassi- 
ness  of  his  throat.  His  voice  did  not  swell  out  properly 
from  his  theme.  Let  slip  his  thunder  capriciously." 

On  the  10th  of  December,  after  an  entirely  sleepless  night, 
he  rose  early,  and  went  at  once  to  the  Doctor,  having  been 
so  strangely  affected  that  he  was  apprehensive  of  some  im- 
pending attack,  for  which  the  Doctor  assured  him  there  was 
no  foundation.  He  retired  the  next  night  with  great  mis- 
givings, but  slept  five  hours,  and  in  the  morning  was  very 
bright.  His  nights  continued  to  alternate  between  bad  and 
good,  and,  finding  no  improvement  from  the  change,  he  began 
to  long  for  his  home,  and,  on  the  18th  of  December,  returned 
to  the  cottage,  accompanied  by  myself  and  wife,  it  being  his 
earnest  wish  that  we  should  go  up  with  him.  From  this 
period  to  his  death,  we  were,  by  his  desire,  inmates  of  Sunny- 
side. 

I  give  below  some  notes  with  regard  to  the  condition  of 
his  health,  which  I  took  at  the  time : 
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Sunday,  December  \§th. — A  sleepless  night.  Knocked  at 
the  Doctor's  room  (who  had  come  up  in  the  seven  o'clock 
train,  to  stay  over  Sunday)  at  one  o'clock,  who  got  up,  and 
read  and  conversed  with  him  till  half-past  four,  when  he 
called  me,  at  Mr.  Irving's  request,  to  relieve  him.  I  con- 
tinued with  him  till  he  got  up  to  shave.  Excessively  nervous 
when  lie  came  down  in  the  morning,  yet  told  a  variety  of 
anecdotes  at  the  breakfast-table.  Tried  to  arrange  papers 
after  breakfast,  and  then  was  driven  to  the  church  at  Tarry- 
town,  "just  for  the  drive,"  the  Doctor  accompanying  him. 
The  fact  is,  he  was  so  restless,  as  he  expressed  it,  he  "  did 
not  know  what  to  do  with  himself."  After  dinner,  horror- 
haunted  with  the  thought  that  he  would  not  sleep.  Went 
to  bed  at  twelve,  and  slept  four  hours,  I  watching  with  him 
at  first  till  a  quarter  past  one,  and,  finding  he  did  not  awake, 
lying  down  on  the  sofa  in  his  room.  Was  bright  and  cheerful 
when  he  awoke,  and  continued  so  during  the  day. 

December  20th. — Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and  F.  S.  Cozzens, 
of  Yonkers,  made  a  call.  Mr.  Irving  enjoyed  their  visit — 
glad  to  see  Holmes,  whom  he  had  never  met  before,  but 
whose  "  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast  Table"  he  had  been  read- 
ing with  great  zest.  They  stayed  about  half  an  hour.  I 
was  absent  in  the  city.  On  retiring  that  night,  soon  fell 
asleep,  but  in  a  short  time  awoke,  in  a  very  nervous  and 
restless  state.  I  read  and  talked  to  him  for  an  hour,  when 
I  lay  down  on  the  sofa  in  his  room.  At  half-past  two  he 
awoke  me  again.  Had  great  difficulty  of  breathing,  and  a 
sort  of  spasmodic  affection  of  the  stomach,  which  roused  hiin 
whenever  he  was  falling  asleep. 

December  22nd. — Amused  himself,  this  morning,  in  look- 
ing over  old  papers,  and  answering  letters,  of  which  he  wrote 
four  before  twelve.  Like  himself  to-day. 

24ith. — Full  of  fun,  humour,  and  anecdote.  Spoke  of  chil- 
dren too  wise  to  believe  in  Santa  Glaus.  "  Too  wise  to  be 
happy.  When  I  was  a  child,  I  believed  in  Santa  Glaus  as 
long  as  I  could,  until  they  put  snowballs  in  my  stockings." 

December  25th. — Christmas.  Horribly  nervous  this  morn- 
ing. Returning  from  a  walk,  I  withdrew  to  my  room,  but  he 
soon  came  up  and  knocked  at  my  door,  and  begged  to  be  let 
in  to  be  with  me.  Was  perfectly  ashamed  of  himself,  he 
said,  but  had  a  horror  of  being  alone.  I  went  down  with  him, 
got  him  to  take  some  prescription,  and  then  read  aloud  to 
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him,  till  he  fell  asleep  on  the  sofa.  Said  it  was  inexpressibly 
soothing.  The  fluctuation  of  feeling  from  one  day  to  another 
seems  incredible. 

December  27tk. — Horror-ridden.  II reads  him  asleep 

after  breakfast.  Starts  up  ;  goes  out  to  walk  ;  then  drive  to 

Dr  Creighton's,  his  friend  and  pastor,  with  H and  S , 

to  be  in  motion  and  escape  from  himself. 

December  31st. — A  good  day.  Retires  at  eleven.  Rather 
restless.  Somewhat  troubled  with  cough.  I  read  to  him 
from  two  to  three.  Slept  considerable  after  this.  Had  been 
altering,  yesterday,  a  chapter  about  Lawrence  Lewis. 

A  few  days  before,  he  had  received  from  Prescott — then 
in  health,  but  destined  to  precede  him  by  a  few  months  to 
the  grave — the  following  letter : 

Boston,  Dec.  28. 

MY  DEAR  MR.  IRVING, — I  was  sorry  to  hear,  a  few  days  since, 
tbat  you  Lad  not  been  quite  so  well  as  usual  of  late.  I  hope  that 
this  note  will  find  you  in  better  health.  I  remember,  when  my  first 
two  volumes  of  the  "  History  of  Philip  II."  came  out,  you  wrote  me 
a  very  kind  note  about  them.  I  have  just  published  a  third  volume ; 
and,  as  you  seem  to  have  taken  an  interest  in  the  subject,  I  have  done 
myself  the  pleasure  to  send  a  copy  of  it  to  Putnam  for  you.  I  shall 
think  myself  fortunate  if  it  should  serve  to  amuse  a  leisure  hour. 
Yet,  pressed  as  you  have  been  of  late  years,  leisure  would  seem  to 
be  the  last  thing  likely  to  be  at  your  disposal.  At  all  events,  I  pray 

Jou  not  to  take  the  trouble  to  make  any  acknowledgment  of  the 
ttle  cadeau,  but  to  accept  it  as  a  proof  of  the  sincere  admiration  and 
regard  which  I  have  always  felt  and  must  ever  feel  for  you. 
Believe  me,  dear  Mr.  Irving,  very  truly,  your  friend, 

WM.  H.  PRESCOTT. 

The  early  part  of  January,  Mr.  Irving  seemed  much  im- 
proved. Less  difficulty  of  breathing  and  nervousness.  "Was 
greatly  interested  in  reading  the  third  volume  of  Prescott's 
"  Philip  II.,"  just  sent  him  by  the  author.  Thought  his  ac- 
count of  the  trampling  out  of  the  poor  Moriscoes  admirably 
done,  but  there  was  too  much  of  it.  Better  to  have  gene- 
ralised, as  there  were  no  grand  features.  Miserable  skir- 
mishes of  handfuls  of  men.  No  romance  like  the  wars  when 
the  Moors  and  Spaniards  were  pitted  against  each  other. 

January  \2th. — His  nervousness  returned.  Again  haunted 
with  the  idea  that  he  could  not  sleep.  Strange  disease, 
which  seemed  to  want  reality,  and  yet  the  most  distressing. 
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He  \vas  unwilling  to  go  to  his  room  at  bed-time,  but  lay 
down  on  a  sofa  in  the  parlour,  Dr.  Peters  occupying  another 
until  four  o'clock,  when  I  relieved  him.  He  slept  about 
three  hours  out  of  his  "  den,"  as  he  styled  his  bedroom.  For 
three  or  four  nights  after  this  he  continued  to  occupy  the 
sofa  in  the  parlour  at  night,  having  a  horror  of  his  own 
room. 

January  15t7i. — Called  me  into  the  library  to  show  me 
how  he  had  been  muddling  again,  as  he  expressed  it,  with 
the  "  Life  of  "Washington."  It  was  a  slight  and  improved 
change  in  the  collocation  of  some  sentences,  taking  them 
from  Chapter  X.,  and  introducing  them  in  Chapter  XI.  At 
two,  he  came  into  the  library,  where  I  was,  frightfully 
nervous.  To  relieve  his  inquietude,  he  forced  himself  to  do 
some  copying.  Afterward  I  read  to  him,  and  he  fell  asleep 
temporarily.  Eeading  aloud  to  him  was  the  only  thing  that 
seemed  to  quiet  these  nervous  attacks.  The  Doctor  came 
up  from  the  city  at  five  P.M.,  intending  to  return  at  eight, 
but  yielded  to  Mr.  Irving's  entreaty  to  stay  the  night.  He 
prevailed  on  him  to  lie  down  in  his  bedroom  at  six,  and  he 
slept  until  one;  and  afterward  got  a  little  sprinkling  of 
sleep,  as  he  expressed  it.  The  faithful  Doctor  still  encourages 
us  and  himself  with  the  hope  that  this  is  only  a  morbid  con- 
dition of  the  nervous  system,  which  may  pass  off;  but  I 
have  at  times  an  ominous  feeling  as  if  we  were  watching  his 
decline.  He  also  has,  no  doubt,  his  misgivings. 

It  was  very  remarkable,  that  at  this  very  time,  when  filled 
with  dread  of  the  night,  and  anxious  that  all  should  sit  up 
very  late,  to  shorten  it  as  much  as  possible,  he  was  never 
more  delightful  in  conversation  than  during  those  long 
evenings.  The  excitement  of  his  mind  seemed  to  increase  his 
powers,  just  as  persons  in  a  fever  are  often  more  brilliant 
than  at  any  other  time.  All  the  interesting  scenes  of  his 
life  seemed  to  pass  before  him — a  thousand  anecdotes  of 
persons  and  things  of  which  you  had  never  heard,  related  in 
the  most  graphic  manner,  and  filled,  at  times,  with  all  his  old 
fun  and  humour.  Scenes  and  quotations  from  favourite 
authors  were  constantly  presenting  themselves,  and  were 
given  with  a  depth  of  feeling  that  added  wonderfully  to  their 
effect. 

Those  evenings  were  a  perfect  treat,  though  always  sad 
from  our  certainty  that  they  boded  a  wakeful  night. 
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January  18th. — He  «ame  into  the  library  at  half-past 
twelve,  and  told  me  he  had  had  "  such  a  soothing,  balmy 
morning,  to  repair  his  poor,  tattered  nerves."  How  different 
in  manner  and  appearance  from  the  excited  state  in  which, 
a  few  days  before,  he  had  rushed  in  to  give  vent  to  his  rest- 
lessness !  The  contrast  was  very  touching. 

I  started  for  the  post-office  at  two,  and,  when  I  returned, 
I  found  him  in  the  library,  and  apparently,  except  in  his 
thin,  worn  visage,  as  well  as  ever.  He  wrote,  to-day,  the 
character  of  Knox,  at  the  close  of  Chapter  I.,  and  told  an 
amusing  anecdote  in  his  usual  vein  of  facetiouaness.  I  am 
to  put  Volume  V.  to  press  to-morrow.  The  Doctor  came  at 
five.  His  patient  soon  after  fell  asleep.  Awoke  after  three 
hours,  and  told  a  story  of  Wilkie  playing  Picture,  at  Madrid, 
at  some  fancy  ball — in  costume — puttiug  one  hand  on  the 
pommel  of  his  sword,  and  extending  the  other,  as  he  had 
seen  it  in  some  old  painting  ;  occasionally  would  "  step  out 
of  his  frame"  to  talk  to  some  one,  and  then  go  back. 

The  next  day  continued  calm,  and  free  from  nervousness 
throughout  the  day.  I  gave  to  Mr.  Putnam,  the  publisher, 
the  first  three  chapters  of  Volume  V.  of  the  "  Life  of 
"Washington."  Came  up  in  the  seven  o'clock  train  with 
the  Doctor.  Mr.  Irving  had  slept  after  dinner,  but  was 
wakeful  toward  bedtime.  A  wretched  night.  The  Doctor 
up  almost  the  whole  night  reading  to  him,  and  administering 
soothing  medicines,  until,  as  Mr.  Irving  told  him,  it  seemed 
to  him  he  had  taken  medicines  enough  in  his  stomach  to  put 
a  whole  congregation  to  sleep. 

The  next  day  had  no  appetite  at  dinner,  but  told  a  story 
of  the  Irishman  who  shot  an  owl,  and  thought  he  had  killed 
a  cherubim.  Then,  with  a  sudden  change  of  mood,  dropped 
his  hands  despairingly.  Had  "  such  a  feeling  of  dismay 
come  over  him  at  the  thought  of  the  dismal,  sleepless  night 
before  him."  His  thoughts  centered  in  the  want  of  sleep. 
Went  to  bed  at  eleven,  with  a  foreboding  that  he  would 
"  sleep  no  more"  that  night,  but  was  mistaken.  Drowsed 
through  the  night,  and  was  calm  and  tranquil  at  morning. 

Eead  "The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast  Table,"  in  the 
February  number  of  the  "  Atlantic  Monthly,"  just  come  in, 
and  was  very  much  pleased  with  it.  "  Holmes  has  a  full, 
rich  vein — so  witty,  and  so  much  drollery.  Am  delighted  to 
have  made  his  acquaintance."  I  brought  up,  that  day,  the 
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first  proof  of  Volume  Y. — sixteen  pages — of  the  "  Life  of 
Washington." 

January  24th,  Evening. — Turning  to  me,  at  half-past  ten : 
"  You'll  be  near  me  to-night  ?"  "  Certainly."  "  I  begin  to 
feel,  as  bedtime  approaches,  the  old  dread  of  my  own  room 
and  the  night."  "  But,"  said  one  of  his  nieces,  "  you  ought 
not  to  feel  it  to-night ;  you've  been  sleeping  so  quietly  on 
the  sofa,  you'll  have  a  good  night,  and  will  soon  sleep  again." 
"  I  know  it,  my  dear ;  but  there  is  no  arguing  with  these 
things.  They  are  incontrollable.  They  come  and  go  like 
the  wind.  When  you  are  all  about  me  here,  I  can  sleep 
quietly ;  but  when  I  get  to  my  own  room,  and  you  are  all 
gone,  and  I  think  all  are  asleep  but  myself,  then  comes  over 
me  this  strange  dread  again.  You  recollect"  (turning  to 
me)  "the  scene  among  the  tombs,  in  'The  Mourning 
Bride'- 

Give  me  thy  hand,  and  let  me  hear  thy  voice ; 

Nay,  quickly  speak  to  me,  and  let  me  hear, 

Thy  voice.     My  own  affrights  me  with  its  echoes." 

Nothing  could  exceed  the  expressive  manner  in  which  he  re- 
peated this  exclamation  of  Almeria  to  Leonora,  in  that  passage 
of  Congreve's  tragedy  to  which  Dr.  Johnson  gave  such  high 
praise. 

January  26th. — Rather  faint  and  nervous  at  bed-time,  but 
some  preparation  which  the  Doctor  had  left  seemed  to  have 
a  good  effect.  I  took  the  "  porch  room,"  as  it  is  called,  next 
his,  to  be  at  hand,  and  he  went  to  his  room  with  a  feeling 
that  he  would  have  a  good  night.  I  kept  awake  till  mid- 
night, listening  for  a  possible  call,  and  then  fell  asleep.  At 
a  quarter  past  three  he  came  into  my  room  in  great  nervous 
agitation.  Had  not  been  able  to  sleep.  I  returned  with 
him  to  his  room,  where  I  remained  until  half-past  six,  admi- 
nistering to  him  some  medicine,  after  which  he  became  com- 
posed and  quiet. 

January  3Qt7t. — I  showed  him  the  Evening  Post,  contain- 
ing news  of  Prescott's  death.  Had  recently  written  to 
Prescott,  after  reading  his  third  volume  of  "  Philip  II. ;" 
and  Prescott,  but  a  few  days  before,  had  expressed  to  Cogs- 
well (in  Boston)  his  gratification  at  the  letter. 

The  next  day  he  walked  out,  and  was  seized,  on  his  re- 
turn, with  a  violent  spasm  of  shortness  of  breath,  the  most 
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distressing  and  alarming  he  bad  yet  bad,  tbougb  it  did  uot 
continue  so  long  as  some  others. 

February  1st. — I  went  to  tbe  city,  and  came  up  in  tbe  five 
o'clock  train,  bringing  proof  from  page  58  to  page  68.  Found 
he  had  been  engaged  anew  upon  the  character  of  Washington, 
which  he  had  already  completed,  and  had  become  nervous 
under  the  operation.  In  the  evening  he  gave  me  the  whole 
draft,  and  told  me  to  arrange  the  pages ;  that  he  was  deter- 
mined to  bother  himself  no  more  with  it.  I  commended  the 
resolution,  and  told  him  it  answered  as  it  was  before.  When 
I  examined  and  arranged  it,  the  next  morning,  I  found  he 
had  improved  the  commencement.  I  put  the  papers  to- 
gether, and  kept  them  away  from  him. 

His  shortness  of  breath  seemed  now  to  recur  at  more 
frequent  intervals.  The  Doctor  prescribed,  as  an  experi- 
ment— what  had  also  been  suggested  by  Holmes,  on  his  late 
visit — "  Jonas  Whitcomb's  Eemedy  for  Asthma,"  a  teaspoon- 
ful  in  a  wineglass  of  water,  to  be  taken  every  four  hours. 
A  good  night  was  the  result. 

February  3rd. — Went  to  bed  at  half-past  ten,  apparently 
calm.  At  eleven  had  a  severe  attack  of  coughing,  which 
lasted  an  hour,  and  left  him  excessively  nervous.  Hearing 
his  indistinct  moans,  I  asked  if  anything  distressed  him. 
"  Tes ;  this  harassed  feeling — these  long,  long,  long  hours 
till  morning."  Tried  to  read  in  Miss  Pardoe's  "  Court  of 
Louis  XIV."  Would  explode  upon  the  baseness,  the  de- 
spicable meanness  of  the  French  monarch.  More  and  more 
nervous  as  morning  approached. 

The  next  day  looked  very  haggard.  Fell  into  a  doze 
about  midnight,  which  continned  half  an  hour.  Slept  again 
until  half-past  two,  when  he  awoke  with  a  strange  feeling  of 
faintness  at  the  stomach,  as  if  he  were  dying.  Said  to  me 
he  was  just  dying,  when  he  awoke,  stretched  forth  his  hand, 
and  took  a  sip  of  some  liquid,  which  revived  him.  "  I  would 
have  been  gone  in  another  minute." 

For  two  or  three  days  this  excessive  nervousness  con- 
tinued. He  told  me  I  must  bear  with  him — we  must  all 
bear  with  him ;  his  state  was  a  deplorable  one,  and  some- 
times he  knew  he  must  appear  like  a  child.  Eead  aloud  to 
us — as  if  to  escape  from  himself — some  scenes  in  "As  You 
Like  It."  Told  anecdote  of  Kemble,  in  his  personation  of 
Jaques,  embodying  in  the  part  the  passage  descriptive  of  his 
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moralising  about  the  deer.  Nothing  could  be  more  affect- 
ing than  his  struggles  against  this  overmastering  nervous- 
ness ;  it  was  so  new  to  him,  so  opposed  to  his  healthy  and 
heroic  nature — to  the  whole  character  of  his  past  life — that 
it  seemed  impossible  for  him  to  yield  to  its  dominion. 

February  7th. — A  better  day.  Was  speaking  with  admi- 
ration of  the  Yacht  Voyage — "Letters  from  High  Lati- 
tudes," by  Lord  Dufferin,  which  he  had  finished  a  few  days 
before.  Wished  he  had  another  book  to  read  by  the  same 
author — such  a  fine  spirit  in  it.  Felt  still  more  interest  in 
it  now  that  he  knew  the  author  to  be  the  son  of  Mrs.  Nor- 
ton. Then  spoke  of  her  captivating  beauty,  when  he  first 
saw  her  at  the  house  of  some  lady  of  quality,  on  his  retura 
from  Spain  to  London,  in  1829. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  H and  Mrs.  S call  between  one 

and  two.  Very  pleasant,  and  like  himself. 

February  ]Ath. — The  Doctor,  on  coming  up,  thought  him, 
better  than  he  had  been  since  he  was  first  taken  with  this 
nervous  excitability.  Assured  me  he  had  no  fears  of  soften- 
ing of  the  brain,  and  hoped  to  date  his  continued  amend- 
ment from  that  day. 

The  next  day  continued  better.  Remarked,  in  the  morn- 
ing, he  was  so  well  he  was  almost  frightened ;  afraid  it  was 
a  weather  breeder.  Slept  in  an  upright  position  on  the 
sofa,  after  tea,  a  couple  of  hours,  but  no  rest  after  he  retired. 
In  the  morning  was  sad,  and  out  of  spirits  at  the  "  wearing, 
wearing,  wearing"  night  he  had  spent.  Quite  discouraged, 
though  his  asthmatic  symptoms  had  very  much  abated  of 
late,  and  his  catarrh  disappeared. 

About  two  hundred  pages  of  his  fifth  volume  of  the  "  Life 
of  Washington"  were  now  printed.  He  wrote  a  few  lines 
relative  to  the  composition  of  the  "  Farewell  Address  " — the 
only  time  he  had  touched  it  since  it  went  to  press,  with  the 
exception  of  some  passages  in  the  character  of  Washington. 

February  27th. — Notwithstanding  his  improvement  in. 
other  respects,  his  restless  nights  continued,  his  "  poor, 
fluttering  nerves,"  as  he  expressed  it,  scarcely  allowing  him 
any  quiet.  Could  hardly  summon  resolution  to  go,  at  night, 
to  his  "  haunted  chamber,"  as  he  termed  his  sleeping  apart- 
ment, from  the  brooding  phantoms  that,  like  Poe's  Raven, 
seemed  perched  above  the  door.  When  I  entered  it,  at 
eleven,  to  take  my  station  on  a  sofa  for  the  night,  I  found 
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he  was  shnnniBg  his  bed,  and  pacing  up  and  down  the  room 
with  groat  restlessness.  He  begged  me  not  to  leave  the 
room,  but  to  "  stick  by"  him  ;  it  was  a  great  comfort  to 
know  I  was  there. 

The  next  day  I  took  to  the  city  two  of  the  last  four 
chapters  of  his  "  Life  of  Washington."  On  my  return  to 
the  rot  t:iurf,  at  five  P.M.,  accompanied  by  the  Doctor,  I  found 
that  he  had  been  engaged  for  two  or  three  hours  in  the 
morning  on  his  last  chapters.  Wished  to  retain  them,  to 
re-dress  the  concluding  portion.  Had  a  very  comfortable 
day. 

March  9th. — Seemed  to  have  been  losing  ground  for  the 
last  fu\v  days.  Still  held  on  the  last  chapter  of  "  Washing- 
ton," though  the  printers  were  nearly  up  to  it.  On  the  15th 
he  put  the  finishing  touch  to  it.  The  next  day  was  sadly  out 
of  spirits.  Had  had  difficult  respiration  much  more  fre- 
quently of  late  j  within  the  last  day  or  two,  almost  con- 
stantly. 

March  Vlth. — Asked  me  if  the  last  chapter  of  the  "  Life 
of  Washington"  was  printed  last  night.  "  Yes."  "  Well,  I 
never  got  out  a  work  in  this  style  before,  without  looking 
at  the  proof  sheets.  In  better  health,  I  could  have  given 
more  effect  to  parts ;  but  I  was  afraid  to  look  at  the  proofs, 
lest  I  should  get  muddling."  That  afternoon  drove  up  to 
Mr.  Bnrtlett's,  to  leave  with  Mrs.  B.,  in  compliance  with 
her  previous  request,  the  pen  with  which  he  wrote  the  last 
words  of  his  "Life  of  Washington." 

March  18th. — I  returned  from  the  city  at  five,  accompanied 
by  the  Doctor.  Learned  that  Mr.  Irving  had  had  more  than 
usual  of  coughing  and  laboured  breathing.  Told  the  Doctor, 
on  his  leaving,  at  seven  o'clock,  that  he  was  quite  discour- 
aged ;  that  he  did  not  see  that  he  was  getting  any  better, 
and  did  not  know  where  all  this  was  to  end.  It  was  the 
first  time  he  had  spoken  with  such  discouragement  to  the 
Doctor.  His  presence  had  generally  a  cheering  influence, 
and  we  always  remarked  that  he  appeared  better  vrhen  he 
was  with  him,  than  at  any  other  time,  and  often  made  too 
light  of  his  symptoms.  The  Doctor  seemed  a  little  taken 
aback  by  his  desponding  tone.  Had  three  hours  of  sound 
sleep  on  the  sofa  before  going  to  bed,  and  about  three  hours 
afterward,  with  transient  intermissions  of  wakefulness. 

March  20th. — Slept  from  half-past  three  to  four  P.M.,  on 
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the  sofa,  when  a  neighbour  called.  Great  difficulty  of 
breathing  when  he  left,  which  continued,  with  spells  of 
coughing,  until  bedtime.  On  taking  up  his  candle  to  retire 
for  the  night,  "  "Well,  as  the  ghost  in  Hamlet  says,  '  The 
time  has  come  when  I  to  sulphurous  and  tormenting  flames 
must  render  up  myself.'  " 

March  23rd. — Eeceived  a  newspaper  from  Lewisburg,  Pa., 
containing  notice  of  the  death  of  Mrs.  Chamberlain,  aged 
ninety,  formerly  of  New  York,  and  a  friend  and  corre- 
spondent of  his  sister  Anne,  who  had  died  in  1 808.  The 
sister  was  alluded  to  in  flattering  terms.  Mr.  Irving  broke 
forth  into  warm  eulogy  of  her  wit,  sensibility,  and  humour 
— "  delightful  in  every  mood."  "  I  was  very  meagre,  when 
a  child,  and  she  used  to  call  me  a  little  rack  of  bones.  How 
fond  I  was  of  having  her  to  sing  to  me,  when  an  infant,  that 
pathetic  ballad  of  Lowe : 

The  moon  had  climbed  the  highest  hill 
That  rises  o'er  the  source  of  Dee. 

How  it  used  to  make  me  weep  !  and  yet  I  was  constantly 
begging  her  to  sing  it."  His  love  of  music  was  a  passion 
with  him  through  life. 

March  25th. — Wrote  the  following  note — a  copy  of  which 
has  been  sent  me  since  his  death — to  a  lady  who  had  re- 
quested permission  to  dedicate  to  him  a  work,  entitled  "  Do- 
mestic Annals  of  the  Revolution,"  but  the  title  of  which 
was  afterward  changed  to  "  Eecollections  of  the  Revolution :" 

To  Miss  LTDIA  MINTURN  POST. 

Sunnyside,  March  2,5,  1859. 

DEAR  MADAM, — Your  note  of  March  9th,  being  directed  to  Tarry- 
town  instead  of  Irvington,  has  been  slow  in  reaching  me.  You  have 
my  full  consent  to  the  dedication  of  your  forthcoming  "  Domestic 
Annals  of  the  Revolution"  to  me,  if  you  think  it  would  be  an  advan- 
tage to  the  work,  or  a  gratification  to  yourself.  I  only  request  that 
the  dedication  be  extremely  simple,  and  void  of  compliment. 
With  great  respect,  yours,  very  truly, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

April  2nd. — Received,  in  the  morning,  a  letter  from  a 
young  senior  at  Chapel  Hill,  N".  C.,  telling  him  he  had  been 
so  delighted  with  his  four  volumes  of  the  "  Life  of  "Washing- 
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ton,"  that  ho  had  read  them  over  repeatedly,  and  now  wrote 
to  beg  him,  not  only  for  his  own  sake,  but  for  the  sake  of 
the  country,  to  write  an  account  of  the  Presidential  career 
and  closing  days  of  Washington  at  Mount  Vernon.  "Here 
is  a  request,"  said  he,  "  that  I  think  I  will  gratify  at  once." 
The  whole  of  the  fifth  volume  was  already  printed,  and  wait- 
ing only  the  Preface,  which  was  completed  that  very  morn- 
ing, before  the  receipt  of  the  letter.  He  spoke  sadly  of  his 
condition,  as  if  he  were  failing.  Great  restlessness  at  night, 
with  brief  snatches  of  sleep. 

April  3rd. — His  birthday — seventy-six  this  day.  A  dull, 
cheerless  morning;  overcast  at  dawn,  and  raining  before 
seven.  After  breakfast,  he  showed  me  his  "  Spanish  Chro- 
nicles" in  manuscript — Don  Pelayo,  Fernando  el  Santo,  &c. 
In  the  midst  of  our  conversation,  a  bunch  of  flowers  was 
brought  in  from  Robert,  the  most  faithful  of  gardeners,  a 
present  for  his  birthday.  Later,  a  beautiful  bouquet  from 

Mrs.  followed.  "  Beautiful  flowers,"  he  exclaimed, 

"to  a  withered  old  man!"  The  dinner-table  was  decked 
with  the  bouquet,  and  the  dessert  enriched  with  various 
delicacies,  presents  from  loving  neighbours.  All  tried  to  be 
cheerful  at  dinner;  but  at  the  close,  after  a  spasm  of  cough- 
ing had  driven  him  from  the  room,  and  we  felt  the  uncer- 
tainty of  another  birthday  with  him  "  on  this  bank  and  shoal 
of  time,"  all  rose  from  the  table  in  tears. 

He  had  a  paroxysm  of  coughing  and  distressed  respiration 
at  eleven,  when  he  went  to  bed ;  but  it  passed  off  with  the 
smoking  of  a  medicated  cigarette.  He  then  fell  asleep  for  a 
few  minutes,  and  awoke  inclined  to  be  terribly  depressed 
and  nervous,  as  the  night  before  ;  "  but,"  said  he  to  me,  "  I 
will  try  to  combat  it."  He  fell  asleep  again,  and  when  he 
awoke,  at  two,  he  was  composed,  and  read  and  dozed  through 
the  rest  of  the  night  without  cough  or  laboured  breathing. 
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CHAPTEE  XCIII. 

Temporary  Improvement — Letter  from  Bancroft  on  Vol.  V. — Letter  to 
John  P.  Kennedy  —  Letter  from  William  C.  Preston  —  Reply  —  The 
Heart  of  the  Andes — Medical  Consultation — Cogswell's  Anecdote — Re- 
lapse— Visit  of  Kemble — Discouragement — Letter  to  H.  T.  Tuckerman 
on  his  Notice  of  Vol.  V. 

ME.  IBTING'S  health  continued  to  fluctuate.  Throughout 
the  month  of  April  there  seemed  to  be  a  decided  improve- 
ment, though  he  still  had,  at  intervals,  a  return  of  his  dis- 
tressing nights.  One  symptom  appeared  which  gave  us  a 
good  deal  of  anxiety,  being  quite  new.  It  was  a  bewilder- 
ment on  waking,  which  sometimes  continued  for  half  an 
hour  or  more ;  an  uncertainty  as  to  exactly  where  he  was, 
and  an  idea  that  strange  persons  had  been  in  the  room — his 
dreams  probably  mingling  with  his  waking.  On  the  whole, 
however,  he  seemed  much  better ;  and,  on  the  20th,  told 
me,  on  retiring  to  his  room  for  the  night,  that  he  thought 
he  could  now  get  along  by  himself:  but,  on  my  assenting, 
immediately  recalled  the  opinion,  and  said  perhaps  I  had 
better  remain  a  night  or  two  longer.  Fell  asleep  for  about  fif- 
teen minutes,  then  awoke,  and  had  a  deplorably  nervous  night. 
He  continued  to  improve,  however,  and,  on  the  27th,  deter- 
mined to  be  present  at  the  monthly  meeting  of  the  trustees 
of  the  Astor  Library,  but  was  prevented  by  rain.  It  was 
now  more  than  four  months  since  he  had  been  in  the  city. 

May  1st. — Read  Henry  T.  Tuckerman's  account  of  the 
Portraits  of  AVashington,  in  the  Appendix  to  the  fifth  volume. 
Pronounced  it  quite  an  acquisition. 

On  the  4th,  went  to  town,  and  returned  at  half-past 
seven,  the  better  for  the  journey.  Occupied  his  room  alone 
that  night. 

May  QtJi. — Eeceived  the  following  letter  from  Bancroft, 
in  acknowledgment  of  Volume  V.  of  "  Life  of  Washington  :" 

Sunday,  May  7. 
D-2AR  IRVING, — Your  publisher  sent  me,  late  yesterday,  your  fifth 
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volume,  to  which  I  must  entreat  you  to  add  your  autograph,  in  evi- 
dence of  the  intention,  which  I'utnam  vouched  for.  I  did  not  go  to 
bed  till  I  had  finished  all  the  last  half  of  the  volume  ;  and  my  first 
moment  this  morning  is  to  tell  you  with  what  delight,  and,  1  add  in 
all  soberness,  emotion,  I  read  it.  The  narrative  is  beautifully  told, 
in  your  own  happy  diction  and  style,  felicitous  always  ;  never  redun- 
dant ;  graceful,  and  elegant.  The  throbbings  of  your  heart  arc  as 
marked  and  perceptible  along  the  pages  as  in  anything  you  ever 
wrote.  But  the  charm  is,  the  loveliness  that  your  portraiture  sheds 
round  the  venerable  patriot  in  his  retirement.  Much  as  I  have  read 
and  studied  about  Washington,  I  was  taken  by  the  novelty  that  your 
ever  fresh  and  warm  manner  has  thrown  about  your  sketch.  Your 
hero  dies  like  the  sun  in  his  beauty  in  a  cloudless  sky. 

After  reading  to  the  end,  I  began  at  the  beginning.  You  have 
charmingly  shown  Washington's  dislike  of  state  ;  and  you  have  hit 
off  John  Adams's  character  in  perfection  at  a  single  touch.  Having 
had  many  letters  sent  me  about  Randolph,  I  looked  up  your  account 
of  that  sad  matter  ;  and  I  think  your  statement  is  a  model  of  can- 
dour, indicating  just  the  extent  of  llandolph's  indiscretion,  and  no 
more ;  and  I  think  the  letter  of  contrition,  which  you  insert,  tends 
to  exonerate  Randolph  from  the  deeper  imputation,  for  it  shows,  at 
bottom,  an  honest  heart,  though  his  judgment  may  have  grievously 
erred. 

The  sketch  which  Washington  gives  of  Hamilton,  on  preferring 
him  for  the  post  next  himself  in  the  army,  is  the  finest  tribute  ever 
paid  to  Hamilton's  rare  combination  of  talents.  *  *  *  But  I  shall 
weary  you ;  only  I  could  not  delay  telling  you  how  admirably  you 
have,  in  my  judgment,  combined,  in  this  volume,  grace  of  style, 
freshness,  candour,  and  all  the  good  qualities  that  make  you  the  de- 
light of  your  friends  and  the  pride  of  the  country. 

I  am  ever,  dear  Irving,  very  heartily  yours, 

GEOBGE  BANCKOFT. 

May  10th. — Received  a  letter  from  John  P.  Kennedy, 
proposing  his  going  on  a  trip  to  St.  Louis  with  the  Balti- 
more and  Ohio  Railroad  Company,  which  he  declines,  as  fol- 
lows : 

To  JOHN  P.  KENNEDY. 

Sunnyside,  May  11,  1859. 

MY  DEAK  KENNEDY, — I  have  had  to  decline  the  very  tempting 
invitation  of  Mr.  Prescott  Smith  in  behalf  of  the  Baltimore  and  Ohio 
Railroad  Company.  In  fact,  I  am  not  in  a  condition  to  undertake 
the  expedition  proposed.  I  have  been  under  the  weather  all  winter, 
suffering  from  an  attack  of  asthma,  and  a  nervous  indisposition 
brought  on  by  overworking  myself  in  endeavouring  to  bring  my 

3x2 
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literary  task  to  a  conclusion.  Thank  Heaven,  my  fifth  volume  is 
launched,  and  henceforth  I  give  up  all  further  tasking  of  the  pen.  I 
am  slowly  regaining  health  and  strength,  and  am  having  my  natural 
rest  at  night,  for  I  suffered  wretchedly  from  sleeplessness.  Within 
the  last  two  or  three  weeks  I  feel  quite  encouraged ;  but  I  still  have 
to  take  great  care  of  myself,  for  asthma  is  constantly  dogging  at  my 
heels,  and  watching  every  opportunity  to  get  the  mastery  over  me. 

In  my  present  precarious  state  of  health  I  can  make  no  engagement 
that  would  take  me  far  from  home ;  and  can  therefore  make  you  no 
promise  of  accompanying  you  to  the  mountains,  or  even  of  visiting 
you  at  Ellicott's  Mills.  In  fact,  I  have  been  but  once  to  New  York 
since  last  Christmas,  and  that  was  only  a  few  days  since  ;  and  have 
not  been  able  to  jollify  even  at  little  parties  in  my  immediate  neigh- 
bourhood. 

Give  my  affectionate  remembrances  to  Mrs.  Kennedy  and  Miss 
Gray,  and  believe  me,  my  dear  Kennedy,  ever  very  truly,  yours, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

May  13th. — Received  a  very  kind  and  delightful  letter 
from  Professor  C.  C.  Felton,  of  Cambridge,  Mass.,  who  had 
just  been  reading  his  fifth  volume  of  the  "  Life  of  Washing- 
ton," and  expressed  great  pleasure  in  the  perusal.  Head 
the  letter  aloud,  and  said  it  was  particularly  gratifying  to 
get  such  testimonials  from  such  men,  as  he  had  found  it  im- 
possible to  repress  great  misgivings  with  regard  to  the  last 
volume,  which  he  had  never  been  able  to  look  at  since  it 
was  finished.  His  illness  came  on  the  very  next  day.  In- 
deed, he  was  then  unfit  to  write  ;  and  he  had  constantly  had 
in  his  mind  the  recollection  of  the  Archbishop  of  Granada, 
in  "  Gil  Bias,"  Avhose  Homilies  were  thought  to  smell  of  the 
apoplexy.  His  old  love  of  fun  revived  with  the  recollection, 
and  he  went  to  his  library  for  the  book,  and  read  the  story 
aloud  with  great  zest. 

About  this  time  the  papers  had  announced  the  death  of 
Baron  Alexander  Hurnboldt,  at  the  age  of  ninety-one,  with 
the  following  published  card  from  him,  dated  Berlin,  March 
15th,  1859,  curiously  illustrating  some  of  the  penalties  of 
celebrity : 

Labouring  under  extreme  depression  of  spirits,  the  result  of  a  cor- 
respondence which  daily  increases,  and  which  makes  a  yearly  average 
of  from  sixteen  hundred  to  two  thousand  letters  and  pamphlets  on 
things  entirely  foreign  to  me — manuscripts  on  which  my  advice  is  de- 
manded, schemes  of  emigration  and  colonisation,  invoices  of  models, 
machinery,  and  objects  of  natural  history,  inquiries  on  balloons,  de- 
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mands  for  autographs,  offers  to  nurse  or  amuse  me — I  once  more 
publicly  invite  all  those  who  desire  my  welfare,  to  try  and  persuade 
the  people  of  the  two  continents  not  to  be  so  busy  about  me,  and  not 
to  take  my  house  for  the  office  of  a  directory,  in  order  that,  with  the 
decay  of  my  physical  and  intellectual  strength,  I  may  enjoy  some 
leisure,  and  have  time  to  work.  Let  not  this  appeal,  to  which  I  only 
resorted  with  reluctance,  be  interpreted  with  malevolence. 

ALEXANDER  VON  HUMBOLDT. 

"  I  met  Humboldt  often  in  society  in  Paris.  A  very 
amiable  man.  A  great  deal  of  bonhomie" 

May  17th. — Mr.  Irving  had  a  very  severe  attack  of  short- 
ness of  breatb,  and  was  so  sadly  nervous  in  the  evening,  that 
I  resumed,  for  the  nonce,  my  station  in  his  room  at  bedtime. 
The  difficulty  of  breathing  continued  by  turns  through  the 
night.  He  got  up  and  sat  in  his  chair  at  daybreak,  when  it 
subsided.  He  then  read  me  an  interesting  and  touching 
letter  just  received  from  William  C.  Preston,  ex-Senator  of 
the  United  States,  his  old  travelling  companion  in  Scotland, 
now  paralytic,  but  with  all  his  brilliant  powers  yet  unim- 
paired. 

Those  nights,  when  I  look  back  upon  them,  seem  a  strange 
mingling  ;  for,  between  the  paroxysms  of  distress,  he  would 
seize  on  anything  to  divert  his  own  thoughts,  or  to  relieve 
what  he  feared  must  be  the  weariness  of  those  who  were 
watching  with  him.  He  would  read  or  relate  anything  that 
interested  him  at  the  moment,  and  so  endeavour  to  cheat  the 
hours  till  day.  I  give  the  letter  : 

"WILLIAM  C.  PRESTON  to  WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

Charlottesville,  Va.,  May  11,  1859. 

MY  DEAR  SIR, — Seeing,  in  yesterday's  National  Intelligencer  (the 
only  paper  that  I  now  read),  that  you  had  been  ill,  but  were  re- 
covered, I  was  prompted  to  write  to  you  at  once  what  an  unabated 
interest  I  cherish  for  you.  My  last  communication  with  you  was  an 
act  of  kindness  to  me,  in  sending  some  letters  of  introduction  for  my 
friend  Hampton,  to  Europe.  Hampton  did  wiser  than  to  go  to 
Europe  ;  he  got  married,  aud  keeps  your  letters  as  precious  auto- 
graphs. Those  that  I  have  had  from  you  have  long  since  been 
begged  or  stolen  from  me  by  piecemeal,  and  I  have  often  had  an  en- 
hanced consideration  when  it  was  known  that  I  had  been  an  acquaint- 
ance of  "Washington  Irving ;  for  I  don't  believe  that  any  man,  in  any 
country,  has  ever  had  a  more  affectionate  admiration  for  him  than 
that  given  to  you  in  America.  I  believe  that  we  have  had  but  one  man 
who  is  so  much  in  the  popular  heart. 
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On  reading  this  notice  in  the  Intelligencer,  I  found  in  my  memory 
(what,  for  aught  I  know,  may  be  common  to  old  men)  a  sort  of 
mirac/e,  which  made  distant  objects  rise  above  those  more  near.  My 
mind  at  once  recalled  Jones  of  the  Brinn  and  Loch  Katrine,  and  it 
was  only  upon  reflection  that  I  recalled  your  visit  to  me  in  the  War 
of  Nullification,  and  subsequently,  during  our  war  in  the  Senate 
against  General  Jackson.  In  those  tumultuary  scenes  I  was  an  ex- 
cited actor,  and  fretted  my  hour  amid  them.  The  curtain  fell ;  new 
scenes  were  brought  forward,  and  I  have  sat  exhausted  in  the  dark 
recesses  of  the  theatre,  the  pageant  gone,  and  sad  realities  about  nie 
— sickness  and  sorrow. 

I  had  not  thought  you  so  old  as  the  paper  announces  you  to  be.  T 
knew  you  were  somewhat  my  senior  forty  years  ago,  but,  for  some 
years,  I  have  felt  older  than  anybody  seemed  to  me  to  be.  A  para- 
lytic stroke  may  well  be  counted  for  twenty  years,  which  makes  me 
eighty-five. 

What  a  noble  capital  your  "Life  of  Washington"  makes  to  your 
literary  column !  The  paper  says  you  are  busily  at  work.  1  am. 
sorry  to  think  that  you  are  vexing  yourself  with  further  labours ;  you 
have  fairly  won  the  privilege  of  rest.  Your  honourable  labours  have 
been  crowned  with  most  honourable  rewards.  Whatever  your  coun- 
try's love  and  admiration  can  give,  has  been  bestowed.  I  indulge 
the  wish,  therefore,  that  the  "Life  of  Washington,"  which  insepa- 
rably connects  your  name  with  his,  may  have  no  interposing  object, 
and  that  your  labours  may  be  mere  amendments  in  minute  touches, 
giving  a  more  perfect  polish,  where,  although  the  public  eye  may  per- 
ceive no  want  of  it,  your  own  delicate  perception  may  suspect  it. 
I  am,  my  dear  sir,  ever,  your  affectionate  friend, 

WM.  C.  PliESTOX. 

I  anticipate  to  give  Mr.  Irving's  reply  in  this  place,  though 
it  was  delayed  nearly  three  months  : 

To  WlLLIAil  C.  PllESTON. 

Sunnyside,  Aug.  9,  1859. 

MY  DEAR  PRESTON, — I  have  suffered  a  long  time  to  elapse  without 
a  reply  to  your  most  kind  and  welcome  letter,  but  the  state  of  my 
health  must  plead  my  apology.  For  many  months  I  have  been 
harassed  by  an  attack  of  asthma,  accompanied  by  sleepless  nights, 
which  deranged  my  whole  nervous  system.  I  have  had  to  give  up 
all  literary  occupation,  and  to  abstain  as  much  as  possible  from  the 
exercise  of  my  pen  even  in  letter  writing.  I  am  slowly  recovering, 
but  will  have  to  be  very  careful  of  myself.  Fortunately,  I  have 
finished  the  Life  of  Washington,  about  which  you  speak  so  kindly, 
and  now  I  shall  no  more  tax  myself  with  authorship. 

Your  allusions  to  Jones  of  the  Brimi  and  Loch  Katrine,  brought 
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up  a  host  of  recollections  of  pleasant  scenes  and  of  pleasant  adven- 
tures which  we  enjoyed  together  in  our  peregrinations  in  England 
and  Scotland,  in  our  younger  days.  I  often  recur  in  thought  to  those 
ramblings,  which  furnish  some  of  the  most  agreeable  day  dreams  of 
past  times,  and,  if  I  dared  to  indulge  my  pen,  could  call  up  many 
an  amusing  incident  in  which  you  figured  conspicuously.  Hut  this 
scribbling  I  must  postpone  to  some  future  day,  when  I  am  less  under 
the  thraldom  of  nerves  and  the  asthma.  At  present,  I  merely  scrawl 
these  few  lines  to  assure  you  of  my  constant  and  affectionate  remem- 
brance. 

I  believe  our  present  Minister  in  Spain  is  a  cousin  of  yours.  I  am. 
glad  to  hear  he  is  likely  to  prove  popular  there.  A  lady  correspondent 
in  Madrid,  well  acquainted  with  the  Court  circle,  speaks  in  very  fa- 
vourable terms  both  of  the  Minister  and  his  lady. 

Farewell,  my  dear  Preston.  Believe  me,  though  at  present  a  very 
laine  correspondent,  yet,  as  ever, 

"Yours,  very  faithfully, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

May  23rd. — Mr.  Irving  went  to  the  city,  by  special  in- 
vitation, to  see  Church's  picture  of  The  Heart  of  the  Andes. 
It  was  the  last  day  of  the  exhibition,  and  the  room  was 
crowded.  Delighted  with  it.  Pronounced  it  glorious — 
magnificent ! — such  grandeur  of  general  effect  with  such 
minuteness  of  detail — minute  without  hardness  ;  a  painting 
to  stamp  the  reputation  of  an  artist  at  once. 

The  next  night  woke  at  two,  in  great  distress  from  diffi- 
culty of  breathing,  which  continued  for  an  hour  and  a  half. 
Went  to  the  city  to  see  Dr.  Peters,  who  called  in  Dr.  Hosack 
to  hold  a  consultation.  Dr.  P.  sought  to  encourage  him  with 

an  account  of  Mr. ,  who  had  been  a  sufferer  with 

asthma  for  forty  years,  and  whom  they  thought  near  his  end, 
of  late,  and,  when  he  and  his  family  were  prepared  for  it,  he 
suddenly  rallied,  and  was  getting  as  well  as  he  had  been 
before.  His  only  comment  was  :  "  Ah,  Doctor,  why  didn't 
you  let  him  go  ?  Why  call  him  back  to  such  suffering  ?" 

Mr.  Cogswell  related  to  me  the  following  anecdote  :  Mr. 
Irving  called  at  his  room  in  the  Astor  Library,  not  many 
months  since,  and,  finding  him  sick  abed,  and  alarmingly  ill, 
hurried  off  for  his  physician,  Dr.  Barker.  One  of  his  jokes, 
after  Cogswell  got  well,  was,  that,  in  going  for  the  Doctor, 
he  thought  he  would  just  stop  at  the  undertaker's  on  his 
way,  and  order  a  coffin ;  and  now  he  had  the  cofiia  on  his 
hands. 
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On  his  return  from  the  city,  he  retired,  at  bed-time,  to  his 
room  alone,  as  he  had  done  for  some  nights  past.  The  doors 
•were  open,  and  perceiving,  in  the  night,  that  he  was  restless, 
I  went  in.  The  next  morning,  at  breakfast,  he  remarked 
that  he  felt  my  coming  in  quite  as  a  reprieve.  After  dinner, 
said  to  me  :  "I  shall  have  to  get  you  to  mount  guard  again 
to-night.  I  am  ashamed  to  ask  it,  but  you  cannot  conceive 
what  an  abject  coward  this  nervousness  makes  of  me."  I 
assured  him  of  my  readiness  to  resume  my  post. 

June  2nd. — Looked  better,  and  had  a  comfortable  day. 

Drove  out  with  Mrs.  J .  On  his  return,  at  twelve 

o'clock,  found  here  his  old  friend,  Grouverneur  Kemble,  who 
had  come  to  see  him  and  urge  him  to  make  him  a  visit. 
Kemble  greeted  him  very  cordially.  "  Why,  you  are  look- 
ing  "  "  Very  badly,"  interposed  Mr.  Irving.  "  But  bet- 
ter than  I  expected  to  see  you."  Kemble  stayed  to  dinner. 
Mr.  Irving,  at  parting  with  him,  accompanied  him  to  the 
door,  and  bade  him  "  good-by"  with  a  "  God  bless  you !" 

"When  he  returned  to  the  parlour,  his  eyes  were  filled  with 
tears,  and  he  burst  forth  with  a  gush,  of  feeling.  "  That  is  my 
friend  of  early  life — always  unchanged,  always  like  a  brother ; 
one  of  the  noblest  beings  that  ever  was  created.  His  heart 
is  pure  gold."  He  was  deeply  affected.  He  had  been,  as  he 
generally  was  in  the  society  of  those  he  liked,  except  when 
in  immediate  sufferiug,  very  cheerful  during  the  dinner,  and, 
excited  and  gratified  by  the  visit,  Mr.  Kemble  could  form 
no  idea  of  his  situation.  This  proved  to  be  their  last  meeting. 

The  next  day  he  was  very  nervous,  and  sadly  discouraged. 
Said  he  had  nearly  given  up  all  hope  of  recovery  or  improve- 
ment, and  only  trusted  that  he  would  not  be  left  a  burden 
long.  After  dinner,  drove  out  with  H .  This  depres- 
sion continued  through  the  whole  drive.  "  I've  always 
dreaded,"  he  remarked,  "  beyond  anything,  becoming  a  con- 
firmed invalid,  and  a  burden  to  those  about  me."  "  But 
you  will  never  be  that,"  was  the  reply.  "What  do  you  call 
this  ?  I  see  no  relief  to  it.  This  cough  prevents  my  sleep- 
ing, and,  with  such  nights,  how  can  I  be  better  ?  And  poor 

,  too — what  a  tax  on  him  !"  "  He  does  not  consider  it 

so."  "  Well,"  he  rejoined,  "  I  trust  he  may  not  have  the 
burden  long." 

About  this  time,  Mr.  Irving  received  a  letter  from  Henry 
T.  Tuckerman,  who  had  been  looking  forward  with  special 
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interest  to  the  concluding  volume  of  his  Life  of  Washington 
showing  how  agreeably  it  struck  him,  by  the  following  notice, 
which  he  enclosed  : 

The  appearance  of  the  concluding  volume  of  Irving's  Life  of  Wash- 
ington has  been  looked  for  with  unusual  interest.  Varying,  as  its 
subject  matter  does,  from  what  went  before — shifting  from  military 
to  political  interest — it  was  thought,  by  those  cognizant  of  bi 
pliical  art,  that  it  would  prove  difficult  for  the  author  to  narrate 
Washington's  administration  with  the  same  simple  directness  which 
lent  such  emphasis  to  the  story  of  the  war.  but  Mr.  Irving  has 
equally  succeeded  here.  "Without  swerving  from  his  original  plan, 
he  has  faithfully  told  the  facts,  avoided,  with  consummate  skill,  the 
discussion  of  mooted  questions,  kept  strictly  to  his  sphere  of  bio- 
graphy— giving  exactly  enough  about  the  French  Revolution,  alliance, 
and  difficulties,  Jay's  treaty  and  its  consequences,  Jefferson's  in- 
trigues, Genet's  impertinence,  the  state  of  parties  and  the  course  of 
opinion,  as  was  absolutely  necessary  to  explain  "Washington's  posi- 
tion, difficulties,  and  conduct — and  nothing  more.  And  he  keeps  the 
hero  himself  constantly  in  view — treats  of  events  as  they  affect  him, 
and  not  general  history;  in  a  word,  as  throughout  the  work,  he  makes 
us  partake  of  the  consciousness  of  Washington  more  than  the  senti- 
ment of  party  or  the  theories  of  politicians.  It  is  as  the  squabbles  of 
his  Cabinet,  the  sarcasms  of  the  press,  the  events  in  Europe  influence 
his  peace,  purposes,  and  feelings,  that  we  know  them;  and,  by  thus 
rendering  domestic  and  foreign  affairs  subordinate  to  the  delineation 
of  his  great  subject,  the  harmony,  unity,  and  clear  significance  of  the 
biography  are  admirably  preserved. 

By  the  Preface  we  learn  that,  more  than  thirty  years  ago,  the  Life 
of  Washington  was  suggested  to  Mr.  Irving  by  a  famous  Edinburgh 
publisher.  Its  execution  was  postponed ;  but  the  period  which  sees 
the  work  complete  could  not  be  more  favourable  for  its  useful  in- 
fluence and  its  successful  achievement.  It  is  a  graceful  and  noble 
consummation  of  a  literary  career  of  half  a  century — a  high  service 
both  to  our  national  literature  and  our  civic  wants — the  greatest  of 
which  is  to  keep  fresh  to  eye,  mind,  and  heart,  the  matchless  example 
herein  unfolded  in  a  spirit  and  with  a  candour  parallel  with  its  o\va 
purity  and  truth. 

To  the  letter  with  the  above  enclosure,  Mr.  Irving  made 
the  following  reply : 

To  MR.  H.  T.  TUCKEKMAN. 

Sunnyside,  June  8,  1859. 

MY  DEAR  MR.  TUCKERMAN, — I  have  suffered  a  long  time  to  elapse 
wit  hotit  acknowledging  the  receipt  of  your  letter  enclosing  a  printed 
notice  of  my  fifth  volume,  which  you  had  furnished  to  the  press.  My 
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only  excuse  is,  that,  since  I  have  got  out  of  regular  haniess,  I  find  it 
exceedingly  difficult  to  bring  myself  to  the  slightest  exercise  of  the 
pen. 

I  cannot  sufficiently  express  to  you,  my  dear  Mr.  Tuckerman,  how 
deeply  I  have  felt  ob'liged  by  the  kind  interest  you  have  manifested 
on  various  occasions,  and  in  a  variety  of  ways,  in  me  and  my  literary 
concerns.  It  is  truly  gratifying  to  be  able  to  inspire  such  interest  in 
the  mind  of  a  person  of  your  stamp  and  intellectual  character. 

Your  remarks  on  my  last  volume  were  especially  inspiriting.  Un- 
nerved, as  I  was,  by  a  tedious  indisposition,  I  had  come  to  regard 
this  volume  with  a  dubious  and  almost  desponding  eye.  Having 
nothing  of  the  drum  aud  trumpet  which  gave  bustle  and  animation  to 
the  earlier  volumes,  I  feared  it  might  be  considered  a  falling  off. 
Your  letter  has  contributed  to  put  me  in  heart,  and  I  accept  with 
gratitude  your  congratulations  on  what  you  pronounce  a  "happy  ter- 
mination" of  my  undertaking. 

Ever,  my  dear  Mr.  Tuckerman,  with  great  regard,  your  truly 
obliged  friend, 

WASHINGTON  IRVING. 


CHAPTEE  XC1V. 

Last  Days — A  formidable  Visit  Threatened — The  Charleston  Mercury — A 
Strange  Visitor — Longfellow  and  the  Acrostic — Burr — The  Travel  to 
Albany  in  former  Days —  Poe  —  Clay — The  Camp  Meeting  —  George 
Sumner  —  The  Irishwoman's  Sixpence  —  Visit  of  N.  P.  Willis  —  Of 
Theodore  Tilton — Last  Interview  with  a  Stranger — Death  and  Funeral. 

I  BECUE  to  my  notes  taken  at  the  time  for  a  brief  record 
of  the  last  months  of  the  author's  existence. 

June  13th. — A  lowering  day,  but  Mr.  Irving  again  im- 
proving. His  days,  of  late,  have  presented  quite  a  contrast 
to  that  wretched  3rd  of  June,  and  he  has  apparently  been 
gaining  ever  since. 

Received  a  note  from  General  V.  P.  Van  Antwerp,  of 
Iowa,  and  Colonel  John  T.  Heard,  of  Massachusetts,  two  of 
the  Board  of  Visitors,  consisting  of  sixteen,  now  in  session 
at  the  United  States  Military  Academy  at  West  Point,  en- 
closing a  highly  complimentary  resolution  to  himself,  and 
proposing,  if  agreeable,  to  call  on  him  in  a  body  the  next 
day,  when  they  should  adjourn,  to  tender  to  him,  in  their 
collective  capacity,  "  the  homage  due  to  one  whose  long  life 
had  been  distinguished  by  sterling  virtues,  and  who  wore 
with  becoming  gracefulness  the  laurels  which  labours  suc- 
cessfully devoted  to  literature  had  placed  upon  his  brow." 
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Such  a  mark  of  consideration,  from  a  body  consisting  of 
members  from  the  diil'eivnt  States  of  the  Union,  could  not 
but  be  deeply  gratifying,  yet  he  was  all  in  a  flutter  about  it. 
'•  1  must  stop  this  at  once!"  he  exclaimed,  and  he  immedi- 
ately went  to  the  library  and  wrote  a  letter  to  General  Van 
Antwerp,  expressive  of  his  very  high  sense  of  the  intended 
compliment,  but  pleading  his  inability  to  cope  with  the  visit, 
from  lung  ill  health  and  nervousness. 

General  Van  Antwerp  had  intimated,  in  his  note,  that 
some  of  tho  Board  had  expressed  fear  that  this  "simple  de- 
monstration, not  intended  for  publicity,"  might  bean  annoy- 
ance, and  that  if,  for  any  reason,  it  should  be  either  distasteful 
or  inconvenient,  a  private  note  to  him  would  suffice  to  ex- 
plain the  reason. 

Mr.  Irving  was  quite  relieved  when  he  had  written  his 
note,  and  got  our  approval.  All  dreaded  the  threatened 
visit,  as  likely  to  bring  back  or  rather  aggravate  his  nervous- 
ness. 

June  19th. — Gentle  and  playful — something  almost  child- 
like in  his  manner.  Asked  whose  the  passage  that  was 
running  in  his  head,  "  1'air  laughs  the  morn,"  &c.  I  showed 
it  to  him  in  Gray's  "  Bard."  Inquired,  then,  if  I  could  re- 
collect the  author  of  two  lines  that  had  lingered — discon- 
nectedly— in  his  memory  for  years  : 

She  asked  of  each  wave,  as  it  reached  the  shore, 
If  it  ever  had  touched  the  ship's  tall  side. 

They  are  very  suggestive.  I  had  never  met  them.  Yery 
cheerful  at  dinner.  Walked  round  the  brook  lot  in  the 
afternoon.  In  the  evening  took  his  seat  in  the  parlour,  and 
opened  a  book  to  read.  Had  been  some  time  at  a  loss  for  a 
pleasant  book.  "  I'm  reduced  to  my  favourite  author." 
"  What  is  it  ?"  is  asked.  "  The  fifth  volume  of  the  '  Life  of 
Washington.'  I  think  I'll  read  it  now.  I  have  not  looked 
at  it  since  it  was  put  to  press." 

June  22nd. — Mr.  Irving  wretchedly  nervous.  I  went  to 
town,  to  bring  up  Dr.  Peters  in  the  afternoon  train.  The 
Doctor  found  him  looking  much  better  than  he  expected. 
As  usual,  he  appeared  better  while  the  Doctor  was  there, 
but  more  nervous  again  after  he  left.  He  had  a  wretched 
night.  I  remained  with  him  till  three  o'clock,  when  I  re- 
tired for  nn  hour.  On  my  return,  I  found  him  struggling 
with  one  of  those  strange  hallucinations  he  could  not  easily 
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dispel.  Had  started  up  from  sleep  with  an  impression  of 
some  poor  family  he  had  to  take  care  of.  The  impression, 
or  the  effect  of  it,  seemed  to  cling  to  him,  though  he  knew  it 
was  a  fallacy.  He  had  his  mind  and  consciousness  perfectly, 
as  he  said,  and  yet  he  could  not  shake  it  off.  The  effect  of 
it  continued  for  an  hour.  Very  singular. 

June  23rd. — A  necessary  engagement  taking  four  of  the 

inmates  to  town,  H remarked  to  him,  before  breakfast, 

that  S would  remain  and  read  to  him,  and  lull  him  to 

a  good  long  sleep.  "  Ah !  my  dear,  I  wish,  indeed,  it  might 
be  a  long  sleep  !" 

June  24ith. — I  went  to  town,  and  returned  with  a  letter 
for  Mr.  Irving,  marked  "  Private,"  and  postmarked  Charles- 
ton, S.  C.  He  did  not  break  the  seal  that  evening,  but  the 
next  morning,  after  a  restless,  sleepless  night,  he  opened  it, 
without  adverting  to  the  postmark,  and  found  it  to  contain 
only  a  newspaper  slip  from  the  Charleston  Mercury  of  June 
21st,  with  a  finger  mark  pointing  significantly  to  the  follow- 
ing extract : 

"When  a  man  sets  himself  down  to  write  history,  no  one,  of  course, 
can  deny  him  the  privilege  of  drawing  from  the  facts  such  inferences 
as  he  pleases  ;  but  the  facts  themselves  he  is  bound  to  relate  exactly 
as  they  occurred.  Now,  to  apply  the  above  rule :  Mr.  W.  Irving  has 
just  published  his  last  volume  of  "  Washington's  Life,"  and,  in  a 
paragraph  devoted  to  the  consideration  of  Washington's  will,  he  dis- 
courses thus : 

"  On  opening  the  will,  it  was  found  to  have  been  carefully  drawn 
up  by  himself;  and,  by  an  act  in  conformity  with  his  whole  career, 
one  of  its  first  provisions  directed  the  emancipation  of  his  slaves  on 
the  decease  of  his  wife.  It  had  long  been  his  earnest  wish  that  the 
slaves  held  by  him  in  his  own  right  should  receive  their  freedom 
during  his  life  ;  but  he  had  found  that  it  would  be  attended  with  in- 
superable difficulties  on  account  of  their  intermixture  by  marriage 
with  the  dower  negroes,  whom  it  was  not  in  his  power  to  manumit 
under  the  tenure  by  which  they  were  held.  *  *  *  Though  born  and 
educated  a  slaveholder,  this  was  all  in  consonance  with  feelings  and 
principles  which  he  had  loug  entertained." 

Now  what  says  the  will  itself  ? 

"  On  the  decease  of  my  wife,  it  is  my  will  and  desire  that  all  the 
slaves  I  hold  in  my  own  right  shall  receive  their  freedom.  To 
emancipate  them  during  her  life  would,  though  earnestly  wished  by 
me,  be  attended  with  insuperable  difficulties,  on  account  of  their  in- 
termixture by  marriage  with  the  dower  negroes,  and  excite  the  most 
painful  sensations,  if  not  disagreeable  consequences  to  the  latter, 
while  botli  descriptions  (of  negroes)  are  in  the  occupancy  [!]  of  the 
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same  proprietor  [!] — it  not  being  in  my  power,  under  the  tenure  by 
which  tlie  dower  negroes  are  held,  to  manumit  them." 

So  far  about  the  will.  In  order,  however,  to  show  that  Washing- 
ton had,  long  previously  to  his  death,  and  in  direct  conflict  with  his 
education,  become  perfectly  Northcrnized,  Irving  quotes,  and  fairly 
too,  several  letters  to  different  friends;  omitting,  nevertheless,  or 
possibly  overlooking  one,  which,  for  the  comfort  of  all  Northeners, 
and  of  Mr.  I.  himself  especially,  shall  be  given — an  extract — below: 

"  May  \Qth,  1786. — The  benevolence  of  your  heart,  my  dear 
Marquis  Lafayette,  is  so  conspicuous  on  all  occasions,  that  I  never 
wonder  at  any  new  proofs  of  it  ;  but  your  late  purchase  of  an  estate 
in  Cayenne,  with  a  view  of  liberating  the  slaves  on  it,  is  a  generous 
and  noble  proof,"  &c. 

"  Woum  to  God  a  like  spirit  might  diffuse  itself  generally  into  the 
minds  of  the  people  of  this  country  ;  but  I  despair  of  seeing  it.  Some 
petitions  were  lately  presented  to  the  Virginia  Legislature,  for  the 
abolition  of  slavery,  but  they  could  scarcely  obtain  a  READING." 

Query :  Will  not  a  perusal  of  the  above  extracts  very  effectually 
convince  any  one,  capable  of  the  "combination  of  two  ideas,"  that 
Washington  was  in  principle  essentially  a  Northerner — that  is,  he 
was  ready,  in  order  to  advance  the  "  glorious  liberty  and  equality  of 
man" — ready  to  confiscate  the  property  of — other  people — his  wife's 
negroes,  for  instance — after  his  death,  though  ? 

After  I  had  finished  reading  the  extract  aloud,  "  Did  you 
ever  read,"  said  he,  "  such  an  unmeaning  thing  r"  He  sup- 
posed, at  first,  it  was  from  a  Northern  paper,  and  that  some 
extreme  opponent  of  slavery  had  meant  to  impute  suppres- 
sion or  concealment  of  AVashington's  full  opinions,  when  he 
thought  his  extracts  covered  the  whole  ground.  But  on  a 
more  careful  perusal  than  I  gave  it  at  first,  I  perceived  it 
was  from  a  Southern  source,  and  that  the  object  was  to 
show,  not  that  Washington  was  entitled  to  more  credit  than 
the  biography  had  awarded  him  for  his  opinions  on  slavery, 
but  was  open  to  a  grave  stigma  for  his  conduct,  in  directing, 
by  will,  the  emancipation  of  his  slaves.  "  As  if,"  said  Mr. 
Irving,  when  I  showed  him  its  Southern  source,  "  the 
greatest  reproach  you  could  make  against  a  man  was  that  he 
was  opposed  to  slavery.  Did  you  ever  know  such  fools  ?" 

Eminently  national  in  his  feelings,  a  lover  of  his  whole 
country,  keenly  alive  to  everything  that  concerned  the 
honour  and  good  name  of  the  Republic,  he  was  not  without 
foreboding  at  the  signs  of  the  times,  and  the  disposition 
evinced  in  this  instance  to  immolate  Washington  on  the 
altar  of  slavery,  seemed  to  him  portentous. 
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June  28th. — In  the  afternoou,  a  call  from  Miss  A 

H ,  Miss  G- ,  of  Boston,  Mr.  W ,  of  Boston,  and 

Hossiter,  the  artist.  Miss  H thought  he  looked  very 

feeble,  and  was  much  changed.  Afterward,  E.  S.  Cozzens, 
author  of  "  The  Sparrowgrass  Papers,"  &c.,  called,  with  his 
wife,  and  a  little  daughter  four  years  of  age,  and  remained 
until  half-past  nine.  Something  was  said  by  Cozzens  about 
hia  sitting  for  a  likeness  to  Mr.  Thomas  Hicks,  the  artist,  to 
accompany  a  representation  of  the  literary  class  in  some 
contemplated  grand  painting,  in  which  the  various  classes — 
commercial,  scientific,  &c. — were  to  be  represented.  Mr. 
Irving  replied,  that  he  was  dwindling  away  so  fast,  that  he 
would  soon  make  an  excellent  subject  for  a  miniature  for 
Mr.  Hicks,  if  he  took  miniatures. 

Retired  about  eleven,  and  had  one  of  his  "  perverse, 
wretched  nights,"  as  he  styled  them.  From  time  to  time 
would  beg  me  to  go  to  my  room.  Said  that  there  was  a  for- 
lorn comfort  in  having  some  one  to  groan  to,  but  that  I 
could  not  help  him  ;  that  I  could  only  lie  down  in  the  gutter 
with  him  (alluding  to  the  story  of  the  sot  who  said  to  a 
brother  sot  in  the  gutter,  that  he  could  not  help  him  up,  but 
would  lie  down  beside  him).  A  little  playfulness  and  fun 
would  thus  blend,  at  times,  with  his  extremest  distress. 

Toward  morning  he  expressed  a  hope  that  this  suffering 
might  soon  end.  "  Had  never  wished  to  live  beyond  a  cheer- 
ful existence.  His  life,  if  prolonged,  might  be  of  value  to 
others,  and  hence  it  was  desirable ;  but,  for  himself,  he  was 
willing  to  go.  So  singular  and  unaccountable  that  he  should 
be  distressed  in  this  way;  had  nothing  to  worry  him;  nothing 
on  his  mind;  no  concern  about  his  worldly  means  or  literary 
reputation;  had  had  honour  enough  in  that  respect,"  &c. 

June  29th. — I  was  reading  Mrs.  Stowe's  "  Minister's 
"Wooing,"  then  coming  out  in  numbers  in  the  Atlantic 
Monthly,  and  asked  him  his  impression  of  Burr,  whom  she 
had  introduced  in  her  story.  "  Burr  was  full  of  petty 
mystery;  he  made  a  mystery  of  everything.  When  I 
called  on  him  at  Baltimore,  in  the  morning,  on  my  way  to 
his  trial,  I  must  come  again  in  the  evening.  Five  or  six 
were  in  the  room.  He  would  take  me  in  one  corner,  and 
say  a  word  or  two ;  another  in  another,  and  so  on.  I  met 
him  again  at  Fredericksburg,  and  rode  with  him  in  the  stage 
to  llichmond.  I  could  not  well  make  out  why  I  was  sent 
for.  From  some  sounding  of  his,  I  suspected  he  wanted  me 
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to  write  for  the  press  in  his  behalf,  but  I  put  a  veto  on 
that." 

June  SQtJi. — The  Doctor  came  up,  and  stayed  over  night. 
Left  him  a  new  prescription,  a  tonic,  which  had  a  favourable 
effect. 

July  7/7i. — Just  before  sitting  down  to  breakfast,  ft 
stranger  called  at  the  door,  wishing  to  see  Mr.  Irving.  The 
servant  informed  him  lie  was  ill ;  but  he  had  come  from  a 
great  distance,  and  begged  to  see  him,  if  but  for  a  few  mo- 
ments. Mr.  Irving,  excessively  troubled  at  the  time  with 
shortness  of  breath,  requested  me  to  see  him.  I  went  to  the 
door,  and  found  a  very  ordinary-looking  personage  with  a 
carpet  bag.  He  asked  if  I  was  Mr.  Irving.  Not  Mr. 
Washington  Irving,  I  told  him.  He  is  ill,  and  unable  to  see 
any  one.  "  It  would  be  a  great  gratification  to  see  him,  if 
but  for  a  few  moments.  Had  come  a  great  distance.  Had 
called  four  years  before,  but  he  was  not  at  home.  Trusted 
lie  might  not  be  disappointed."  I  returned  to  Mr.  Irving, 
and  reported  what  lie  said.  He  went  to  the  door,  and  in- 
vited him  into  the  library.  The  stranger  took  a  chair,  and 
was  going  in  for  a  long  talk,  when  Mr.  Irving  had  to  excuse 
himself,  from  his  difficulty  of  breathing.  The  stranger  then 
asked  for  his  autograph.  Mr.  Irving  informed  him  he  was 
too  distressed  to  write  it  then,  but  would  send  it  to  his  address, 
whicli  the  stranger  gave,  and  asked  Mr.  Irving  his  charge, 
saying,  "  It  is  a  principle  with  me  always  to  pay  for  such 
things."  "  It  is  a  principle  with  me,"  replied  Mr.  Irving, 
sharply,  "never  to  take  pay." 

He  came  back  quite  disgusted.  As  he  detailed  this  inci- 
dent at  breakfast,  one  of  his  auditors  was  reminded  of  an 
anecdote  related  by  Longfellow,  last  summer,  at  Nahant.  A 
person,  wrote  the  poet,  wishing  him  to  send  an  acrostic, 
the  first  letters  of  which  should  spell,  "My  Sweet  Girl." 
11  Write  as  if  it  were  some  beautiful  girl  with  whom  you 
were  in  love — just  as  if  it  were  for  yourself;"  and  at  the  foot 
of  the  letter  were  these  words  :  "  Send  bill." 

Had  a  good  night,  without  attendance  of  any  kind.  His 
nervousness  seems  to  be  leaving  him,  and  his  general  health 
to  be  improving.  Looks  better.  It  may  be  the  result  of  a 
tonic  whicli  the  Doctor  prescribed  about  ten  days  ago. 

July  IQtJi. — Drove  to  church.  A  fair  appetite  at  dinner, 
and  very  playful.  ""What  a  pity,  Kate,  we  had  not  known 
Louis  Napoleon  was  such  a  \varrior  when  he  took  breakfast 


962  LITE  AND  LETTEKS  [1859. 

with  us  !  "We  might  have  turned  the  conversation  on  mili- 
tary matters."  The  war  in  Italy  was  then  going  on,  in  which 
he  was  much  interested. 

A  good  deal  troubled  with  shortness  of  breath  in  the 
afternoon,  and  before  retiring.  On  the  whole,  can  hardly 
say  he  is  gaining  ground  in  his  recovery.  Though  free  from 
nervousness  for  the  last  ten  or  eleven  nights,  yet  does  not 
seem  to  be  getting  rid  of  this  oppressed  respiration,  which 
has  less  of  paroxysm  than  heretofore,  but  is  more  frequent. 

July  12th. — Called  me,  in  the  morning,  from  the  library 
to  the  piazza,  to  see  "  what  a  picture  there  was  on  the  river." 
No  wind — no  tide — clusters  of  vessels  motionless  in  front, 
making  beautiful  groups — clouds  moving  so  lazily,  that 

Even  in  their  very  motion  there  was  rest ; 

the  sounds  of  the  hammer  from  workmen  on  a  house  at  the 
opposite  side  of  the  river  borne  distinctly  across  the  water. 
"  That's  the  way,"  pointing  to  one  of  the  lazy  vessels  in  the 
broad  sunlight,  with  its  boom  creaking  to  and  fro,  "  that's 
the  way  we  used  to  travel  to  Albany  in  former  days,  baking 
in  the  sun,  and  trying  to  keep  within  the  shade  of  the  sail. 
"We  thought  it  the  order  of  things,  then,  to  roast  in  summer 
and  freeze  in  winter." 

Eemarked  at  noon,  that  he  felt  he  was  getting  on — getting 
well.  He  had  expressed  occasional  confidence  before,  during 
an  intermission  of  his  symptoms,  but  never  so  strongly. 
Seemed  more  encouraged  than  he  had  ever  been.  Spent  the 
evening  on  the  piazza.  Sturgeons  leaping  every  few  minutes. 
"Was  surprised  to  find  them  so  far  down  the  Hudson. 

July  13th. — Has  had  a  rather  nervous  and  wakeful  night 
— the  first  nervous  night  in  a  fortnight.  Fears  he  had 
bragged  too  soon  yesterday.  A  thunder  storm  began  to 
gather  just  after  dinner.  He  and  I  sat  on  the  bench  up  the 
bank  for  a  while  to  watch  its  gathering.  He  rather  disposed 
to  drowsiness.  On  returning  to  the  house,  fell  into  a  sound 
sleep  on  the  sofa,  from  which  he  awoke  just  before  tea.  At 
tea  seemed  to  be  bewildered.  Asked  how  the  storm  came 
up  :  if  there  had  been  any  children  there  that  afternoon  ;  had 
been  dreaming  there  were,  and  that  his  old  friend  Leslie, 
recently  dead,  was  there.  A  strange  hallucination,  such  as 
he  had  occasionally  during  his  nervous  nights. 

July  18th. — I  brought  up  from  the  city  Foe's  Poems.  He 
read  over  "The  Kaven."  "What  a  capital  hit  that  was — 
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such  a  strange,  weird  interest  in  it!"    H proposed  that 

I  should  read  it  aloud.  "  No ;  too  dismal  to  go  to  bed 
upon."  "  I  got  one  or  two  letters  from  Poe,  but  saw  little 
of  him.  One  asked  permission  to  use  certain  materials  of 
mine  for  a  story.  I  gave  it." 

The  next  day  a  Mr.  Hugh  Erwin,  of  Nashville,  called — 
a  stranger.  Conversation  about  Clay.  Mr.  Irving  expressed 
warm  admiration  of  Clay.  Spoke  of  his  having  seen  him  at 
"Washington  in  early  life,  and  been  strongly  attracted  toward 
him.  Of  his  going  out  to  take  leave  of  him  ;  and  Clay, 
mounted  on  his  horse,  accosting  him  with,  "  If  I  can  do  any- 
thing for  you,  let  me  know."  "  Does  he  suppose,"  thought 
I,  "  that  I  have  been  courting  him  all  this  time  for  a  selfish 
object  ?" 

July  2-itJi. — Speaking  of  the  details  of  the  battle  of  Sol- 
ferino,  which  had  just  appeared  in  the  papers  :  "  I  used  to 
read  all  the  details  of  a  painful  nature  in  wars,  but  now  I 
skip  them.  My  stomach  has  lost  its  tone  ;  I  cannot  digest 
horrors  any  longer." 

August  5th. — Very  much  untuned  and  out  of  sorts.  A 
bad  night ;  little  sleep.  Great  oppression  and  shortness  of 
breath  during  the  day.  I  brought  up  from  the  city  a  fresh 
supply  of  medicine  from  Dr.  Peters,  to  whom  I  had  reported 
Mr.  Irving's  condition.  He  advised  a  continuance  of  the 
tonic  remedies,  particularly  laying  stress  upon  them  as  ne- 
cessary to  build  him  up  and  fortify  him  for  the  trials  of  the 
winter.  Seemed  to  have  a  craving  for  news  when  I  came  up 
— anything,  probably,  to  take  off  his  thoughts  from  himself 
and  his  distress. 

Had  a  bad  night,  and  was  excessively  nervous  during  the 
whole  of  the  next  day.  To  one  who  was  trying  to  talk  to 
him,  and  get  his  mind  off  of  himself:  "It  is  a  shame  to 
depress  you  by  my  sad  feelings ;  but  I  can  no  more  restrain 
these  nerves  than  I  could  wild  horses.  Everything  has  such 
a  gloomy  aspect — nothing  to  look  forward  to.  In  this  situa- 
tion, I  am  a  burden  to  myself  and  to  everybody  else,  and 
would  rather  lie  down  and  die.  Ah !  I  have  got  to  the  dregs, 
and  must  take  them." 

August  2lst. — Went  to  church.     A  good  deal  distressed 

witli  labouring  breath  after  dinner.     Gave  H a  letter  to 

read,  which  he  had  received  the  day  before  from  a  stranger 
proposing  to  call  on  him.     The  letter  was  long,  and  occupied 

VOL.  iv.  3  TJ 
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some  time  in  the  reading.  "  Oh  !  if  he  could  only  give  me 
his  long  wind,  he  should  be  most  •welcome."  Slept  an  hour 
or  two  after  tea,  and  awoke  very  much  distressed  with  short- 
ness of  breath.  Great  misgiving  on  retiring  for  the  night. 
"  Ah  me  !  what  a  blight  to  fall  on  a  man's  life !" 

The  next  morning  felt  better.  Alluded  to  the  common 
practice  of  swearing  in  the  early  days  of  New  York.  "  Could 
not  utter  a  sentence  without  sending  a  damn  with  it  to  give 
it  force." 

August  31st. — Mr.  Irving  paid  a  last  visit  to  his  friend 
Mr.  Ames,  at  his  country  residence  at  Craigville,  Orange 
County,  bis  niece  Sarah,  Mrs.  Irving,  and  myself  accompany- 
ing him.  He  hoped  to  find  benefit  from  change  of  air,  and 
seemed  improved  at  first. 

Drove  to  Chester  the  next  day.  Very  cheerful  in  the 
evening.  Had  seen,  in  some  old  periodical,  an  account  of 
Cooper,  Bryant,  Tuckerman,  and  others,  having  visited  the 
Poxes  at  the  rooms  of  Bufus  "VV.  G-riswold,  in  the  year  1850, 
and  adverted  to  the  enigma  of  the  manifestations.  "  Ah  !  " 
said  he,  playfully,  "  the  only  way  to  get  at  the  truth  is  to 
bring  the  mediums  to  the  stake  ;  that  was  the  good  old 
way." 

September  4th. — Drove  to  a  camp  meeting  near  Oxford. 
Mr.  Irving  told,  with  great  zest,  a  story  of  his  going  to  a 
camp  meeting,  when  a  youngster,  not  far  from  Tarrytown, 
with  a  young  lady.  An  old  negro,  seated  on  a  stump,  rock- 
ing to  and  fro,  with  his  hands  clasping  his  knees,  looked  up 
at  them  with  a  curious  glance,  supposing  they  had  come  to 
mock  and  laugh.  Gave  them  a  passing  shot :  "  Jesus  will 
carry  de  day."  "  If  God  Almighty  were  not  too  strong  for  de 
debbil,  der'd  be  no  libiug  in  dis  world."  Two  black  nymphs 
behind,  fanning  themselves:  "Let  old  Scip(io)  alone.  I'll 
warrant  he'll  gib  dem  der  own." 

Was  very  cheerful  during  the  evening,  telling  various 
anecdotes  in  his  old  way ;  but  at  bedtime  the  difficuty  of 
breathing  returned,  and,  with  it,  excessive  nervousness.  He 
had  a  wretched  night,  and  the  next  morning  decided  to  re- 
turn home  at  once.  "We  left  at  ten  o'clock — he  sadly  dis- 
couraged. He  had  looked  forward  to  this  visit  with  great 
hope  from  change  of  air,  and  the  disappointment  added  to 
his  depression.  We  arrived  at  Sunnyside  before  two.  He 
slept  heavily  in  the  afternoon  and  early  evening,  but  at  ten 
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his  shortness  of  breath  returned,  and  with  it  his  distressing 
nervousness. 

On  the  9tl),  he  \vent  to  the  city  for  the  day  on  some  little 
business,  and  for  the  change.  On  his  return,  found  Gouver- 
neur  Kemble  had  called.  Very  sorry  to  have  missed  him. 
Did  not  care  to  see  new  faces,  or  have  new  faces  see  him, 
but  of  old  faces  he  could  not  see  too  much. 

A  day  or  two  after  had  a  call  from  Mr.  George  Sumner, 
•who  was  visiting  in  the  neighbourhood.  Remained  to  tea. 
Mr.  Irving  was  scarcely  able  to  hold  any  conversation 
with  him.  Sumner  reminded  him  of  a  remark  of  his  at 
.Madrid,  that  the  best  things  of  an  author  were  spontaneous 
— the  first  pressure  of  the  grape ;  the  after  squeezings  not 
so  rich. 

September  I2tJi. — Had  been  awake  till  three ;  then  slept 
till  four,  after  which  he  got  no  sleep.  Very  nervous  in  the 
morning.  I  took  up  a  volume  of  Percival's  Poems,  which 
I  had  just  brought,  and  read  aloud,  "  She  had  no  heart,"  &c. 
"That's  very  beautiful!"  said  he.  "Flows  so  naturally  and 
easy.  No  hammer  in  that." 

Speaking  of  an  English  writer  whose  death  had  been 
announced  in  the  papers,  he  remarked :  "  I  never  met  him, 
and  never  liked  him.  He  belonged  to  a  Cockney  clique  for 
whom  I  had  no  relish.  They  used  to  hold  junketings  at  the 

bouse   of  my  landlady,  Mrs.  H ,  with  whom  I  lodged 

soon  after  I  went  up  to  London  to  prepare  the  Sketch  Book, 
and  they  sometimes  forgot  to  pay  for  them.  She  told  me 
once,  when  a  good  deal  straitened,  that  she  called  at  the 
house  of  one  of  them  with  her  bill  for  wine,  &c.  He  was 
absent,  but  she  saw  his  wife,  who  told  her  she  had  not  the 
money,  and  that  her  husband  was  a  man  of  genius,  and  could 
not  attend  to  such  matters.  "  Send  a  bailiff  after  the  man 
of  genius,"  said  I.  "  I  know  of  no  genius  that  lifts  a  man 
above  his  honest  engagements." 

September  15th. — Found  the  annexed  extract,  after  tea,  in 
the  Home  Journal,  from  the  pen  of  N.  P.  Willis,  which  was 
cut  out  by  Sarah,  that  he  might  not  see  it,  from  its  allusion 
to  his  closing  life : 

Mr.  Irving,  by  far  the  most  honoured  man  ui  our  country,  is,  curi- 
ously enough,  even  less  honoured  than  loved.  He  is  a  marvel,  if 
only  by  that  difference  from  other  men  of  genius — whose  destiny  it 
seems  to  have  their  last  days  sad.  The  setting  of  his  sun  is  mellow, 
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the  clouds  around  and  behind  him  rosier  as  he  goes.  There  is 
another  summer-day  beauty,  too,  in  his  decline — the  full  moon  of  re- 
nown, after  death,  seen  clearly  even  before  the  setting  of  his  sun. 

We  have  said  thus  much  expressive  of  our  own  feeling,  by  way  of 
declining  more  graciously  the  numbers  of  articles  -which  have  poured 
in  upon  us  with  the  recent  news  of  Mr.  Irving's  illness.  From  au- 
thentic sources,  we  learn  that  the  report  of  his  recent  indisposition 
was  very  much  exaggerated,  and  that  he  is  at  present  in  his  usual 
condition  at  Sunnyside. 

My  record  of  the  evening  is :  Played  whist  from  eight  to 
ten,  after  which  Mr.  Irving  dozed  awhile  in  his  chair,  and 
then  retired  about  eleven,  quite  free,  apparently,  from  the 
nervous  apprehensions  of  the  night  before. 

To  keep  him  awake  until  ready  to  retire  for  the  night,  and 
to  drive  off  disagreeable  thoughts,  we  were  in  the  habit  of 
playing  either  whist  or  backgammon.  Chess,  of  which  he  was 
fond,  was  too  exciting.  He  was  always  a  very  poor  player 
at  whist,  and  cared  nothing  for  the  game,  but  was  glad  to 
seize  on  anything  to  keep  him  awake  in  the  evening,  lest  any 
indulgence  then  should  lessen  his  chance  of  sleep  for  the 
night. 

September  VJtJi. — Mr.  Irving  finishes  "  Quits,"  a  novel  by 
the  authoress  of  the  "Initials."  Very  much  pleased  with 
it.  Has  now  "  Cecil ;  or,  The  Adventures  of  a  Coxcomb," 
which  I  have  borrowed  for  him.  "Wants  works  of  a  con- 
tinuous interest  in  his  present  condition. 

September  18th. — Has  had  a  good  night,  which  makes  the 
fourth.  Apparently  much  better.  After  dinner  walks  to 
Eobert,  the  gardener's,  to  see  and  amuse  himself  with  the 
children — his  delight. 

September  19th. — Attended  a  vestry  meeting  at  Christ 
Church,  Tarrytown,  of  which  he  was  warden  as  well  as 
vestryman,  Returned  before  dark.  Complained,  at  tea- 
time,  of  great  heat  in  the  head.  Had  something  of  a  chill 
as  he  retired  for  the  night.  Was  evidently  feverish. 

The  next  day  I  called  on  Dr.  Peters,  in  New  York,  who 
came  up  with  me  in  the  afternoon  train.  Found  that  Mr. 
Irving  had  fever.  Had  coughed  a  good  deal  during  the 
day.  Gave  him  something  quieting,  which  allayed  his  cough 
for  the  rest  of  the  evening. 

Dr.  Peters  came  up  again  the  next  afternoon.  Mr.  Irving 
was  better ;  and,  at  the  dinner  table,  the  Doctor  told  an 
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anecdote  of  a  drunkard's  applying  to  him  for  sixpence, 
though  with  an  evident  consciousness  of  his  own  drunken- 
ness. Apropos  to  which,  Mr.  Irving  related  an  anecdote  of 
hia  walking  the  streets  of  London,  smiling  at  the  recollection 
of  one  of  his  own  jokes,  when  he  was  accosted  by  an  Irish- 
woman :  "Ah,  God  bless  your  merry  face !  surely  you're 
not  the  man  will  refuse  a  poor  woman  a  sixpence."  He  put 
his  hand  in  his  pocket,  and  gave  her — the  smallest  he  had — 
a  guinea.  "  So  much  had  I  to  pay,"  said  he,  "for  laughing 
at  my  own  joke  ;  and  it  served  me  right." 

September  28th. — The  Doctor  has  been  up  for  several  suc- 
cessive days,  sometimes  remaining  over  night.  Mr.  Irving 
feels  his  kindness  very  deeply.  Was  with  him  at  one  last 
night,  and  again  from  three  to  four  during  the  night,  as  he 
was  very  nervous.  Was  tormented  with  an  idea  that  he  had 
a  big  book  to  write  before  he  could  sleep.  Visitors  abounded 
to-day — eighteen  or  nineteen.  Mr.  Irving  could  see  no  one. 

September  29th. — Went  to  bed  at  eleven,  and  had  a  de- 
plorably nervous  night.  I  had  tried  in  vain  to  find  a  book  for 
him  to  read.  In  his  present  state,  it  is  hard  for  him  to  find 
entertainment  in  anything.  Though  his  asthma  was  relieved, 
the  lamentable  nervous  distress  of  which  he  was  so  long  the 
victim  months  back,  seemed  to  be  re-establishing  itself,  while 
he  had  less  strength  to  contend  with  it. 

One  of  his  favourite  books,  during  his  long  illness,  was 
Slidell's  "  Tear  in  Spain."  He  read  it  again  and  again.  Its 
graphic  pictures  seemed  to  carry  him  back  to  pleasant  scenes, 
and  out  of  himself.  When  reading  to  him,  as  we  did  con- 
stantly, to  produce  sleep,  we  always  avoided  it,  as  we  found 
it  excited  his  imagination,  and  roused  rather  than  soothed  him. 

September  30th. — A  deplorably  bad  night.  Sadly  nervous 
and  wakeful.  The  Doctor  came  up  at  half-past  seven  P.M., 
and  remained  all  night.  Administered  opium  in  slight  doses, 
to  make  him  more  amenable  to  the  other  medicines,  but 
not  to  drug  him. 

October  2nd. — Had  a  tolerable  night,  though  not  his  quan- 
tum of  sleep.  Showed  him  a  letter  of  his  brother  William, 
to  his  mother,  written  in  October,  1787,  when  he  was  just 
twenty-one,  giving  a  picture  of  his  life  on  the  Mohawk. 
Quite  amused  with  it ;  then  launched  into  a  eulogiuin  of  his 
brother.  "  There  was  a  natural  richness  of  mind  about  him, 
that  made  him  the  most  delightful  of  companions.  How  I 
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used  to  delight  to  set  him  going  \vith  his  world  of  anecdote ! 
I  knew  just  what  key  to  touch."  Then  cauie  an  allusion  to 
his  father's  pastor,  "old  Dr.  Eogers  with  his  buzz  wig, 
silver-mounted  cane,  well-polished  shoes,  and  silver  shoe- 
buckles." 

October  4<tJi. — A  good  night,  and  a  good  comfortable  day. 
No  asthma  now  for  three  weeks. 

October  1th. — Has  had  a  good  night,  with  a  little  more 
cough,  and  a  little  shortness  of  breath — slight  indications, 
possibly,  of  returning  asthma.  At  dinner,  got  speaking  of 
Cooper,  started  by  an  article  on  Cooper  in  the  North  Ameri- 
can, written  by  Henry  T.  Tuckerman.  Pronounced  it  a  very 
fair,  discriminating  article.  Thought  Leatherstocking  a 
creation.  "  JS"o  one  would  care  to  meddle  with  that  class  of 
character  after  Cooper.  In  life,  they  judge  a  writer  by  his 
last  production ;  after  death,  by  what  he  has  done  best. 
Look  at  Shakspeare.  You  do  not  think  of" — (naming 
some  of  Shakspeare's  inferior  plays) — "but  of  'Macbeth,' 
« Hamlet,'  '  Othello.'  So  it  will  be  with  Cooper." 

October  IQth. — "Whist  in  the  evening.  Mr.  Irving  said,  in 
the  course  of  the  game,  "  I  do  not  like  to  be  guilty  of  pre- 
tension, but  I  must  say  I'm  the  very  worst  player  that  ever 
was.  I  think,  if  I  had  Mrs.  Sidesbottom  here,  I'd  almost 
borrow  her  spectacles."  (Mrs.  S.  was  an  inveterate  card- 
player  of  Liverpool,  whose  partner  at  whist  he  once  was, 
and  who  pettishly  offered  to  lend  him  her  spectacles  when 
he  mistook  the  card.)  He  had  played  only  in  courtesy,  to 
make  up  a  hand. 

October  11^.— On  my  return  from  the  city,  at  a  quarter 
past  seven  P.M.,  found  him  rather  nervous.  Asked  at  once 
if  I  had  brought  anything  to  read;  whereupon  I  unfolded 
my  stores— "  Doctor  Thome,"  "  Eeginald  Dalton,"  "Guy 
Livingstone."  Bather  inclined  to  condemn  all  without 
reading.  Took  up  "  Doctor  Thome,"  and  thought  he  would 
try  it. 

The  next  day  was  a  very  good  one,  and  he  seemed  quite 
like  himself.  Went  to  bed  in  good  spirits,  rejoiced  that  he 
had  "  Dr.  Thorne"  to  read,  in  which  he  had  become  quite 
interested. 

Afterward  read  "Eeginald  Dalton."  Eelished  the  pictures 
of  Oxford  college  life.  Had  finished  "  Dr.  Thome."  Thought 
it  very  clever — out  of  the  common  run.  Went  to  bed  not 
very  "  sanguin-ary,"  as  he  termed  it,  of  a  good  sleep. 
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October  2%rd,  Sunday. — Feverish  ;  no  appetite  for  break- 
fast. I  put  on  my  coat,  announcing  my  attention  to  take  a 
good  walk.  "  Better  go  to  church,"  said  he  ;  "  that  would 
be  a  good  walk."  He  was  not  able  to  go  himself. 

October  30th. — After  church,  a  call  from  Mrs.  S ,  of 

Richmond,  M and  A H .  They  announce  in- 
tention of  John  P.  Kennedy  to  call  to-morrow,  at  twelve,  on 
his  way  down  from  Idlewild,  the  seat  of  N.  P.  "Willis,  the 
poet.  On  the  morrow,  accordingly,  Mr.  Kennedy,  Mr. 
Willis,  and  Mr.  "Wise,  author  of  "  Los  Gringos,"  called. 
The  latter  had  never  met  Mr.  Irving  before,  and  the  others 
were  to  see  him  for  the  last  time. 

I  quote  from  the  Home  Journal  of  November  19th  a  por- 
tion of  Mr.  Willis's  account  of  the  visit : 

During  tbe  ten  minutes  before  Mr.  Irving  came  in  (for  he  was  out 
upon  his  morning  drive  when  we  arrived),  his  nieces  very  kindly  gra- 
tified our  interest  in  the  "workshop  of  genius,"  by  taking  us  into  the 
library — the  little  curtain-windowed  sanctuary  where  his  mind  had 
found  both  its  labour  and  its  repose,  though,  by  the  open  newspapers 
scattered  carelessly  over  the  large  writing  table  in  the  centre,  and 
the  inviting  readiness  of  the  well-cushioned  lounge  in  the  recess,  it 
now  serves  more  the  purpose  of  the  repose  more  needed.  It  was  a 
labyrinth  of  books,  as  it  was  a  labyrinth  of  tender  associations,  in 
which,  as  the  eye  roved  over  its  consecrated  nooks  and  corners,  tbe 
fancy,  in  all  reverence,  rambled  lovingly  ! 

I  was  looking  admiringly,  once  more,  at  Jarvis's  record  of  him  at 
the  Sketch  Book  period  of  his  life  (the  portrait  with  the  fur  collar, 
which  all  who  have  seen  it  will  so  well  remember),  when  Mr.  Irving 
came  in  from  his  drive.  We  had  heard  so  much,  recently,  of  his  ill- 
ness, that  I  was  surprised  to  see  with  how  lively  and  firm  a  step  he 
entered;  removing  the  slouched  hat  (a  comfortable  departure  from 
the  old-school  covering,  which  I  had  never  expected  to  see  on  so 
proper  a  head !)  with  as  easy  elegance  as  ever,  sitting  down  with  his 
irivy  shawls  left  carelessly  over  his  shoulders,  and  entering  upon  kind 
inquiries  and  exchange  of  courtesies  with  no  hindrance  of  debility  that 
I  could  see.  lie  is  thinner,  somewhat,  in  both  form  and  features — 
owing  to  the  asthma,  which  interferes  somewhat  with  la's  repose 
when  lying  down;  but  the  genial  expression  of  his  countenance  is  un- 
changed, and  his  eye  as  kindly  and  bright.  As  to  sprightluiess  of  atten- 
tion and  reply,  1  could  see  little  difference  from  the  Washington 
Irving  of  other  days.  The  reports  of  his  illness  must  have  been  ex- 
aggerated, I  thought. 

Conversation  falling  upon  exercise,  Mr.  Irving  remarked  that  he 
daily  took  his  drive  in  the  carriage — less  from  any  desire  to  go 
abroad,  than  from  finding,  since  lie  had  given  up  habits  of  labour, 
that  time  hung  heavy  on  his  hands.  If  he  walks  out,  it  is  only  in  the 
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grounds.  We  spoke  of  horseback  riding,  and  he  gave  us  a  most 
amusing  account  of  his  two  last  experiences  in  that  way — a  favourite 
horse  called  "  Gentleman  Dick"  having  thrown,  him  over  his  head 
into  a  laurel  bush,  -which  kindly  broke  his  fall ;  and  another  very 
handsome  nag,  having  proved  to  be  opinionative  as  to  choice  of  road, 
particularly  at  a  certain  bridge,  which  it  was  very  necessary  to  pass 
in  every  ride,  but  which  the  horse  could  not  by  any  reasonable  per- 
suasion be  got  over.  With  the  sending  of  this  horse-dogmatist  to 
town,  to  be  sold  to  meaner  service  for  his  obstinacy,  had  ended  the 
experiments  in  the  saddle. 

Attributable,  perhaps,  to  a  rallying  of  his  animal  spirits  with  ces- 
sation from  work — I  could  not  but  wonder  at  the  effortless  play  of 
"  Diedrich  Knickerbocker"  humour  which  ran  through  all  his  con- 
versation— Washington  Irving,  in  his  best  days,  I  am  very  sure,  was 
never  more  socially  "  agreeable"  than  with  us,  for  that  brief  visit. 
One  little  circumstance  was  mentioned  in  the  course  of  this  pleasant 
gossip.  There  was  some  passing  discussion  of  the  wearing  of  beards 
— his  friend  Mr.  Kennedy  having  made  that  alteration  in  his  phy- 
siognomy since  they  had  met ;  and  Mr.  Irving  closed  a  playful  com- 
ment or  two  upon  the  habit,  by  saying  that  he  could  scarce  afford  the 
luxury  himself,  involving,  as  it  would  do,  the  loss  of  the  most 
effectual  quietus  of  his  nerves.  To  get  up  and  shave,  when  tired 
of  lying  awake,  sure  of  going  to  sleep  immediately  after,  had  long 
been  a  habit  of  his.  There  was  an  amusing  exchange  of  sorrows, 
also,  between  him  and  Mr.  Kennedy,  as  to  persecution  by  autograph 
hunters  ;  though  the  ex-Secretary  gave  rather  the  strongest  instance 
— mentioning  an  unknown  man  who  had  written  to  him  when  at  the 
head  of  the  Navy  Department,  requesting,  as  one  of  his  constituents, 
to  be  furnished  with  autographs  of  all  the  Presidents,  of  himself  and 
the  rest  of  the  Cabinet,  and  of  any  other  distinguished  men  with 
•whom  he  might  be  in  correspondence. 

But  there  was  a  table  calling  for  us  which  was  less  agreeable  than 
the  one  we  were  at — the  "  time  table"  of  the  railroad  below — and  our 
host's  carriage  was  at  the  door.  Mr.  Kennedy  was  bound  to  the 
city,  where  Mr.  Irving,  as  he  gave  us  his  farewell  upon  the  porch, 
said  he  thought  he  might  find  him,  in  a  day  or  two ;  and  Wise  and  I, 
by  the  up  train,  were  bound  back  to  Idlewild.  We  were  at  home  by 
seven,  and,  over  our  venison  supper  (the  "  Allegheny  haunch"  still 
bountiful),  we  exchanged  our  remembrances  of  the  day,  and  our  feli- 
citations at  having  been  privileged,  thus  delightfully,  to  see,  in  his 
home  and  in  health,  the  still  sovereign  Story  King  of  the  Hudson. 
May  God  bless  him  !  and  may  the  clouds  about  his  loved  and 
honoured  head  grow  still  brighter  with  the  nearer  setting  of  his  sun. 

I  draw  again  on  my  notes  for  the  following  memorandum, 
which  records  his  last  pilgrimage  to  his  native  city,  made  six 
days  after  the  foregoing  visit. 
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November  5th. — A  good  deal  troubled  with  his  cough. 
Visited  New  York.  Lunched  at  Charles  A.  Davis's. 

Two  days  after,  Mr.  Theodore  Tiltou,  one  of  the  editors  of 
the  New  York  Independent,  spent  a  half-hour  at  Suniiyside, 
of  which  he  contributed  to  the  columns  of  that  print  the  fol- 
lowing interesting  account : 

I  had  half  an  hour,  one  day  last  week,  at  Sunnyside,  the  residence 
of  AVashington  Irving.  Sucn  a  half-hour  ought  to  have  been  one  of 
the  pleasantest  in  one's  life ;  and  so  it  was. 

The  morning  had  been  rainy,  and  the  afternoon  showed  only  a  few 
momentary  openings  of  clear  sky ;  so  that  I  saw  Sunnyside  without 
the  sun.  But,  under  the  heavy  clouds,  there  was  something  awe-in- 
spiring in  the  sombre  view  of  those  grand  hills,  with  their  many- 
coloured  forests,  and  of  Hendrik  Hudson's  ancient  river  still  flowing 
at  the  feet  of  the  ancient  palisades. 

The  mansion  of  Sunnyside  has  been  standing  for  twenty-three 
years ;  but  when  first  its  sharp-angled  roof  wedged  its  way  up  among 
the  brandies  of  the  old  woods,  the  region  was  far  more  a  solitude 
than  now ;  for  at  that  time  our  busy  author  had  secluded  himself 
from  almost  everybody  but  one  near  neighbour ;  while  he  has  since 
unwittingly  gathered  around  him  a  little  community,  whose  elegant 
country  seats,  opening  into  each  other  by  mutual  intertwining  roads, 
form  what  looks  like  one  vast  and  free  estate,  called  on  the  time 
tables  of  the  railroad  by  the  honorary  name  of  Irvington.  But  even 
within  the  growing  circle  of  his  many  neighbours,  the  genial  old 
Knickerbocker  still  lives  in  true  retirement,  entertaining  his  guests 
within  echo  distance  of  Sleepy  Hollow,  without  thought,  and  almost 
without  knowledge 

how  the  great  world 
Is  praising  him  far  off. 

Mr.  Irving  is  not  so  old-looking  as  one  would  expect  who  knew 
his  age.  I  fancied  him  as  in  the  winter  of  life  ;  I  found  him  only  in 
its  Indian  summer.  He  came  down  stairs,  and  walked  through  the 
hall  into  the  back  parlour,  with  a  firm  and  lively  step  that  might  well 
have  made  one  doubt  whether  he  had  truly  attained  his  seventy- 
seventh  year!  He  was  suffering  from  asthma,  and  was  muffled 
against  the  damp  air  with  a  Scotch  shawl,  wrapped  like  a  great  loose 
scarf  around  his  neck ;  but  as  he  took  his  seat  in  the  old  arm  chair, 
and,  despite  his  hoarseness  and  troubled  chest,  began  an  unexpectedly 
vivacious  conversation,  he  almost  made  me  forget  that  I  was  the  guest 
of  an  old  man  long  past  his  "  threescore  years  and  ten." 

But  what  should  one  talk  about  who  had  only  half  an  hour  with 
Washington  Irving  ?  I  ventured  the  question  :  " Now  that  you  have 
laid  aside  your  pen,  which  of  your  books  do  you  look  back  upon  with 
most  pleasure  ?" 
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He  immediately  replied :  "  I  scarcely  look  with  full  satisfaction 
upon  any ;  for  they  do  not  seem  what  they  might  have  been.  I 
often  wish  that  I  could  have  twenty  years  more,  to  take  them  down 
from  the  shelf  one  by  one,  and  write  them  over." 

He  spoke  of  his  daily  habits  of  writing,  before  he  had  made  the  re- 
solution to  write  no  more.  His  usual  hours  for  literary  work  were 
from  morning  till  noon.  But,  although  he  had  generally  found  his 
mind  most  vigorous  in  the  early  part  of  the  day,  he  had  always  been 
subject  to  moods  and  caprices,  and  could  never  tell,  when  he  took  up 
the  pen,  how  many  hours  would  pass  before  he  would  lay  it  down. 

"  But,"  said  he,  "  these  capricious  periods  of  the  heat  and  glow  of 
composition  have  been  the  happiest  hours  of  my  life.  I  have  never 
found,  in  anything  outside  of  the  four  walls  of  my  study,  any  enjoy- 
ment equal  to  sitting  at  my  writing  desk,  with  a  clean  page,  a  new 
theme,  and  a  mind  wide  awake." 

His  literary  employments,  he  remarked,  had  always  been  more  like 
entertainments  than  tasks. 

"Some  writers,"  said  he,  "appear  to  have  been  independent  of 
moods.  Sir  Walter  Scott,  for  instance,  had  great  power  of  writing, 
and  could  work  almost  at  any  time.  So  could  Crabbe  ;  but  with  this 
difference — Scott  always,  and  Crabbe  seldom,  wrote  well.  I  remem- 
ber," said  he,  "  taking  breakfast,  one  morning,  with  Rogers,  Moore, 
and  Crabbe.  The  conversation  turned  on  Lord  Byron's  poetic  moods. 
Crabbe  said  that,  however  it  might  be  with  Lord  Byron,  as  for  him- 
self, he  could  write  as  well  at  one  time  as  at  another.  But,"  said 
Irving,  with  a  twinkle  of  humour  at  recalling  the  incident,  "  Crabbe 
has  written  a  great  deal  that  nobody  can  read." 

He  mentioned  that,  while  living  in  Paris,  he  went  a  long  period 
•without  being  able  to  write.  "  I  sat  down  repeatedly,"  said  he, 
"  with  pen  and  ink,  but  could  invent  nothing  worth  putting  on  the 
paper.  At  length  1  told  my  friend  Tom  Moore,  who  dropped  in  one 
morning,  that  now,  after  long  waiting,  I  had  the  mood,  and  would 
hold  it,  and  work  it  out  as  long  as  it  would  last,  until  I  had  wrung 
my  brain  dry.  So  I  began  to  write  shortly  after  breakfast,  and  con- 
tinued, without  noticing  how  the  time  was  passing,  until  Moore  came 
in  again  at  four  in  the  afternoon — when  I  had  completely  covered  the 
table  with  freshly  written  sheets.  I  kept  the  mood  almost  without 
interruption  for  six  weeks." 

I  asked  which  of  his  books  was  the  result  of  this  frenzy.  He  re- 
plied, "  Bracebridge  Hall." 

"  None  of  your  works,"  I  remarked,  "  are  more  charming  than  the 
Biography  of  Goldsmith." 

"  Yet  that  was  written,"  said  he,  "  even  more  rapidly  than  the 
other."  He  then  added :  "  When  I  have  been  engaged  on  a  con- 
tinuous work,  I  have  often  been  obliged  to  rise  in  the  middle  of  the 
night,  light  my  lamp,  and  write  an  hour  or  two,  to  relieve  my  mind  ; 
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and,  now  that  I  write  no  more.     I  am  sometimes  compelled  to  get  up 
in  the  same  way  to  read." 

Sometimes,  also,  as  the  last  Idlewild  letter  mentions,  he  gets  up  to 
shave ! 

"  When  I  was  in  Spain,"  he  remarked,  "searching  the  old  chroni- 
cles, and  engaged  on  tne  '  Life  of  Columbus,'  I  often  wrote  fourteen 
or  fifteen  hours  out  of  the  twenty-four." 

Ik:  said  that,  whenever  lie  had  forced  his  mind  unwillingly  to 
work,  the  product  was  worthless,  and  he  invariably  threw  it  away, 
and  begun  again;  "for,"  as  he  observed,  "an  essay  or  chapter  that 
Las  been  only  hammered  out,  is  seldom  good  for  anything.  An 
author's  right  time  to  work:  is  when  his  mind  is  aglow — when  his 
imagination  is  kindled.  These  are  his  precious  moments.  Let  him 
wait  until  they  come ;  but,  when  they  have  come,  let  him  make  the 
most  of  them." 

I  referred  to  his  last  and  greatest  work,  "  The  Life  of  Washington," 
and  asked  if  he  felt,  on  finishing  it,  any  such  sensation  as  Gibbon  is 
said  to  have  experienced  over  the  last  sheet  of  the  "Decline  and  Fall." 
He  replied  that  the  whole  work  had  engrossed  his  mind  to  such  a 
degree,  that,  before  he  was  aware,  he  had  written  himself  into  feeble- 
ness of  health ;  that  he  feared  in  the  midst  of  his  labour  that  it  would 
break  him  down  before  he  could  end  it;  that  when,  at  last,  the  final 
pages  were  written,  he  gave  the  manuscript  to  his  nephew  to  be  con- 
ducted through  the  press,  and  threw  himself  back  upon  his  red- 
cushioned  lounge  with  an  indescribable  feeling  of  relief.  He  added, 
that  the  great  fatigue  of  mind,  throughout,  the  whole  task,  hud  re- 
sulted from  the  care  and  pains  required  in  the  construction  and 
arrangement  of  materials,  and  not  in  the  mere  literary  composition  of 
the  successive  chapters. 

On  the  parlour  wall  hung  the  engraving  of  Paed's  picture  of  "  Scott 
and  his  Contemporaries."  I  alluded  to  it  as  presenting  a  group  of 
his  former  friends. 

"  Yes,"  said  he ;  "  I  knew  every  man  of  them  but  three ;  and  now 
they  are  all  gone !" 

"  Are  the  portraits  good  ?"  I  inquired. 

"  Scott's  head,"  he  replied,  "is  well  drawn,  though  the  expression 
lacks  something  of  Scott's  force.  Campbell's  is  tolerable.  Lockhart's 
is  the  worst.  Lockhart,"  said  lie,  "  was  a  man  of  very  delicate 
organisation,  but  he  had  a  more  manly  look  than  in  the  picture." 

"  You  should  write  one  more  book,"  I  hinted. 

"What  is  that?" 

"  Your  reminiscences  of  those  literary  friends." 

"  Ah,"  he  exclaimed,  "  it  is  too  late  now  !  I  shall  never  take  the 
pen  again.  I  have  so  entirely  given  up  writing,  that  even  my  best 
friends'  letters  lie  unanswered.  I  must  have  rest.  No  more  books 
now !" 
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As  I  rose  to  go,  he  brought  from  the  corner  of  the  room  a  photo- 
graph of  a  little  girl,  exhibiting  it  with  great  enthusiasm.  It  was  a 
gift  from  a  little  child  who  had  come  to  see  him  every  day  during  his 
sickness.  The  picture  was  accompanied  with  a  note,  printed  in  large 
letters,  with  a  lead  pencil,  by  the  little  correspondent,  who  said  she 
was  too  young  to  write.  He  spoke  with  great  vivacity  of  his  childish 
visitor.  "  Children,"  said  the  old  man,  "  are  great  pets.  I  am  very 
fond  of  the  little  creatures." 

The  author's  study — into  which  I  looked  for  a  few  moments  before 
leaving — is  a  small  room,  almost  entirely  filled  by  the  great  writing- 
table  and  the  lounge  behind  it.  The  walls  are  laden  with  books  and 
pictures,  which  evidently  are  re-arranged  every  day  by  some  delicate 
hand ;  for  none  of  the  books  were  tumbled  into  a  corner,  and  no 
papers  were  lying  loose  upon  the  table.  The  pen,  too,  was  lying 
precisely  parallel  to  the  edge  of  the  inkstand — a  nicety  which  only  a 
womanly  housekeeper  would  persevere  to  maintain.  Besides,  there 
was  not  a  speck  of  dust  upon  carpet  or  cushion. 

I  stood  reverently  in  the  little  room,  as  if  it  were  a  sacred  place. 
Its  associations  filled  my  mind  with  as  much  delight  as  if  I  had  been 
breathing  fragrance  from  hidden  flowers.  On  leaving,  I  carried  the 
picture  of  it  vividly  in  my  mind,  and  still  carry  it — the  quiet,  secluded, 
poetic  haunt  in  which  a  great  author  wrote  his  greatest  works. 

As  I  came  away,  the  old  gentleman  bundled  his  shawl  about  him, 
and  stood  a  few  moments  on  the  steps.  A  momentary  burst  of  sun- 
shine fell  on  him  through  the  breaking  clouds.  In  that  full  light  he 
looked  still  less  like  an  old  man  than  in  the  dark  parlour  by  the  shaded 
window.  I  wish  always  to  remember  him  as  I  saw  him  at  that  last 
moment. 

I  return  once  more  to  my  notes : 

November  I0th. — His  cough  not  so  troublesome.  Is  evi- 
dently stronger  than  he  was. 

November  \QtTi. — I  returned  to  Sunnyside  from  an  absence 
of  two  days  in  the  city.  Pound  Mr.  Irving  had  been  suffer- 
ing from  a  renewal  of  his  asthma,  which  had  been  distressing 

him  for  three  or  four  days.  A  Mrs. called  just  at 

twilight,  to  importune  him  for  an  autograph  in  her  book. 
Mr.  Irving  being  asleep,  we  tried  to  fight  her  off  with  an 
offer  of  a  loose  one ;  but  she  was  pertinacious,  and  we  had 
to  seize  a  moment  of  partial  wakefulness  to  get  him  to  write 
it  in  her  book,  which  he  did  without  seeing  her. 

November  2,0th,  Sunday. — At  breakfast  one  of  his  nieces 
mentioned  her  dream  of  seeing  a  spirit ;  her  dread,  and  the 
nightmare  consequent  thereupon.  "  Did  you  question  it  ?" 
was  asked.  "  No  ;  she  did  not  want  to  have  anything  to  do 
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with  spirits  in  this  life ;"  and  appealed  for  approval  to  Mr. 
Irving,  who  thought  we  were  "  better  adapted  to  communion 
in  the  flesh."  He  then  alluded  again  to  the  anecdote  of  Hall 
and  himself,  and  their  strange  and  solemn  compact,  which 
had  no  result. 

"Went  to  church. 

November  22nd,  Tuesday — A  call  from  Mr.  William  G. 
Dix,  seeking  a  personal  acquaintance,  and  bringing  a  note 
from  Rev.  James  Selden  Spencer,  assistant  minister  of 
Christ  Church,  Tarrytown.  It  was  Mr.  Irving's  last  inter- 
view with  a  stranger. 

I  happened  to  mention  (says  Mr.  Dix,  hi  a  letter  published  after 
his  death,  recounting  the  interview)  the  name  of  Washington  Allston. 
It  set  bis  soul  all  glowing  with  tender,  affectionate  enthusiasm.  To 
hear  the  great  painter  so  praised  by  the  great  writer,  with  a  voice 
tremulous  partly  with  infirmity  but  more  with  emotion,  was  some- 
thing to  keep,  as  surely  as  if  every  word  had  been  engraven  with  the 
point  of  a  diamond. 

I  drew  my  interview  soon  to  a  close,  not  wishing  to  make  him  weary ; 
and  his  cordial  desire  that  I  would  call  to  see  him  again,  and  his  ex- 
pressions of  goodwill,  so  much  more  hearty  than  I  had  any  right  to 
expect,  will  ever  be  cherished  as  a  benediction.  I  seem  to  have  re- 
ceived a  parting  blessing  on  my  heart  and  soul.  How  little  did  I 
then  think  that  it  would  prove  the  very  last ! 

When  I  was  leaving  Mr.  Irving,  I  asked  him  to  let  me  pluck  some 
of  the  ivy  leaves  that  adorn  his  house.  He  consented  with  a  smile  so 
full  of  kindness  and  tenderness,  and  with  a  tone  so  full  of  feeling,  that 
I  shall  regard  every  leaf  as  more  precious  than  gold. 

November  27t7i,  Sunday. — Attended  church  at  Tarrytown. 
In  the  evening,  it  was  remarked  that  we  would  have  to  con- 
trive some  religious  game  to  prevent  his  falling  asleep.  "  I 
shall  have  to  get  a  dispensation  from  Dr.  Creighton  to  allow 
me  to  play  whist  on  Sunday  evening,"  was  his  playful  re- 
joinder. We  kept  him  in  conversation  till  nine  o'clock, 
when  sleep  overtook  him,  though  he  still  tried  to  struggle 
against  it. 

November  28th,  Monday. — Mr.  Irving  seemed  very  com- 
fortable. C ,  S ,  and  myself,  started  for  the  city  in 

the  morning  train,  leaving  H and  M with  the  in- 
valid. He  walked  out  to  the  brook  lot  about  eleven,  but  did 
not  drive  out  as  usual,  as  he  feared  a  return  of  difficult 
breathing.  He  had  come  back  from  his  short  walk  with  op- 
pressed respiration,  and  seemed  more  than  usually  depressed, 
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but  rallied  to  a  playful  conversation  with  Mrs.  H ,  a 

lovely  neighbour,  who  was  a  great  favourite  with  him. 

On  our  return  from  the  city,  in  the  afternoon,  we  found 
the  family  at  dinner,  with  the  addition  of  his  nephew,  the 
Rev.  Pierre  P.  Irving,  who  had  come  up  during  our  absence. 
The  windows  of  the  dining-room  looked  to  the  west  and 
south,  and  the  whole  party  were  lost  in  admiration  of  one  of 
the  most  gorgeous  sunsets  I  have  ever  beheld.  The  whole 
western  sky  was  hung  with  clouds  of  the  richest  crimson, 
while  the  scene  had  all  the  softness  of  our  lingering  Indian 
summer.  Mr.  Irving  exclaimed  again  and  again  at  the 
beauty  of  the  prospect.  How  little  did  any  of  us  dream  it 
was  to  be  his  last  sunset  on  earth ! 

He  slept  between  dinner  and  tea.  In  the  evening  seemed 
heavy,  and  a  good  deal  depressed,  as  he  had  been  more  than 
usual  during  the  day,  but  was  free  from  nervousness,  and 
would  occasionally  join  in  pleasant  conversation. 

On  retiring  for  the  night,  at  half-past  ten,  his  niece  Sarah, 
who  always  took  charge  of  his  medicines,  went  into  his  room 
to  place  them,  as  usual,  within  easy  reach.  "  Well,"  he  ex- 
claimed, "  I  must  arrange  my  pillows  for  another  weary 
night!"  and,  then,  as  if  half  to  himself,  "  If  this  could  only 
end!"  or  "When  will  this  end  !"  she  could  not  tell  which; 
for,  at  the  instant,  he  gave  a  slight  exclamation,  as  if  of  pain, 
pressing  his  hand  on  his  left  side,  repeated  the  exclamation 
and  the  pressure,  caught  at  the  footboard  of  the  bed,  and 
fell  backward  to  the  floor.  The  sound  of  his  fall  and  the 
screams  of  Sarah  brought  the  whole  family  in  an  instant  to 
his  room.  I  raised  his  head  in  my  arms.  Every  means  was 
resorted  to  to  recal  animation,  and  continued  until  a  physi- 
cian— Dr.  Caruthers,  from  a  distance  of  two  miles — arrived, 
who  pronounced  life  entirely  extinct.  He  had  passed  away 
instantaneously.  The  end  ibr  which  he  had  just  been  sigh- 
ing— the  end  which  to  him  had  no  terrors — had  come.  Hig 
departure  was  sudden ;  but  so  he  was  willing  it  should  be. 
In  the  fulness  of  years,  with  unclouded  intellect,  crowned 
with  the  warmest  affections  of  his  countrymen,  and  with  an 
assured  hope  of  a  happy  immortality,  he  had  gone  down,  ac- 
cording to  his  own  pathetic  aspiration,  "  with  all  sail  set." 
^ho  that  loved  him  would  have  wished  to  recal  him  ? 

When  his  physician,  Dr.  Peters,  arrived  at  the  house  the 
next  morning,  he  pronounced  the  immediate  cause  of  his 
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death  to  be  disease  of  the  heart.  He  had  informed  me, 
eleven  mouths  before,  that  there  was  enlargement  of  the 
heart,  but  he  did  not  then  express  serious  apprehension 
from  this  cause. 

His  attention  to  his  patient  during  a  year  of  suffering  was 
most  unwearied,  and  whatever  skill  could  accomplish  was 
faithfully  done;  but  the  difficulty  lay  too  deep  for  remedy. 
No  skill  could  have  averted  or  delayed  the  catastrophe. 

When  the  news  of  Mr.  Irving's  death  was  announced,  the 
next  morning,  in  his  native  city,  the  flags  on  the  shipping 
and  the  public  buildings  were  instantly  hung  at  half  mast ; 
and  the  various  public  bodies  which  had  a  session  during  the 
day  made  allusion  to  the  event.  The  Common  Council,  also, 
at  the  instigation  of  the  Mayor,  passed  resolutions  to  testify 
its  respect  to  his  memory. 

It  is  a  remarkable  incident  in  the  obsequies  of  a  private 
individual,  that  the  various  courts  of  the  city  adjourned  on 
the  day  of  the  funeral,  to  afford  opportunity  to  those  who 
wished  to  attend  it ;  and  during  the  hour  when  the  last  ser- 
vices were  performing,  miles  distant,  in  the  little  rural  church 
in  which  he  had  worshipped,  the  bells  of  his  native  city  were 
tolling  a  mournful  and  responsive  peal.  On  that  day,  also, 
the  shops  and  places  of  business  of  the  village  through  which 
the  procession  was  to  pass  were  closed.  The  railroad  depot 
at  which  passengers  were  to  alight  from  New  York,  the 
hotel,  the  public  buildings,  and  many  of  the  private  resi- 
dences in  the  principal  streets,  were  draped  in  black,  and 
mourning  festoons  were  hung  across  the  road. 

It  was  on  the  1st  of  December  that  the  mortal  remains  of 
Washington  Irving  were  conveyed  to  their  last  resting-place ; 
but  no  breath  of  winter  chilled  the  air.  The  Indian  summer, 
which  this  season  had  lingered  into  the  very  winter,  shed  its 
soft  and  melancholy  beauty  over  the  scene,  and  nothing  could 
have  been  more  exquisite  than  the  day,  or  more  in  keeping 
with  the  sad  occasion.  "  It  is  one  of  his  own  days,"  was  the 
remark  of  many  present. 

The  carriages,  with  the  officiating  clergymen,  his  physician, 
the  relatives  of  the  deceased,  am!  the  pall-bearers,  moved 
from  Sunny  side  at  half-past  twelve  o'clock.  At  the  head  of 
the  lane  which  forms  the  entrance  to  the  place,  a  long  line 
of  carriages,  containing  the  residents  of  the  immediate 
neighbourhood,  joined  the  procession.  Upon  its  arrival  at 
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Christ  Church,  Tarrytowa,  where  the  services  were  to  be  held, 
it  was  met  by  a  large  concourse  of  the  inhabitants  of  the 
neighbouring  country,  and  an  array  of  men  eminent  in  the 
various  walks  of  literature  and  commerce,  who  had  assembled 
from  New  York  and  other  cities  to  pay  the  last  tribute  of 
respect  to  the  honoured  dead. 

At  half-past  one,  the  clergy  present  entered  the  chancel, 
led  by  Bishop  Potter.  They  were  the  Rev.  Dr.  Vinton,  of 
St.  Paul's,  New  York  ;  Eev.  Dr.  Taylor,  of  Grace  Church ; 
Eev.  Mr.  Meade ;  Eev.  Mr.  Farmington,  of  Trinity ;  Eev. 
Dr.  Morgan,  of  St.  Thomas's ;  Eev.  Dr.  McVickar ;  Eev. 
Mr.  Babbitt ;  and  Eev.  Mr.  Moore.  At  the  door  of  the 
church,  the  coffin  was  met  by  the  rector,  Eev.  Dr.  Creighton 
(pastor  and  friend  of  the  deceased),  and  Eev.  Mr.  Spencer, 
his  assistant,  who  preceded  it  up  the  aisle,  the  rector  reading 
the  opening  sentences  of  the  Episcopal  burial  service.  The 
coffin  was  placed  in  front  of  the  altar,  when  the  choir  joined 
in  the  solemn  and  beautiful  anthem,  "  Lord,  let  me  know 
my  end." 

When  the  impressive  services  were  concluded,  Dr.  Creigh- 
ton announced  that,  as  had  been  requested,  the  lid  of  the 
coffin  would  be  opened,  to  enable  all  who  were  so  disposed 
to  take  a  last  look  of  the  face  of  the  deceased.  Nearly  a 
thousand  persons,  it  is  stated,  who  had  been  unable  to  gain 
entrance  to  the  church,  availed  themselves  of  this  mournful 
privilege,  and  passed  in  silent  procession  by  the  remains. 
The  coffin  was  then  returned  to  the  hearse,  and  the  procession 
of  carriages,  computed  at  one  hundred  and  fifty,  formed 
anew,  and  accompanied  by  a  large  concourse  of  pedestrians, 
proceeded  to  the  cemetery.  It  was  situated  about  a  mile 
north  of  the  church,  on  a  beautiful  hill,  commanding  on  one 
side  a  noble  view  of  the  Hudson,  and  on  the  other  a  portion 
of  the  Sleepy  Hollow  Valley.  The  route  passed  by  the  monu- 
ment erected  to  the  captors  of  Major  Andre  on  the  spot 
where  he  was  taken,  and  across  the  bridge  immortalised  in 
the  Legend  of  Sleepy  Hollow,  which  was  hung  with  emblems 
of  mourning. 

On  reaching  the  place  of  interment,  Dr.  Creighton,  accord- 
ing to  the  beautiful  and  impressive  service  of  the  Episcopal 
Church,  consigned  the  body  to  the  grave:  "Earth  to  earth, 
ashes  to  ashes,  dust  to  dust." 

As  he  was  laid  down  to  take  his  last  sleep  among  the 
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scenes  he  had  loved  and  celebrated,  and  by  the  side  of  his 
mother,  as  he  had  himself  desired,  the  sun  was  declining ; 
and  soon,  another  gorgeous  sunset,  such  as  brightened  his 
last  evening  in  life,  again  lighted  up  the  western  sky.  It 
was  a  glorious  scene  ;  and  few  of  the  sad-hearted  mourners 
who  had  stood  around  the  grave,  failed  to  associate  that  day's 
decline  with  the  close  of  that  pure  and  beautiful  life. 


My  task  is  finished.  I  have  traced  the  career  of  the 
author  from  its  commencement  to  its  close,  as  far  as  possible, 
through  his  own  letters  and  words ;  and  if  the  reader  has 
not  imbibed  a  correct  idea  of  Jbis  personal  and  literary  cha- 
racter in  this  way,  it  would  be  idle  to  attempt  a  more  formal 
delineation  of  his  virtues  as  a  man,  or  his  genius  as  a  writer. 

I  close  with  an  extract  from  a  beautiful  and  truthful 
portrait  of  him  by  a  young  author,  which  appeared  among 
numerous  other  tributes  after  his  decease.  It  is  from  the 
pen  of  George  William  Curtis : 

With  Irving,  the  man  and  the  author  were  one.  The  same  twink- 
ling humour,  untouched  by  personal  venom — the  same  sweetness, 
geniality,  and  grace — which  endeared  the  writer  to  his  readers,  en- 
deared the  man  to  his  friends.  Gifted  witli  a  happy  temperament, 
with  that  cheerful  balance  of  thought  and  feeling  which  begets  the 
sympathy  which  prevents  bitter  animosity,  he  lived  through  the 
sharpest  struggles  of  our  politics,  not  without  interest,  but  without 
bitterness,  and  with  the  tenderest  respect  of  every  party. 

His  tastes  and  talents  and  habits  were  all  those  of  the  literary 
man.  And  it  was  given  to  him  first  of  our  authors  to  invest  the 
Americau  landscape  with  the  charm  of  imagination  and  tradition. 


When  his  death  was  known,  there  was  no  class  of  men  who  more 
sincerely  deplored  him  than  those  of  his  own  vocation.  The  older 
authors  felt  that  a  friend,  not  a  rival — the  younger,  that  a  father  had 
pone.  There  is  not  a  young  literary  aspirant  in  the  country,  who, 
if  he  ever  personally  met  Irving,  did  not  hear  from  him  the  kindest 
words  of  sympathy,  regard,  and  encouragement.  There  is  none  of 
the  older  raiVc  who,  knowing  him,  did  not  love  him.  He  belonged  to 
no  clique,  no  party  in  his  own  profession,  more  than  in  any  other  of 
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the  great  interests  of  life ;  and  that  not  by  any  wilful  independence, 
or  neutrality  armed  against  all  comers,  but  by  the  natural  catholicity 
of  his  nature. 

On  the  day  of  his  burial,  unable  to  reach  Tarrytown  in  time  for  the 
funeral,  I  came  down  the  shore  of  the  river  he  loved.  As  we  darted 
and  wound  along,  the  Catskills  were  draped  in  sober  grey  mist,  not 
hiding  them,  but  wreathing  and  folding,  and  lingering,  as  if  the  hills 
were  hung  with  sympathetic,  but  not  unrelieved  gloom.  Yet  far 
away  toward  the  south,  the  bank  on  which  his  home  lay,  was  Sunny- 
side  still,  for  the  sky  was  cloudless,  and  soft  with  serene  sunshine.  I 
could  not  but  remember  his  last  words  to  me,  more  than  a  year  ago, 
when  his  book  was  finished  and  his  health  was  failing  :  "  I  am  getting 
ready  to  go;  T  am  shutting  up  my  doors  and  windows."  And  I 
could  not  but  feel  that  they  were  all  open  now,  and  bright  with  the 
light  of  eternal  morning. 


APPENDIX. 


PEOVISIONS  OF  THE  WILL. 

THE  following  is  an  abstract  of  Mr.  Irving's  Will,  which  was 
drawn  up  by  himself.  It  bears  date  on  the  3rd  day  of  December, 
1858,  not  quite  a  year  before  his  death.  He  declares  his  general  in- 
tention to  be,  to  dispose  of  all  his  estate  so  that  it  may  be,  as  far  as 
possible,  kept  together  as  a  maintenance  for  his  brother  Ebenezer  and 
his  daughters,  wno  have  been  accustomed  to  reside  with  him,  to  en- 
able them  to  live  with  the  same  degree  of  comfort  and  in  the  same  re- 
spectable style  they  have  been  accustomed  to  under  his  roof. 

He  gives  to  his  nephew,  Pierre  Munro  Irving,  the  copyright  of  his 
"  Life  of  Washington,"  with  the  stereotype  and  electrotype  plates 
which  have  been  executed  for  the  same,  and  the  plates  en- 
graved for  its  illustration,  together  with  the  printed  copies  of  the 
work  which  might  have  been  stricken  off,  leaving  him  to  do  with  the 
copyright,  types,  &c.,  what  he  may  think  proper  for  his  pecuniary 
benefit.  He  oequeaths  to  him,  also,  all  his  letters  and  unpublished 
manuscripts. 

All  the  rest  of  his  personal  estate  he  gives  to  his  brother  Ebenezer 
for  his  life ;  and,  on  his  death,  to  his  daughters  then  surviving  him 
and  unmarried.  The  Will  then  proceeds : 

Second,  I  give  and  devise  my  land  and  dwelling-house  in  West- 
chestcr  County,  which  I  have  called  Sunnyside,  to  my  brother,  Ebe- 
nezer Irving,  for  his  life.  On  his  death,  I  give  the  same  in  fee  to  his 
daughters  or  daughter  surviving  him,  and  unmarried ;  trusting  they 
will  endeavour,  as  I  have  endeavoured,  to  make  this  homestead  a 
rallying  point,  where  the  various  branches  of  the  family  connexion, 
may  always  be  sure  of  a  cordial  welcome. 

1  trust,  also,  they  will  never  sell  nor  devise  this  particular  property 
out  of  the  family — though  circumstances  may  render  it  expedient  or 
necessary  for  them  to  rent  it  out  or  lease  it  for  a  term ;  but  it  is  my 
wish  that  the  last  survivor  of  those  to  whom  I  thus  bequeath  my 
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estate  will,  in  turn,  bequeath  it  entire  to  some  meritorious  member  of 
the  family  bearing  the  family  name,  so  that  Sunnyside  may  continue 
to  be,  as  long  as  possible,  an  Irving  homestead. 

I  give  all  the  residue  of  my  estate,  real  and  personal,  to  accompany 
the  devise  of  Sunnyside  to  the  same  persons,  for  the  like  interests, 
and  subject  to  the  like  contingencies  and  power. 

Third,  I  authorise  my  executors  to  make  sale  of,  or  otherwise  con- 
vert into  money  or  productive  funds,  all  other  lands  and  tenements  I 
may  own,  wheresoever  situated. 

Last,  I  appoint  my  brother,  Ebenezer  Irving,  and  my  nephew, 
Pierre  M.  Irving,  executors  of  this  my  Will.  I  revoke  all  other  and 
former  Wills. 


LITEEAEY  STATISTICS. 

SUMS  REALISED  BY  MR.  IRVING  FOR  HIS  COPYRIGHTS  IN  ENGLAND. 

£     s. 

Sketch  Book  Murray,  publisher,  467  10 

Bracebridge  Hall  ,  1,050    0 


1,575  0 

3,150  0 

525  0 

2,100  0 

400  0 

400  0 

100  0 

publisher,  1,050  0 


Tales  of  a  Traveller 

Life  of  Columbus 

Companions  of  Columbus 

Conquest  of  Granada 

Tour  on  the  Prairies 

Abbotsford  and  Newstead 

Legends  of  Spain 

Alhambra  Bentley 

Astoria 

Bonneville's  Adventures  „  900    0 

Total  £12,217  10 

SUMS  REALISED  IN  THE  UNITED  STATES  WHERE  THERE  WAS   NO  ABSO- 
LUTE SALE  OF  THJJ  COPYRIGHT,  AS  IN  ENGLAND. 

Life  of  Columbus,  1st  edition S3,000  0 

„              „          and  Abridgment,  2nd  edition      .        .  6,000  0 

Conquest  of  Granada  (for  five  years)       ....  4,750  0 

Companions  of  Columbus  (3,000  copies).        .        .        .  1,500  0 

Alhambra 3,000  0 

Tour  on  the  Prairies 2,400  0 

Abbotsford  and  Newstead 2,100  0 

Legends  of  the  Conquest  of  Spain 1,500  0 

Astoria 4,000  0 

Bonneville's  Adventures 3,000  0 
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Lease  of  Copyright,  from  1828  to  1835,  of  Knicker- 
bocker's New  York,  Sketch  Book,  Bracebridge  Hal), 
and  Tales  of  a  Traveller  Si,200  0 

Lease  of  Copyright  of  the  same  works,  and  Life  of  Co- 
lumbus, Conquest  of  Granada,  Companions  of  Colum- 
bus, and  Alliambra,  from  1835  to  1842  8,050  0 

Estimated  receipts,  prior  to  1828,  on  History  of  New- 
York,  Sketch  Book,  Bracebridge  Hall,  and  Tales  of 
a  Traveller  19,500  0 


Making  a  total  on  the  American  Copyrights  of  the  above 

enumerated  works,  prior  to  1843,  of 863,000    0 

Hiatus  from  1842  to  1848,  in  which  the  author's  writings 
were  out  of  print. 

In  the  latter  year  Mr.  George  P.  Putnam  became  his 
publisher. 

Total  of  receipts  from  Mr.  Putnam,  from  July,  1848,  to 
Mr.  Irving's  decease,  November  28,  1859  (besides 
stereotype  and  steel  plates,  amounting  to  about  17,000 
dollars) SS8,143  8 

Payment  made  for  Irving's  Works  by  Mr.  Putnam,  from 
the  author's  decease  to  September  30,  1SG3,  showing 
the  continued  demand 34,237  3 


8122,380  11 

Whole  amount  realised  on  his  Works  during  his  life   ...S205.383  34 
Since  his  death  to  September  30, 1863 34,237    3 

$239,620  37 
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ABBOTSFOBD,  Washington  living's 
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Abbotsford  and  Newstead,  pub- 
lished, 589 

Aberdeen,  Lord,  anecdote  of,  7.10 

Adams,  President,  remarks  on  his 
displacement,  481 

Aix-la-Chapelle  described,  318 

Albany,  Washington  Irving's  re- 
ception by  the  old  Dutch  fami- 
lies of,  141 

Albert,  Prince,  his  courtesy  to 
Washington  Irving,  667 

Alboni,  Madame,  Washington 
Irving's  notice  of,  850 

Albuquerque  family,  Washington 
Irving  transfers  his  Madrid 
establishment  to  the,  771 

Algiers,  American  expedition 
against,  189;  Washington  Ir- 
ving offered  a  passage  in  the 
Commodore's  vessel,  ib.  ;  de- 
clines, in  consequence  of  delay, 
ib. 

Alhambra,  the,  described,  432  ; 
Washington  Irving  takes  up  his 
residence  in  the  governor's 
apartments,  439 

Alhambra,  Tales  of  the,  pub- 
lished, 550  ;  publication  in 
America,  557  ;  translated  into 
French,  ib. ;  critical  opinions,  558 

Allston,  Washington,  the  Ame- 
rican painter,  72;  urges  Wash- 
ington Irving  to  become  an 
artist,  73  ;  his  picture  of  the 
Handwriting  on  the  Wall,  209  ; 
his  proposed  illustrations  for 


the  "History  of  New  York,"210, 
230;  success  of  his  pictures  at 
the  British  Institution,  231;  his 
Jacob's  Dream,  233  ;  his  charac- 
ter, 235;  goes  to  America,  ib. 

America,  Washington  Irving's 
efforts  to  serve  Campbell  in, 
114,  174,  215;  proposed  repub- 
licatiou  of  English  books  in,  216 

American  Essays  by  Washington 
Irving,  not  completed,  408,  413 

American  typography,  the  Sketch 
Book  admired  as  a  specimen  of, 
252 

American  Union,  Washington  Ir- 
ving's doubts  of  its  stability,  574 

Analectic  Magazine,  edited  by 
Washington  Irving,  172  ;  failure 
of  the  publisher,  188 

Anchor,  a  miniature,  presented  to 
Washington  Irving,  its  history, 
857 

Andalusia,  scenery  of,  453 

Andrews  publishes  Bryant's 
Poems,  edited  by  Washington 
Irving,  546 

Arguelles,  the  guardian  of  the 
Queen  of  Spain,  678,  679  ; 
exiled  by  Ferdinand  VII.,  687  ; 
his  death,  742 

Aspinwall,  Colonel,  sells  the  ''Life 
of  Columbus"  to  Murray,  416, 
422 ;  also  sells  to  him  the  "  Con- 
quest of  Granada,"  477;  sells 
the  "  Tales  of  the  Alhambra," 
to  Colburn  and  Bentley,  550; 
sells  "  Abbotsford  and  New- 
stead"  to  Murray,  589 

Astor,  John  Jacob,  his  character, 
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583 ;  "  Astoria  "  prepared  for 
him,  584 ;  his  satisfaction  with 
it,  601 

Astor  Institution,  foundation  of 
the,  654;  Washington  Irving 
one  of  the  trustees,  848,  948 

Astoria  published,  600 ;  its  re- 
ception, 601 

Atlantic  cable,  laying  of  the,  930 

Autographs,  modest  requests  for, 
970,  974 

Avignon,  Washington  Irving's 
visit  to,  39 

B. 

Bancroft,  letter  from,  on  receiv- 
ing the  last  volume  of  the  "  Life 
of  Washington,"  948 

Bandinel,  Mr.,  his  residence  in 
Westminster  Abbey,  663 

Banditti,  the  Italian,  79 ;  Sicilian, 
62 ;  the  Spanish,  442  ;  really 
less  formidable  than  supposed, 
445,  506,  731 

Bankruptcy  of  the  firm  of  P.  & 
E.  Irving  and  Co.,  228;  certi- 
ficate obtained,  232  ;  dividend 
909,  n. 

Barcelona,  insurrection  at,  700; 
the  city  bombarded  by  Espar- 
tero,  702;  Washington  Irving's 
visits  to,  507,  752 

Barlborough  Hall,  visit  to,  535; 
its  hospitable  proprietor,  536 

Bavaria,  the  royal  family  of,  332 

Beasley,  Mr.,  American  consul  at 
Havre,  styled  "  Tom  Tug,"  527 

Beau  Barney,  letter  to,  834 

Beauharnois,  Eugene,  his  fortu- 
nate lot,  332 

Beebee,  Alexander,  letter  of 
Washington  Irving  to,  32 

Belgian  revolution,  notice  of  the, 
533 

Belzoni,  the  traveller,  269 

Bentley  publishes  "Astoria,"  600; 
letter  of  Washington  Irving  to, 
832 

Berwick,  the  duchess  of,  Wash- 
ington Irving's  visit  to,  738 

Birmingham,  Washington  Irving's 
residence  near,  206 


Black  Hawk,  the  Indian  chief,  569 

Blackwood,  the  publisher,  Wash- 
ington Irving's  arrangements 
with.  222,  223 

Blenheim,  visit  to  the  field  of,  332 

Boabdil  and  the  Abencerrages,  434 

Bonn,  Mr.,  explanation  as  to  his 
English  republication  of  Wash- 
ington Irving's  works,  833,  n.  ; 
note  respecting  Nugee.  885,  886; 
paid  50l.  for  the  advance  sheets 
of  the  "  Life  of  Washington," 
895  n. ;  note  on  Irving's  bank- 
ruptcy, 909 

Bolivar  mines,  Washington  Ir- 
ving makes  an  unfortunate  in- 
vestment in  the,  406,  480 

Bolviller,  Mile.,  niece  of  M.  d'Ou- 
bril,  424 

Bonaparte,  coronation  of,  as  King 
of  Lombardy,  79;  Washington 
Irving's  remarks  on  his  fall,  191 

Bonneville,  Captain,  Adventures 
of,  published,  614 

Boston,  Washington  Irving's  visit 
to,  564 

Boz.    See  Dickens,  Charles 

Bracebridge  Hall,  published  in 
America  and  in  England  simul- 
taneously, 311 

Brevoort,  Henry,  an  early  friend 
of  Washington  Irving,  92 ;  goes 
to  Canada,  122  ;  visits  England, 
138;  he  and  Washington  Irving 
reside  together,  161  ;  Brevoort's 
"Bond-street  fashions,"  169; 
goes  again  to  England,  ib. ;  stu- 
dies at  Edinburgh,  171;  for- 
wards to  Washington  Irving 
Walter  Scott's  opinion  of  the 
"History  of  New  York,"  173; 
introduces  Jeffrey  to  America, 
ib. ;  returns  to  live  with  Wash- 
ington Irving,  176;  becomes 
his  literary  agent  in  America, 
241 

Brevoort,  J.  C.,  an  attache'  to 
Washington  Irving's  mission, 
655 

Brown,  Charles  Brockden,  the 
first  American  author  by  pro- 
fession, 22 
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Bruce,  Robert,  his  grant  to  Wil- 
liam ik-  Irwin,  2 

Bryant,  W.  C.,  his  Poems  offered 
to  Murray,  and  declined,  543; 
a  passage  altered  by  Washing- 
ton Irving,  544;  correspondence 
on  the  subject,  ib. ;  newspaper 
controversy,  60S 

Buffalo,  one  killed  by  Washington 
Irving,  572,  n. 

Bull-fights,  Washington  Irving's 
remark  on,  936 

Bunker's  Hill,  anecdote  of,  902 

Bunyan's  "  Pilgrim's  Progress,"  a 
great  favourite  with  William 
Irving  the  elder,  7 

Burr,  Colonel,  Washington  Irving 
engaged  on  the  trial  of,  107; 
960  ;  meeting  of  Burr  and  Wil- 
kinson, 110  ;  remarks  on  Burr's 
treatment,  114 

Burritt,  Blackleath,  his  certificate 
of  William  Irving's  Whig  prin- 
ciples, 6 

Byron,  Lord,  his  opinion  of  the 
"  Sketch  Book,"  279  ;  gives  his 
Memoirs  to  Moore,  305;  Cap- 
tain Medwin's  account  of  him, 
372 

C. 

Cabel,  Mr.,  a  travelling  companion 
of  Washington  Irving,  70,  78  ; 
his  marriage,  107 

Caines,  George,  a  literary  associate 
of  Washington  Irving,  125 

Campbell,  Thomas,  his  works  in- 
troduced to  America  by  Wash- 
ington Irving,  145,  174;  visited 
by  Peter  Irving,  175;  and  by 
Washington  Irving,  193;  Scott's 
estimate  of  him,  ib. ;  meditates 
retiring  to  America,  210;  pro- 
posed course  of  lectures  there, 
215;  not  carried  out,  ib.  n. 

Campbell,  Mr.,  of  New  York,  144 

Camp-meeting,  story  of  a,  y<!4 

Canning,  .Mr.,  Washington  Irving 
dines  with,  286 

Careys  aixl  Lea,  of  Philadelphia, 
arrangements  with,  462,  467 


Catalan  Legion,  the,  their  rou^h 
appearance,  7ii4 

Catalans,  character  of  the,  700 

Catalonia,  disturbed  state  of,  700; 
busy  aspect  of  the  coast,  758 

Catania,  Washington  Irving's  de- 
scription of,  62 

Charles  II.,  or  the  Merry  Monarch, 
a  play,  365;  remarks  on  its  re- 
presentation,  378 

Charles  X.,  accession  of,  390;  his 
flight  from  Paris,  520 

Charlotte,  the  Princess,  Washing, 
ton  Irving's  remarks  on  her 
death,  226 

Chepstow  Castle,  Washington 
Irving's  visit  to,  194 

Children,  Washington  Irving's 
love  for,  487,  898 

Cholera,  in  London,  Washington 
Irving's  remark  on,  547;  in 
America,  566 

Christina,  Queen  Regent  of  Spain, 
her  career,  685;  returns  to  the 
capital,  739,  741;  Washington 
Irving's  interviews  with  her, 
746,  748,  756 

Christmas-day  at  sea,  49;  duly 
observed  at  Sunnyside,  900 

Citrovani,  Mr.  Hoffman's  Indian 
name,  29 

Clay,  Henry,  anecdote  of,  963 

Cockloft  Hall,  93 

Cogswell,  Mr.,  induces  Washing- 
ton Irving  to  resign  his  Mexican 
theme,  626;  offered  an  appoint- 
ment in  the  Madrid  mission, 
653 ;  becomes  librarian  of  the 
Astor  Institution,  654 

Colburn,  Mr.,  hisoffer  for  "Brace- 
bridge  Hall "  declined,  309 

Colburn  and  Bentley  publish  the 
'•  Tales  of  the  Alhambra,"  550 

Columbia  College,  John  and  Peter 
Irving  study  at,  16 

Columbus,  question  of  his  know- 
ledge of  the  Medea  of  Seneca, 
Washington  Irving's  letter  on, 
928 

Columbus,  Life  of,  purchased 
liv  Murray,  4'J-.';  published  in 
England,  and  also  in  America, 
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428;  its  reception,  429;  correc- 
tions for  the  second  edition, 
449,450;  threatened  piracy  in 
America,  470 ;  the  author  hastily 
prepares  an  abridgment,  471 

Conquest  of  Granada,  published 
by  Murray,  485 ;  the  title-page 
altered  by  him,  ib. ;  Washington 
Irving  writes  an  explanatory 
article  in  the  Quarterly  Review, 
520 

Constable,  the  publisher,  Wash- 
ington Irving's  arrangements 
with,  222,  223;  proposes  to  him 
to  undertake  a  Life  of  Wash- 
ington, 404 

Cooke,  the  actor,  remarks  on,  88; 
his  appearance  at  New  York, 
160;  anecdotes,  924 

Coolidge,  Mr.,  of  Boston,  his  visit 
to  Lord  Byron,  278,  n. 

Cooper,  Judge,  his  reply  to  Wash- 
ington Irving's  epigram  on  the 
Temple  of  Dirt,  24 

Cooper,  James  Fenimore,  his 
"  Spy  "  declined  by  Murray,  308 

Cooper,  the  American  actor,  his 
epistle  to  Washington  Irving, 
111;  marries  Miss  Mary  Pair- 
lie,  177,  n. 

Cooper,  Mrs.,  her  politeness  to 
Dennis  Sampayo,  177 

Copyright,  international,  Wash- 
ington Irving's  remarks  on,  636; 
Prescott  on,  637  ;  H.  G.  Bohn's 
note  on,  833,  re. 

Cottage  near  Seville  inhabited  by 
Washington  Irving,  455 ;  mys- 
terious visitors,  476;  proved  to 
be  a  haunt  of  robbers,  ib. 

Coxe,  a  barber,  his  remark  on  the 
execution  of  Louis  XVI.,  12 

Crane,  Ichabod,  the  original  of 
the  character,  828 

Crayon,  Geoffrey,  nom  de  plume  of 
the  author  of  the  "  Sketch 
Book,"  242 

Crayon  Miscellany,  the,  pub- 
lished, 588 

Creighton,  Rev.  Dr.,  reads  the 
burial  service  over  Washington 
Irving,  978 


Critic,  Washington  Trving's  aver- 
sion to  act  the,  172 

Crystal  Palace  at  New  York,  877, 
897 

Cunningham,  a  brutal  gaoler,  6 

D. 

Davidson,  Margaret,  biography  of, 
640 

Davis,  C.  A.,  his  reminiscences  of 
Washington  Irving,  848 

Davy,  Lady,  her  conversational 
powers,  220 

Dawson,  Mrs.  (Flora  Foster),  her 
journal,  908 

Decatur,  Commodore,  public  din- 
ner to,  168;  captured  by  the 
British,  but  released,  188;  ap- 
pointed to  command  an  expedi- 
tion against  Algiers,  189  ;  offers 
a  passage  in  his  ship  to  Wash- 
ington Irving,  ib. ,  captures  an 
Algerine  frigate,  190;  keeps 
open  a  place  at  the  Navy  Board 
for  Washington  Irving,  237  ;  is 
killed  in  a  duel,  267 

Deep  Dene,  Washington  Irving's 
visit  to,  314 

Deer,  Washington  Irving  engaged 
in  the  joint  capture  of  a,  23 

Delaware  and  Hudson  Canal, 
scenery  of  the,  647 

Dennie,  Joseph,  humorous  de- 
scription of,  as  Lauucelot  Lang- 
staff',  104 

Dent,  Capt.  of  the  Nautilus,  56 

Derbyshire,  scenery  of,  205,  798 

De  Stae'l,  Madame,  Washington 
Irving  meets,  at  Rome,  76 

Dickens,  Charles,  letter  from, 
644;  visits  America,  655  ; 
Washington  Irving  presides  at  a 
public  dinner  to  him,  656; 
anecdote  of  Rogers  told  by 
Dickens,  912 

Diplomacy,  Washington  Irving's 
account  of  his,  729 

Diplomatic  life  at  Madrid,  680,  748 

Dirt,  the  Temple  of,  24  ;  Wash- 
ington Irving's  epigram,  ib.  ; 
reply,  by  Judge  Cooper,  ib. 
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D'Isracli,  Mr.,  Washington  Ir- 
ving'a  nuTting  \vitli,  12  10 

Dodge,  Richard,  brother-in-law  of 
Washington  Irving,  17;  death 
of  his  wife,  1-23 

Dogs  in  office,  44 

Uol.u'onmki,  Prince,  Russian  at- 
tache'at  Madrid,  -r_'4 ;  becomes 
secretary  of  legation,  460 ;  re- 
sides in  the  Alhambra  with 
Washington  Irving,  491  ;  goes 
with  him  to  Dulwich  Gallery, 
523 

Dominie  Van  Nest,  a  "  faithful 
preacher,"  828 

Don,  Sir  George,  the  Governor  of 
Gibraltar,  444 

D'Oubril,  M.,  Russian  minister  at 
Madrid,  intimacy  of  Washing- 
ton  Irving  with,  424 

Dresden,  Washington  Irving's  re- 
sidence at,  339 

Drum,  the  tower  of,  3  ;  visited  by 
a  great  nephew  of  Washington 
Irving,  933  ;  letter  of  the  latter, 
ib. 

Dulwich  Gallery,  Washington  Ir- 
ving's visit  to,  523 

Duras,  the  duchess  of,  her  cha- 
racter, 391,914 

Dusky  Davie,  a  sobriquet  of 
Longworth,  the  publisher  of 
"  Salmagundi,"  99 

Dutch  families,  the  old,  greatly 
annoyed  by  the  publication  of 
the  "  History  of  New  York," 
137,  140 

E. 

Ear  of  Dionysius,  Washington 
Irving's  visit  to,  59 

Edgbatton,  Washington  Irving's 
residence  at,  :i.u» 

Edinburgh,  Washington  Irving's 
visit  to,  219 

Election,  Washington  Irving's  de- 
scription of  an,  105 

Emlio/ado,  a  Spanish  play,  search 
for. 

English  country  life,  pictures  of, 
by  Washington  Irving,  :M.~> 

English  prisoner,  Washington  Ir- 


ving passed  off  as  a,  in  France, 
36;  kindness  of  the  French 
women,  ib. 

Episcopalians,  the  Irviiij  family 
become,  9 

Krinvcine,  primitive  form  of  the 
family  name  Irving,  2 

Erwyn,  John,  of  Orkney,  4 

Espagne,  the  Count  de,  his  rule 
in  Catalonia,  754 

Espartero,  the  Regent  of  Spain, 
Washington  Irving's  audience 
with,  678;  his  career,  686;  sup- 
presses the  insurrection  at  Bar- 
celona, 702  ;  driven  from  power, 
721 

Eugenie,  the  Empress,  known 
when  a  child  to  Washington 
Irving,  860,  862 

Everett,  Mr.,  American  Minister 
at  Madrid,  secures  the  transla- 
tion of  a  Spanish  work  on  Co- 
lumbus lor  Washington  Irving, 
411;  reviews  the  "Life  of  Co- 
lumbus" in  the  "North  Ameri- 
can," 486 

Exhibition  at  New  York  in  1 853, 
875 

F. 

Fairlie,  Miss  Mary,  the  Sophy 
Sparkle  of  Salmagundi,  101 ;  her 
marriage,  177,  ». 

Fancy  ball  at  St.  James's  Palace, 
666 

Felton,  Mr.,  his  account  of  Wash- 
ington Irving,  0.")5 

Fillmore,  President,  his  levee,  856; 
proposed  tour  with,  declined  by 
Washington  Irving,  880 

Fisk,  Jonathan,  a  tutor  of  Wash- 
ington Irving,  15 

Forbes  Leslie,  Col.,  his  researches 
on  the  family  history  ot  the 
Irvings,  3,  n. 

Ford,  Judge,  Washington  Irving's 
visit  to,  26 

Foster.  Mrs.,  her  acquaintance 
with  Washington  Irving,  339; 
her  daughters,  Emily  and  Flora, 
354,  908 

Foster,  Miss  Emily,  lines  on  her 
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birthday  by  Washington  Irving, 
354,  question  of  his  attachment 
to  her,  908;  marries  Mr.  Fuller, 
910 

Frankfort  described,  326 

French  plays  adapted  by  Wash- 
ington Irving  and  Howard 
Payne,  362;  the  result,  365 

France,  Washington  Irving's  fre- 
quent visits  to,  32,  80,  271,  361, 
386,  674,  726,  772;  his  liking 
for  the  country,  331 

French  police  suspect  Washington 
Irving  to  be  an  Englishman,  40 ; 
detain  him  in  consequence  at 
Nice,  41 

Fuller,  Mrs.  (Emily  Foster)  her 
journal,  908 

Furman,  Mr.  John,  letter  to,  21 

G. 

Gabriac,  Madame,  her  friendship 
for  Washington  Irving,  48 

Gallatin,  Albert,  playful  allusion 
to,  165 

Gallatin,  Mrs.,  her  splendour,  1 65 ; 
presides  at  the  drawing-room  in 
the  place  of  Mrs.  Madison,  167 

Genoa,  Washington  Irving's  resi- 
dence at,  46 

Germany,  tour  in,  318;  beautiful 
scenery,  326 

Gessler,  a  travelling  companion 
of  Washington  Irving  in  Spain, 
432, 442 

Ghost  stories  and  their  explana- 
tion, 801 

Gibbon,  Lieutenant,  tragic  fate  of, 
152 

Gibraltar,  hospitality  of  the  Bri- 
tish officers  at,  444 

Gifford,  the  editor  of  the  Quar- 
terly Review,  266 

Godwin,  William,  his  opinion  of 
the  "  Sketch  Book,"  245 ;  Wash- 
ington Irving  attempts  to  assist 
him  in  getting  a  novel  published 
in  America,  511 

Goldsmith,  Life  of,  hastily  writ- 
ten, 812;  testimonies  to  its  me- 
rit, ib. ;  its  rapid  sale,  815 

Gor,    Duke   of,    his    services    to 


Washington  Irving,  495,  505; 
visits  him  at  Madrid,  676 

Gowien,  B.,  a  mulatto  servant  to 
Washington  Irving,  674,  676 

Graham's  Lady  and  Gentleman's 
Magazine,  attack  on  Washing- 
ton Irving  in,  703  ;  the  charge 
retracted,  704 

Granada,  visit  to,  434 

Gray,  Mr.,  of  Baltimore,  his  cha 
racter,  854  ;  his  death,  905 

Grinnell,  Moses,  his  liberality 
commended,  694 

H. 

Hall,  John  Nalder,  a  companion 
of  Washington  Irving,  450,455; 
their  abode  in  the  vicinity  of 
Seville,  455  ;  his  death,  473  ; 
singular  compact  between  him 
and  Washington  Irving,  475 

Hallam,  Mr.,  his  character,  270 

Halleck,  Fitz-Greene,  his  satirical 
effusion,  308  ;  resides  with  Mr. 
Aster,  583 

Hamilton,  General,  death  of,  49 

Hamilton,  Alex.,  secretary  to  the 
Madrid  mission,  654  ;  charge 
d'affaires  during  Washington 
Irving's  absence,  726 

Hamlet,  French  translation  and 
Talma's  acting,  289 

Hardwick  Castle,  visit  to,  536 

Hawthorne,  the  author,  appointed 
consul  at  Liverpool,  859 

Henderson,  J.  A.,  a  tutor  of 
Washington  Irving,  15 

Henry,  Dr.,  an  American  in 
France,  his  character,  36 ;  passes 
off  Washington  Irving  as  an 
English  prisoner,  ib. ;  practises 
other  mystifications,  37  ;  their 
parting,  38 ;  meet  again,  ib. ; 
his  good  offices  about  Washing- 
ton Irving's  passports,  42,  44 

History  of  New  York,  See 
Knickerbocker 

Hoax,  Washington  Irving  prac- 
tises a,  on  Mathews,  the  come- 
dian, 549 

Hoffman  family,  Washington  Ir- 
ving's residence  with  the,  20 
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Hoffman,  Josiah  Ogden,  Wash- 
ington  Irving  placed  in  the 
office  of,  20;  the  Hoffman  fa- 
mily, ib. ;  journey  to  Canada, 
22;  receives  the  Indian  name  of 
Citrovani,  29;  styled  by  Wash- 
ington Irving  "  the  pensive 
Petronius,"  94  ;  an  examiner  of 
law  students,  97  ;  bis  death,  608 

Hoffman,  Matilda,  attachment  of 
Washington  Irving  to,  126;  her 
death,  ib. ;  its  lasting  effect  on 
bis  character,  127 

Holland,  Lord,  Washington  Ir- 
ving's  acquaintance  with,  532 

Home,  sweet  Home,  the  song, 
288 

Hope,  Mr.  Thomas,  his  character, 
314 

Hope,  Hon.  Mrs.,  314 

Horseshoe  Robinson,  SCO 

Hudson,  the  scenery  of  the,  de- 
scribed by  Washington  Irving, 
17 

Humboldt,  Baron,  death  of,  950 

Huskisson,  Mr.,  death  of,  521 

I. 

Improvident  marriages,  Washing- 
ton Irving's  remarks  on,  126 

Indian  life,  sketch  of,  571 

Inglis,  Sir  K.  H.,  character  of,  835 

Insurrection  at  Barcelona,  700 ;  at 
Madrid  in  1841,  687;  in  Paris 
in  1830,  520 

International  copyright,  Washing- 
ton Irving's  remarks  on,  636  ; 
Prescott  on,  637;  H.  G.  Bolm 
on  833,  n. 

Invocation  to  Health,  a  poem,  70 

Irvine,  Dr.  Christopher,  on  the 
true  spelling  of  his  family  name, 
2 

Irvine,  Isabel,  3 

Irvines  of  Drum,  ancestors  of 
Washington  Irving,  1  ;  varia- 
tions in  the  spelling  of  their 
name,  ib. ;  origin  of  their  arms 
and  motto,  2 

Irvines  of  Orkney,  pedigree  of 
the,  4 ;  visit  to  their  house  in 
Shupinsha,  913 


Irving,  Ann,  sister  of  Washington, 
1 ;  her  marriage,  17  ;  her  illness, 
122;  her  death,  1.'  ; 

Irving,  Catherine,  sister  of  Wash- 
ington, 1 ;  her  marriage,  17 

Irving,  Ebenezer,  brother  of  Wash- 
ington,  1  ;  in  partnership  with 
his  brothers,  Peter  and  Wash- 
ington, 148;  conducts  the  Ameri- 
can part  of  the  business,  ib. ; 
his  anxieties,  206 ;  becomes  a 
bankrupt,  229 ;  takes  charge  of 
Washington's  literary  concerns 
in  America,  260  ;  refuses  to  hon- 
our his  drafts,  273 ;  the  reason 
of  this,  ib. ;  his  character,  640 ; 
becomes  a  permanent  resident 
at  Sunnyside,  649  ;  Washington 
Irving's  bequests  to  him,  981 

Irving,  Edgar,  nephew  of  Washing- 
ton, unexpected  visit  from,  489 

Irving  John,  brother  of  Washing- 
ton, 1 ;  educated  at  Columbia 
College,  16  ;  studies  theology, 
ib. ;  practises  as  a  lawyer,  97  ; 
his  ill-health  through  overwork, 
579;  his  large  fortune,  596;  his 
death,  622 

Irving,  Magnus,  grandfather  of 
Washington,  1 

Irving,  Oscar,  nephew  of  Washing- 
ton, sells  him  the  site  of  Sunny- 
side,  ib. 

Irving,  Peter,  brother  of  Washing- 
ton, 1  ;  educated  at  Columbia 
College,  1 6 ;  studies  medicine, 
ib. ;  becomes  the  proprietor  and 
editor  of  a  newspaper,  to  which 
his  brother  contributes,  21 ;  goes 
to  Europe,  99 ;  returns,  and  joins 
with  Washington  in  producing 
"  Knickerbocker's  History  of 
New  York,"  121 ;  goes  with  him 
to  Montreal,  122;  sails  for  Eu- 
rope, 125  ;  his  anxiety  for  Wash- 
ington's future  prospects,  147  ; 
takes  him  into  partnership,  148 ; 
travels  on  the  Continent,  185; 
his  illness,  192;  his  love  for 
the  theatre,  205  ;  excursion  in 
Wales,  213;  becomes  a  bank- 
rupt, 228 ;  publishes  a  Venetian 
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tale,  "  Giovanni  Sbogarro,"  271; 
goes  to  France,  ib. ;  engages  in 
a  steam-boat  agency,  273 ;  it  is 
troublesome  and  unproductive, 
296,  348  ;  Washington  counsels 
him  to  abandon  it,  348  ;  resides 
with  Washington  in  Paris,  368 ; 
returns  to  his  sister's  at  Bir- 
mingham, 405 ;  again  goes  to 
France,  390;  accompanies  Wash- 
ington to  Spain,  410 ;  is  obliged 
to  return  to  Paris  through  ill- 
health,  431  ;  resides  at  Havre, 
527 ;  unable  to  accompany  Wash- 
ington to  America,  550;  his 
life  in  Paris,  555 ;  his  cheerful 
philosophy,  556;  again  removes 
to  Havre,  588 ;  returns  to 
America,  600;  his  death,  624 

Irving,  Rev.  Pierre  E.,  nephew  of 
Washington,  visits  him  at  Ma- 
drid, 413;  prepares  the  materials 
of  "  Astoria,"  584  ;  comes  to  re- 
side at  Sunnyside,  and  reads 
over  the  MS.  of  the  "  Life  of 
Washington," 870;  remains  with 
Washington  Irving  until  his 
decease,  937 

Irvinsr,  Kev.  Pierre  Paris,  a 
nephew  of  Washington  Irving, 
his  early  productions,  392 

Irving,  Sarah,  mother  of  Washing- 
ton, 1 ;  parentage,  5;  marriage, 
ib.;  her  active  benevolence,  6; 
her  character,  38;  her  death, 
211 

Irving,  Sarah,  sister  of  Washing- 
ton, 1 ;  her  marriage,  133 

Irving,  Sarah,  a  niece  of  Wash- 
ington, 869 

Irving,  Theodore,  a  nephew  of 
Washington  Irving,  his  De 
Soto's  Conquest  of  Florida,  588 

Irving,  Washington,  birth,  pa- 
rentage, and  ancestry,  1 ;  early 
playfulness  of  disposition,  7,  8; 
introduction  to  his  namesake, 
the  President,  8;  his  early 
teachers,  10;  school  life,  11; 
personation  of  Juba,  ib.;  cruel 
rebuff  from  Marcia,  ib. ;  mili- 
tary ardour  inspired  by  his 


perusal  of  Hoole's  translation 
of  Orlando  Furioso,  12;  siege  of 
Valenciennes,  ib. ;  love  for  read- 
ing books  of  adventure,  13; 
meditates  running  off  to  sea,  ib.; 
cured  of  the  fancy,  14;  unlucky 
result  of  his  first  attempt  in 
rhyme,  ib. ;  his  contributions  to 
the  Weekly  Museum,  ib. ;  writes 
a  play,  ib. ;  goes  to  the  theatre 
by  stealth,  15;  takes  lessons  in 
music  and  dancing,  16;  placed 
in  a  lawyer's  office,  ib. ;  his  first 
voyage  up  the  Hudson,  17; 
enters  the  office  of  Mr.  Hoffman, 
20 ;  tendency  to  consumption, 
ib. ;  remark  of  Judge  Kent,  2 1 ; 
contributions  to  a  newspaper, 
ib. ;  the  Oldstyle  Papers,  22 ; 
makes  a  journey  to  Ogdensburg 
witli  the  Hoffmans,  ib. ;  capture 
of  a  deer,  23 ;  hardships  of  the 
journey,  24 ;  experience  of 
savage  life,  27  ;  rouses  the 
jealousy  of  an  Indian,  28;  re- 
ceives the  Indian  name  of  Vo- 
monte,  29;  effects  of  his  inter- 
course with  the  fur-traders,  ib. ; 
sent  to  Europe  for  his  health, 
31;  his  brother  William,  ib. ; 
arrival  in  France,  32  ;  narrow 
escape  from  drowning,  33  ;  resi- 
dence at  Bordeaux,  35  ;  dili- 
gence journey  from  Bordeaux 
to  Nice,  ib.;  travelling  com- 
panion, ib. ;  taken  for  an  Eng- 
lish prisoner,  36;  kindness  of 
the  French  women,  ib. ;  quarrel 
with  the  porters  at  Montpellier, 
38 ;  difficulties  about  his  pass- 
ports, 39;  visit  from  a  police 
agent,  40;  arrives  at  Nice,  41  ; 
detained  there  on  account  of  his 
passports,  42 ;  good  offices  of 
Dr.  Henry,  43;  proceeds  by  sea 
to  Genoa,  45 ;  acquaintances 
formed  there,  47  ;  introduced  to 
the  Doge,  48;  expresses  his  dis- 
taste for  politics,  49;  voyage  to 
Messina,  ib. ;  Christmas-day  at 
sea,  50;  adventure  with  pirates, 
51  ;  in  quarantine  at  Messina, 
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55;  Scylla  and  Charybdis,  57; 
Nelson's  flout,  ib.;  arrival  at 
Syracuse,  58 ;  visits  the  Ear  of 
Dionysius,  59 ;  at  :i  masquerade, 
61;  tour  in  Sicily,  C2;  night 
alarm,  64;  a  chance  entertain- 
ment, 65;  voyage  from  Palermo, 
to  Naples,  68;  deluue  of  li 
69 ;  night  ascent  of  Vesuvius,  7 1 ; 
perilous  situation,  ib. ;  journey 
to  Koine,  ib. ;  meets  Washing- 
ton Allston,  the  American 
painter,  who  urges  him  to  be- 
come an  artist,  73;  flatteringly 
received  by  Torlonia,  the 
banker,  74 ;  resistance  to  im- 
position, 75;  meets  Madame  do 
Stael,  76;  leaves  Rome,  78;  ar- 
rives at  Milan,  80;  fondness  for 
the  Opera,  ib. ;  arrives  in  Paris, 
ib. ;  his  occupations,  81  ;  pro- 
ceeds to  Rotterdam,  85;  sails 
for  England,  86 ;  arrival  in  Lon- 
don, ib. ;  remarks  on  John  Kem- 
ble,  Cooke,  and  Mrs.  Siddons,87; 
allusion  to  the  death  of  Nelson, 
90  ;  short  tour  in  England,  91. 
Irving,  Washington,  returns  to 
America,  91  ;  gay  life,  92  ; 
the  lads  of  Kilkenny,  ib.;  re- 
sumes the  study  of  the  law, 
94;  admitted  to  the  bar,  97; 
Salmagundi,  98  ;  its  success, 
100;  visit  to  Philadelphia,  101; 
his  description  of  an  election, 
105;  his  likeness,  106;  goes  to 
Virginia  to  the  trial  of  Colonel 
Burr,  107 ;  incident  of  the  locket 
of  hair,  111;  remarks  on  Burr's 
treatment,  114;  address  for  the 
opening  of  the  Park  Theatre,  116; 
death  of  his  father,  117;  joins 
with  his  brother  Peter  in  com- 
mencing "  Knickerbocker's  His- 
tory of  New  York,"  121  ;  visit  to 
Montreal,  122  ;  death  of  his 
sister  Anne,  123;  low  state  of 
his  finances,  125  ;  literary  hack 
work,  ib. ;  journey  to  Montreal, 
ib. ;  change  in  the  plan  of  the 
"History  of  New  York,"  125  ;  at- 
tachment to  Miss  Hoffman,  120  ; 


her  death,  ib. ;  its  lasting  effect 
upon  him,  127;  preparatory  ad- 
vertisements of  the  "  History  of 
York,"  133;  its  publication, 
135;  how  received,  137;  anger 
of  the  old  Dutch  families,  ib. ; 
applies  in  vain  for  an  appoint- 
ment, 139;  journey  to  Phila- 
delphia, 142;  draws  up  a  bio- 
graphy of  Campbell,  the  Bard  of 
Hope,  145  ;  anxiety  for  his  fu- 
ture prospects,  147 ;  enters  into  a 
partnership  with  his  brothers, 
Peter  and  Ebenezer,  148 ;  goes 
to  Washington  as  the  agent  of 
the  firm,  ib. ;  Mrs.  Madison's 
drawing-room,  151;  mode  of  life 
at  Washington,  1 54 ;  goes  to 
reside  with  his  friend  Brevoort, 
161;  new  edition  of  "Knicker- 
bocker," 162;  goes  on  a  com- 
mercial mission  to  Washington, 
164;  report  of  his  intended 
marriage,  166;  edits  the  "  Se- 
lect Reviews,"  169  ;  orders  a 
handsome  coat  from  England, 
ib.;  his  aversion  to  criticism, 
172,  his  feelings  on  hearing  of 
the  capture  of  Washington, 
179;  volunteers,  and  becomes 
aide  -de  -  camp  to  Governor 
Tompkins,  of  New  York,  180; 
proceeds  with  him  to  Albany, 
ib. ;  sent  on  duty  to  Sackett's 
Harbour,  181;  returns  to  civil 
life,  188;  goes  to  Philadelphia, 
ib.  ;  proposed  Mediterranean 
voyage,  with  Decatur,  aban- 
doned, 189;  goes  to  England 
instead,  190  ;  comments  on  Eng- 
lish affairs,  191;  visits  Camp- 
bell at  Sydenham,  193;  tour  in 
Wales,  194 ;  takes  charge  of  the 
business  of  the  firm  at  Liver- 
pool, 195 ;  coming  difficulties, 
197  ;  visit  to  London,  ib. ;  the- 
atrical celebrities,  198;  busi- 
ness anxieties,  200 ;  excursion, 
into  Derbyshire,  205  ;  resident 
with  the  Van  Warts,  200  ;  re- 
turns to  Liverpool,  20S ;  pro- 
posed illustration  for  the  "  His- 
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tory  of  New  York,"  209;  death 
of  his  mother,  211;  excursion  in 
Wales,  213  ;  journey  to  London, 
214;  his  "explorations"  there, 
ib. ;  attempts  to  make  arrange- 
ments for  the  publication  of 
English  works  in  America,  216; 
dinner  at  Murray's,  ib. ;  visit  to 
Scotland,  218;  stay  at  Abbots- 
ford,  220  ;  offers  from  Black- 
wood  and  Constable,  221,  222; 
prospect  of  an  official  employ- 
ment in  London,  224 ;  deter- 
mines to  make  literature  his 
profession,  227  ;  bankruptcy  of 
the  Liverpool  firm,  228,  909, ». ; 
studies  German,  229  ;  arrange- 
ment with  Moses  Thomas,  the 
Philadelphia  bookseller,  ib.  ; 
why  cancelled,  230;  the  firm 
obtain  their  certificate,  232  ; 
leaves  Liverpool,  ib. ;  comes  to 
London,  234 ;  declines  the  offer 
of  a  post  in  the  Navy  Board  at 
Washington,  237  ;  letter  to  his 
brother  Ebenezer,  explaining  his 
motives,  239;  sends  the  MS.  of 
No.  I.  of  the  "  Sketch  Book"  to 
America  for  publication,  241 ; 
its  reception,  244;  his  unfitness 
for  official  life,  247 ;  offered  the 
editorship  of  a  weekly  journal 
at  Edinburgh,  256;  declines  it, 
257;  publishes  the  "Sketch 
Book"  in  England  on  his  own 
account,  263 ;  failure  of  his 
publisher,  264 ;  the  work  trans- 
ferred to  Murray,  ib. 
Irving,  Washington,  goes  to 
France,  271  ;  engages  in  a 
steam-boat  speculation,  to  serve 
his  brother  Peter,  272;  his  bro- 
thers in  America  refuse  to 
honour  his  drafts,  273;  goes  to 
Paris,  274 ;  the  "  Sketch  Book  " 
ascribed  to  Sir  Walter  Scott,  275 ; 
success  of  his  works,  278;  cos- 
tume for  his  portrait,  280;  excur- 
sion in  Normandy,  282;  makes 
the  acquaintance  of  Thomas 
Moore,  283;  visits  the  prison  of 
Marie  Antoinette,  284;  reasons 


for  remaining  in  Europe,  285; 
dines  with  Mr.  Canning:,  286; 
visits  Talma,  288  ;  increasing 
popularity  of  his  works,  292 ;  re- 
turns to  England,  294;  goes  to 
Birmingham,  and  thence  into 
Derbyshire,  297  ;  origin  of  the 
"  Stout  Gentleman"  in  "  Brace- 
bridge  Hall,"  ib. ;  illness,  298  ; 
returns  to  London,  303 ;  sends 
Vol.  I.  of  "Bracebridge  Hall" 
to  America,  306;  sends  the 
second  volume,  309;  arranges 
with  Murray  for  its  publication 
in  England,  ib. ;  alters  the  Eng- 
lish edition  considerably,  311; 
recovers  from  his  illness,  and 
goes  freely  into  company,  ib. ; 
visit  to  Lady  Spencer,  313  ; 
meets  Rogers,  the  poet,  ib.  ; 
visit  to  Deep  Dene,  314;  lines 
written  in  the  Album  there, 
315;  goes  to  the  Continent,  317; 
lodgings  at  Amsterdam,  318; 
Aix-la-Chapelle,  ib. ;  Wisba- 
den,  320 ;  Mayence,  323 ;  Frank- 
fort, 325  ;  Heidelberg,  328  ; 
Carlsruhe,  329  ,  the  Black  Fo- 
rest, 331;  Munich,  332;  Salz- 
burg, 334 ;  Vienna,  ib. ;  the 
young  Napoleon,  335;  the  Con- 
vent of  Gottwied,  336;  Prague, 
338,  356  ;  fixes  his  residence  at 
Dresden,  339 ;  meets  an  old 
acquaintance,  ib. ;  mode  of  life, 
341  ;  extracts  from  note- books, 
342,  351;  court  fetes,  345; 
private  theatricals,  347  ;  fined 
for  firing  off  a  pistol,  352;  lines 
on  a  lady's  birthday,  354 ;  tour 
to  the  Riesen-Gebirge,  ib.  ;  fu- 
rious storm,  359 ;  return  to  Pa- 
ris, 361 ;  in  low  spirits,  and  unfit 
for  literary  work,  ib. ;  engages 
with  Howard  Payne  in  adapting 
French  plays,  362  ;  revolves 
various  literary  plans,  368  ;  ap- 
plication from  Murray,  ib.;  oc- 
cupation in  Paris,  369  ;  engages 
to  edit  a  collection  of  British 
literature,  376 ;  comes  to  Lon- 
don and  agrees  with  Murray  for 
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the  "  Tales  of  a  Traveller,"  378; 
visits  .Moore  at  Bath,  382;  goes 
again  to  France,  386  ;  "  Tales  of 
a  Traveller"  published,  389 ; 
excursion  along  the  Loire,  390  ; 
his  bachelor  establishment  de- 
scribed, 392;  hostile  criticism. 
398;  greatly  disheartened,  and 
averse  to  literary  work,  404 ;  in- 
vests money  in  the  Bolivar  cop- 
per mine,  406;  visits  Bordeaux, 
ib.;  busy  with  a  series  of  Ame- 
rican Essays,  407;  suggested 
translation  of  Navarrete,  408. 
Irving,  Washington,  goes  to  Spain, 
as  an  attache  of  the  Ameri- 
can Mission,  412;  arrives  at 
Madrid,  and  prepares  for  a  "  Life 
of  Columbus,"  ib. ;  visited  by 
his  nephew,  and  biographer, 
Pierre  E.  Irving,  413;  proposes 
to  entrust  to  him  the  superin- 
tendence of  the  printing  of  the 
work,  414;  abandons  the  idea, 
416;  his  industry  on  the  Life, 
421;  delay  in  its  completion, 
422;  its  publication,  428;  starts 
for  Cordova,  431;  his  fellow 
traveller,  432  ;  the  Alhambra, 
434;  visit  to  Gibraltar,  444; 
meets  Wilkie  at  Seville,  446; 
has  his  portrait  painted  by 
Wilkie,  447 ;  regrets  the  expul- 
sion of  the  Moors,  454;  takes 
up  his  abode  in  a  cottage  near 
Seville,  457  ;  visit  to  Palos,  462 ; 
obtains  permission  to  inspect 
the  Archives  of  the  Indies,  463; 
removes  to  Port  St.  Mary,  464  ; 
sends  the  MS.  of  the  "  Conquest 
of  Granada"  to  the  publishers, 
466 ;  declines  Murray's  offer  to 
edit  a  magazine,  467  ;  also  de- 
clines to  write  in  the  "  Quar- 
terly Review,"  as  being  hostile 
to  America,  468 ;  singular  com- 
pact with  Mr.  Hall,  475;  part  of 
the  MS.  of  the  "Conquest  of 
Granada"  sent  to  America  in 
duplicate,  which  causes  delay  in 
the  publication,  477;  other  lite- 
rary projects,  which  are  but  par- 
VOL.  IV.  3  T 


tially  carried  out,  482,  484  ;  love 
for  children,  487;  sojourn  in  the 
Alhambra,  489  ;  apppointed 
Secretary  of  Legation  at  Lon- 
don, 497;  leaves  Granada,  503; 
journey  through  Spain, 
arrives  in  London,  507 ;  first 
impressions  of  official  life,  508; 
undertakes  to  make  bargains  in 
America  for  Moore  and  Godwin, 
510;  contemplates  a  "Life  of 
Washington,"  514;  receives  the 
gold  medal  of  the  Royal  Society 
of  Literature,  516;  receives  the 
degree  of  LL.D.  from  the  Uni- 
versity of  Oxford,  518;  writes 
an  article  in  the  "  Quarterly 
Review,"  explanatory  of  the 
"  Conquest  of  Granada,"  520 ; 
goes  to  France,  ib. ;  visits  his 
sister  at  Birmingham,  521 ;  pre- 
sented at  Court,  523 ;  scene 
with  John  Randolph,  ib. ;  be- 
gins to  tire  of  official  life,  525 ; 
becomes  charge  d'affaires,  533  ; 
retires  from  the  legation,  534; 
last  meeting  with  Sir  Walter 
Scott,  ib. ;  visit  to  Barlborough 
Hall,  535;  Newstead  Abbey, 
536,  538  ;  edits  Bryant's  poems, 
544 ;  arrangements  for  the  pub- 
lication of  "  Tales  of  the  Alham- 
bra," 548,  550;  proceeds  to 
Havre  to  take  leave  of  his 
brother  Peter,  550 ;  voyage  to 
America,  551  ;  arrival  at  New- 
York,  ib. ;  entertained  at  a 
public  dinner,  ib. ;  his  speech, 
552  ;  writes  in  the  "  North 
American  Review,"  559 ;  visit 
to  Washington,  560  ;  interview 
with  General  Jackson,  ib. ;  de- 
clines a  public  dinner  at  Phila- 
delphia, 561  ;  meeting  with  old 
friends,  562 ;  pays  a  visit  to 
Boston,  564 ;  tour  to  the  White 
Mountains,  ib. ;  visits  Saratoga, 
565  ;  change  in  his  travelling 
plans,  566;  tour  through  Ohio, 
567;  voyage  on  the  Mississippi, 
572  ;  New  Orleans,  ib. ;  stay  at 
Washington,  573 ;  tour  in  Vir- 
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ginia,  577  ;  visits  the  scene  of 
the  story  of  Kip  Van  Winkle, 
578  ;  answer  to  a  letter  on  that 
subject,  579;  losses,  580;  first 
notion  of  "  Astoria,"  582  ;  de- 
clines mingling  in  politics,  585  ; 
literary  plans,  ib. ;  "  Tour  on 
the  Prairies"  published,  586 ; 
becomes  a  bank  director,  588 ; 
the  "  Crayon  Miscellany,"  ib. ; 
resides  at  Hellgate  with  Mr. 
Astor,  593 ;  begins  to  build  a 
Dutch  cottage,  ib. ;  investment 
in  Indian  lands,  599 ;  newspaper 
attacks,  605,  607  ;  reply,  606, 
608  ;  "  Adventures  of  Captain 
Bonneville"  published,  614;  pre- 
sent at  the  booksellers'  dinner 
at  New  York,  615  ;  profession 
of  political  faith,  618  ;  declines 
to  be  a  candidate  for  a  munici- 
pal office,  622  ;  also  declines  the 
offer  of  the  post  of  Secretary  of 
the  Navy,  ib. ;  death  of  his 
brother  Peter,  624 ;  his  landed 
investments  unproductive,  625 ; 
commences  a  work  on  the  Con- 
quest of  Mexico,  626 ;  resigns  it 
in  favour  of  Mr.  Prescott,  627  ; 
his  proposed  mode  of  treating 
the  subject,  632;  becomes  a 
contributor  to  the  "Knicker- 
bocker," a  New  York  magazine, 
634 ;  the  question  of  interna- 
tional copyright,  636;  biography 
of  Goldsmith,  640  ;  biography  of 
Margaret  Davidson,  ib. ;  visit  of 
Louis  Clark,  641 ;  journey  in 
the  coal  region  of  Pennsylvania, 
647,  illness,  648;  the  "Life  of 
Washington  "  commenced,  650 ; 
appointed  minister  to  the  Court 
of  Spain,  651 ;  his  diplomatic  fa- 
mily, 655  ;  presides  at  the  Dick- 
ens dinner,  656 ;  visits  Washing- 
ton, 657  ;  declines  a  public  din- 
ner, 660;  sails  for  Europe,  661. 
Irving,  Washington,  arrives  in 
London,  ib. ;  presented  to  the 
Queen,  663;  resides  with  Mr. 
Bandinel  in  the  cloisters  of 
Westminster  Abbey,  ib. ;  meets 


Rogers  and  Moore,  664;  Li- 
terary Fund  dinner,  ib. ;  at- 
tends the  fancy  ball  at  the 
Palace,  666  ;  goes  to  Havre, 
667  ;  stay  at  Paris,  668 ;  pre- 
sented to  the  King  at  Neuilly, 
669  ;  dines  at  the  British  Em- 
bassy, 670 ;  journey  through 
France,  674  ;  arrival  at  Madrid, 
675  ;  his  household,  676  ;  visit 
from  the  Duke  of  Gor,  ib  ;  au- 
dience with  Espartero,  the  Re- 
gent, 677;  reception  by  the 
Queen,  678  ;  account  of  his  daily 
life  in  Madrid,  680 ;  prepares  to 
revise  his  various  works,  682 ; 
sketch  of  Spanish  politics  and 
history,  684 ;  change  of  resi- 
dence, 693  ;  mode  of  life,  695  ; 
interview  with  the  Queen,  699  ; 
renewed  attacks  on  his  works, 
702;  reply,  705;  illness,  711; 
political  convulsions,  714  ;  Ma- 
drid in  a  state  of  siege,  715 
draws  up  a  diplomatic  note  in 
behalf  of  the  Queen  and  her  sis- 
ter, 720 ;  his  anxiety  on  the 
subject,  721 ;  grand  scene  at  the 
Palace,  721 ;  visit  to  the  Duch- 
ess of  Victoria,  725  ;  excursion 
to  France  in  search  of  health. 
726 ;  stays  at  Versailles  with 
his  niece,  Mrs.  Storrow,  ib. ;  re- 
moves to  Paris,  727  ;  visits  the 
Opera,  728 ;  meets  Rogers,  730 ; 
returns  to  Madrid,  731 ;  still  in 
ill  health  and  incapable  of  lite- 
rary work,  733  ;  iresh  troubles 
in  the  Palace,  734;  death  of  the 
Infanta  Luisa  Carlota,  736  ;  re- 
turn of  the  Queen  Regent,  739  ; 
court  ceremonies,  745;  improve- 
ment in  his  health,  746 ;  diplo- 
matic dinners,  ib. ;  journey  to 
Barcelona,  752 ;  audience  of  the 
Queen,  755 ;  obtains  leave  of 
absence,  757 ;  voyage  to  Mar- 
seilles, 758 ;  taking  a  likeness, 
759 ;  passes  through  France, 
760;  visits  his  sister  at  Bir- 
mingham, ib.;  returns  to  France. 
761 ;  interview  with  King  Louis 
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Philippe,  ib. -,  returns  to  Madrid, 
762:  ball  at  the  hotel  of  (i 
Narvacz,  763;  royal  banquets 
and  concerts,  764, 765  ;  moralis- 
ings  in  a  palace,  ib.  ,  regular 
course  of  life,  768;  his  - 
second  birthday,  ib. ;  reminis- 
cences of  Switzerland,  769;  goes 
to  Paris,  772;  sends  in  his  re- 
signation, ib. ;  visits  England, 
ib.;  remarks  on  the  Oregon 
question,  773;  returns  to  Ma- 
drid, ib. ;  crisis  after  the  banish- 
ment of  Narvaez,  775;  complains 
to  M.  Isturiz  of  articles  in  the 
Madrid  Gazette,  copied  from 
English  papers,  777;  arrival  of 
his  successor,  General  Saunders, 
778;  presents  his  letters  of  re- 
cal,  ib. ;  reaches  London,  779  ; 
returns  to  New  York,  ib. 
Irving,  "Washington,  returns  to 
Sunnyside,  779 ;  makes  additions 
to  the  buildings,  780  ;  sets  about 
preparing  a  complete  edition  of 
his  works,  ib. ;  return  of  illness, 
782 ;  resumes  his  literary  la- 
bours, 784;  the  "Moorish  Chro- 
nicles," 788  ;  a  troublesome  sad- 
dle-horse, 791  ;  completion  of 
the  improvements  at  Sunnyside, 
793,  795  ;  engaged  on  his  "  Life 
of  Washington,"  798  ;  visits 
New  York,  799  ;  the  Opera,  800 ; 
ghost  stories,  and  their  explana- 
tion, 801  ;  a  railway  grievance, 
ib. ;  agrees  with  Putnam  to 
prepare  revised  copies  of  all  his 
works  for  publication,  803  ; 
"  Knickerbocker,"  the  first  of 
the  series,  issued,  804 ;  its 
hearty  reception,  805  ;  Schaef- 
fer's  Christus  Consolator,  806  ; 
joins  the  Episcopal  Church,  807; 
engaged  on  a  "Life  of  Ma- 
homet," 808 ;  unprecedented  sale 
of  the  revised  edition,  809 ; 
'•Life  of  Goldsmith"  hastily 
•written,  812 ;  effect  of  the  steam- 
whistle,  820;  remarks  on  Tick- 
nor's  "  History  of  Spanish 
Literature,"  821;  search  for  an  i 


old  Spanish  play,  £22 ;  serious 
indisposition,  824 ;  Jenny  Lind, 
825 ;  letter  to  Jesse  Mcrwin, 
828 ;  his  last  portrait,  829 ; 
Sunnyside  possessed  of  seven 
devils,  831 ;  letters  on  infringe- 
ment of  copyright,  832  ;  expla- 
nation, 833,  n.  ;  letter  on  por- 
traits of  Columbus,  837;  visit 
to  Saratoga,  844 ;  cheerful  so- 
ciety, 847 ;  visit  to  New  York, 
851;  at  New  York,  on  his  way 
to  Baltimore,  853 ;  at  a  ball,  ib. ; 
meets  Thackeray,  854;  goes  to 
the  President's  levee,  856  ;  at 
work  among  the  archives  at 
Washington,  857;  a  remark- 
able present,  ib. ;  table-turning, 
858 ;  the  Empress  Eugenie  and 
her  family,  860 ;  returns  to 
Sunnyside,  861;  sketch  by  Wil- 
kie,  864  ;  excursion  to  Balti- 
more, 869  ;  to  Niagara,  873; 
purchases  a  piece  of  ground  for 
a  "family  resting-place,"  876; 
declines  an  invitation  for  a  tour 
with  ex-President  Fillmore,  880; 
his  seventy-first  birthday,  882  ; 
visit  to  N.  P.  Willis,  884;  story 
of  Moore  and  Nugee,  the  tailor, 
885  ;  theatrical  gossip,  888  ; 
advice  as  to  education,  889 ; 
"  Wolfert's  Roost "  published, 
890  ;  declines  attending  a 
literary  dinner  at  Philadel- 
phia, 899  ;  publication  of 
Vol.  I.  of  the  "  Life  of  Wash- 
ington," 892  ;  painful  accident, 
893 ;  letter  from  Bancroft  on 
the  Life,  895;  resolves  in  con- 
sequence to  complete  the  work, 
896;  visits  the  scene  of  the 
battle  of  White  Plains,  897  ; 
publication  of  Vol.  II.,  901; 
pressure  on  his  mind,  905; 
publication  of  Vol.  III.,  907; 
progress  of  Vol.  IV.,  915; 
remarks  on  Tuckerman's  "  Bi- 
ographical Essays,"  916  ;  Vol. 
IV.  published,  917;  letters 
from  Prescott  and  Motley,  918  ; 
.1  literary  harvest,  921  ;  grow- 
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ing  infirmities,  922 ;  his  75th 
birthday,  925  ;  letter  to  Ban- 
croft, 926 ;  difficulties  with  Vol. 
V.,  931 ;  illness,  932 ;  failing 
memory,  933  ;  continued  indis- 
position, 935  ;  spasms  and  sleep- 
less nights,  937  ;  his  health  im- 
proves, 939 ;  still  working  at 
Vol.  V.,  940  ;  distressing  short- 
ness of  breath,  942  ;  Vol.  V. 
finished,  947  ;  his  seventh-sixth 
birthday,  ib.  ;  sleepless  nights, 
951  ;  goes  to  New  York  to  see 
Church's  picture  of  the  Heart  of 
the  Andes,  953;  parting  with 
Mr.  Kemble,  954;  his  last  days, 
956  ;  declines  a  formidable 
visit,  ib. ;  attack  on  a  passage 
of  his  "  Life  of  Washington," 
by  the  "  Charleston  Mercury," 
959 ;  a  strange  visitor,  961  ; 
bad  nights,  963  ;  story  of  a 
camp-meeting,  964;  visit  from 
Mr.  Willis,  969 ;  last  visit  to 
New  York,  971 ;  visit  from  Mr. 
Tilton,  ib.  ;  troubled  for  his 
autograph,  974 ;  last  interview 
with  a  stranger,  975 ;  attends 
church  for  the  last  time,  ib. ; 
death,  976  ;  honours  paid  to  his 
memory,  977  ;  the  funeral,  ib. : 
his  character,  979  ;  provisions  of 
his  will,  981  ;  sums  realised  for 
his  copyrights  in  England,  982  ; 
sums  realised  for  the  same  in 
the  United  States,  ib. 

Irving,  William,  father  of  Wash- 
ington, 1;  his  ancestry,  2;  his 
occupation  and  marriage,  5; 
pointed  out  as  a  rebel,  and  Bri- 
tish troops  quartered  on  him, 
ib.  ;  residence  in  New  York 
during  the  British  occupation, 
ib. ;  certificate  of  his  "  Whig 
principles,"  6 ;  his  stern  treat- 
ment of  his  children,  7  ;  a  rigid 
Presbyterian,  ib. ;  his  children 
become  Episcopalians ,  9 ;  his 
death,  119 

Irving,  William,  brother  of  Wash- 
ington, 1  ;  his  character,  3  ; 
sends  Washington  to  Europe 


for  his  health,  ib. ;  remonstrates 
with  him  on  his  haste  to  leave 
Italy,  78  ;  joins  in  the  publica- 
tion of  "  Salmagundi,"  99 ;  be- 
comes a  member  of  Congress, 
186;  endeavours  to  procure  offi- 
cial employment  for  Washing- 
ton, 224,  237;  his  disappoint- 
ment at  Washington's  determi- 
nation to  remain  in  Europe, 
238 ;  his  over  anxiety,  249 ;  his 
death,  303 

Irvington,  the  name  bestowed  in 
compliment  on  the  village  and 
station  of  Dearman,near  Sunny- 
side,  833 

Irwin,  William  de,  grant  of  Ro- 
bert Bruce  to,  2 

Irwyn,  Sir  Thomas  de,  4 

Isabella,  Queen  of  Spain,  Wash- 
ington Irving's  reception  by, 
678 ;  her  behaviour  when  the 
Palace  was  attacked,  688  ;  an- 
other threatened  attack  averted, 
718;  preparations  to  declare 
her  of  age,  721  ;  scene  with 
M.  Olozaga,  734;  journey  to 
Barcelona,  752;  at  a  ball  at  the 
hotel  of  General  Narvaez,  763 

Isturiz,  M.,  his  difficulty  in  com- 
pleting an  administration,  775 

Italy,  Washington  Irving's  tour 
in,  45 

J. 

Jackson,  General,  remarks  on  his 
election  as  President,481  ;Wash- 
ington  Irving's  interview  with, 
560 

James,  G.  P.  R.,  letter  of,  643; 
his  visit  to  Sunnyside,  823 

James  the  Lawman,  an  ancestor 
of  Washington  Irving,  4 

Jarvis,  the  painter,  his  popularity, 
158 

Jeifrey,  Francis,  his  visit  to  Ame- 
rica, 173;  his  character  con- 
trasted with  that  of  Scott,  174; 
his  friendly  reception  of  Wash- 
ington Irving  in  Scotland,  219 

Jenny  Lind,  Washington  Irving's 
opinion  of,  824 
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John,  a  German  lad,  set  forward 
in  lit'u  by  Washington  Irving, 
568 

Johnson,  Sir  William,  his  Hall  at 
.Johnstown,  17 

Johnstown,  Washington  Irving's 
visits  to,  17,  20 

•I.  S.,  a  newspaper  assailant 
of  Washington  Irving,  ''.of. 

Juba,  personation  of,  by  Washing- 
ton Irving,  at  school,  1 1 

K. 

Kcan,  Washington  Irving's  opinion 
of,  199 

Keith,  Sir  Robert,  3 

Kemble,  Gertrude,  marries  J.  K. 
Paulding,  94 

Kemble,  Gouverneur,  an  early 
friend  of  Washington  Irving,  92; 
removes  to  Philadelphia,  94;  es- 
tablishes an  iron  foundry,  270 ; 
visited  by  Washington  Irving, 
563,  883;  their  last  meeting,  954 

Kemble,  John,  remarks  on,  87,  925 

Kemble,  Peter,  one  of  the  "  Nine 
Worthies,"  92 

Kennedy,  Rev.  Rann,  account  of, 
208 

Kenney,  the  dramatist,  291;  his 
play  of  the  "  Alcaid,"  386  ;  his 
tragedy  not  accepted,  530 

Kent,  Judge,  his  forebodings  as  to 
Washington  Irving,  21  ;  pre- 
sides at  a  public  dinner  given  to 
him  thirty  years  afterwards,  552 

Kent,  the  Rev.  Mr.,  5 

Kilkenny,  the  Lads  of,  92 

Kilmaster,  Mrs.  Ann,  an  early 
teacherof  Washington  Irving,  10 

King,  Charles,  President  of  the 
Columbia  College,  195 

Kirkpatrick,  Mr.,  grandfather  of 
the  Empress  Eugenie,  an  ac- 
quaintance of  Washington  Ir- 
ving, 860 

Knickerbocker's  History  of  New 
York,  devised  as  a  burlesque 
on  Mitchell'*  "  Picture  of  New 
York,"  121;  the  plan  altered, 
125;  preparatory  notices,  133; 
publication,  135;  how  received, 


137;  anger  of  the  old  Dutch 
families,  ib.  ;  translated  into 
French,  150;  quoted  as  a  serious 
work  in  a  (icrman  edition  of 
-  Thucydides,"  806 

Knickerbocker,  a  New  York  ma- 
gazine; Washington  Irving  be- 
comes a  contributor,  634 

Kossuth,  character  of,  840 


La  belle  Katrina,  323,  324 

Lamb,  Lady  Caroline,  notice  of, 
269,  379 

Land  purchases,  Washington  Ir- 
ving's, usually  unlucky,  625, 
637;  the  only  exception,  618 

Languages,  remarks  on  the  acqui- 
sition of,  402 

Lanman,  Charles,  letter  of  advice 
to,  798 ;  his  "  Day  with  Wash- 
ington Irving,"  916 

Leffingwell,  Mr.,  his  narrow  escape 
from  drowning,  33 ;  commits 
suicide,  34 

Legends  of  the  Conquest  of 
Spain  published,  590 

Leggett,  W.,  his  attacks  on 
Washington  Irving,  607  ;  reply 
of  the  latter,  608 

Leslie,  an  early  acquaintance  of 
Washington  Irving,  235 ;  his 
illustrations  of  the  "  History  of 
New  York,"  210,  230;  his  addi- 
tional designs  for  Knickerbock- 
er, 278;  his  joint  housekeeping 
with  Powell,  300;  becomes  a 
professor  at  West  Point,  575  ; 
resigns  the  post  shortly  after,  ib. 

Liberality  of  an  English  banker 
to  French  prisoners,  370 

Life,  diplomatic,  at  Madrid,  680, 
748 

Life  in  the  King's  Bench,  843 

Lisbon,  on  the  St.  Lawrence, 
Washington  Irving's  encounter 
with  an  Indian  at,  28 

Literary  Fund  dinner,  Washing- 
ton Irving's  nervousness  about 
his  speech  at  the,  665 

Literary  mystifications,  remark 
on,  485 
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Livingstone,  Mr.,  Washington  Ir- 
ving placed  in  the  office  of,  20 

Livingstone,  J.  H.  secretary  to  the 
Madrid  mission,  751 

Lizzie,  a  Scotch  maid-servant,  her 
introduction  of  Washington  Ir- 
ving to  his  namesake,  the  Pre- 
sident, 10 

Lockhart,Mr.,  his  notices  of  Wash- 
ingten  Irving's  works,  263,  269 ; 
his  high  opinion  of  the  "  Con- 
quest of  Granada,"  476 

Longfellow,  H.  W.,  visits  Wash- 
ington Irving  in  Spain,  420;  his 
account  of  his  laborious  industry, 
421 ;  story  of  the  acrostic,  961 

Longman  &  Co.,  the  publishers, 
Washington  Irving's,  negotia- 
tions with,  216 

Longworth,  David,  the  publisher 
of  "  Salmagundi,"  99  ;  his  pro- 
fits, 101 

Louis  XVI.,  odd  remark  on  the 
execution  of,  12 

Louis  XVIIL,  death  of,  390 

Louis  Napoleon  pays  a  visit  to 
Washington  Irving,  616;  his 
coup  d'e'tat,  839  ;  his  marriage 
procession,  862 

Louis  Philippe,  King  of  the  French, 
Washington  Irving  presented 
to,  669 

Luisa,  the  Infanta,  681,  686;  her 
conduct  during  the  attack  on 
the  Palace,  688 

Luisa  Carlota,  the  Infanta,  her 
death,  736 

Luque,  Count  of,  a  descendant  of 
Gonzalvo  of  Cordova,  502 ;  his 
friendly  conduct  to'Washington 
Irving,  ib. 

Luttrell,  Mr.  ban  mot  of,  292 

Lyttleton,  Lady,  her  inquiry 
about  the  authorship  of  the 
"  Sketch  Book,"  275 

M. 

McC ,  his  idea  of  a  revolution, 

520 

McCall,  Dick,  how  dubbed  a 
knight,  93  ;  American  vice- 
consul  at  Gibraltar,  445 


McLane,  Mr.,  the  American  Mi- 
nister in  London,  500,  508  ;  his 
recal,  518,  531 

Madison,  Mrs.,  her  drawing-room, 
151  ;  her  friendliness  to  Wash- 
ington Irving,  156 

Madison,  President,  151,  179 

Madrid,  diplomatic  life  in,  680, 
748;  state  of  siege,  715;  the 
palace,  722;  the  Prado,  770  ; 
environs  of  the  city,  ib. 

Magnus  V.,  last  Norwegian  Earl 
of  Orkney,  4 

Mahomet  and  his  Successors 
published,  816  ;  its  tone  between 
biography  and  chronicle,  817 

Mameluke,  Washington  Irving 
passed  off  as  a,  in  France,  37 

Man  of  genius,  how  to  treat  a, 
965 

Marcia  declines  the  attentions  of 
Washington  Irving  when  a  boy, 
11 

Marriages,  improvident,  Washing- 
ton Irving's  remarks  on,  126 

Martin,  an  English  artist,  takes 
the  last  portrait  of  Washington 
Irving,  829 ;  Willis's  remarks, 
830 

Masterton,  Mr., Washington  Irving 
placed  in  the  office  of,  17 

Mason,  Provost,  of  Columbia  Col- 
lege, 165 

Mathews,  the  comedian,  his 
powers  of  entertainment,  316; 
hoax  played  on,  by  Washington 
Irving,  549 

Mayence  described,  322 

Medal  of  the  Royal  Society  of  Lite- 
rature bestowed  on  Washington 
Irving,  516 ;  stolen,  and  fur- 
tively returned,  5 1 7 

Mediums,  Washington  Irving's 
opinion  of,  964 

Medwin,  Captain,  his  account  of 
Lord  Byron,  372 

Mercer,  Colonel,  ascends  Vesuvius 
with  Washington  Irving,  71 ; 
meets  him  again  in  Paris,  80 

Messina,  Washington  Irving  ar- 
rives at,  54 

Mexico,  Washington  Irving  com- 
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mences  a  work  on,  626;  resigns 
the  subject  to  Mr.  Prescott,  i',-27 ; 
proposed  mode  of  treatment,  632 

Mexico,  the  war  with,  remarks  on, 
776 

Milan,  Washington  Irving's  disap- 
pointment at,  79 

Miller,  thepublisherofthe  "Sketch 
Book,"  263 ;  his  failure,  264 

Mills,  Frank,  a  friend  of  Washing- 
ton Irving,  513;  hoax  played  on 
him  by  Irving,  549 

Mina,  Madame,  governess  of  the 
Queen  of  Spain,  678 

Mitchell,  Dr.  Samuel,  his  "Pic- 
ture of  New  York"  burlesqued, 
121 

Montijo,  the  Countess,  mother  of 
the  Empress  Eugenie,  an  ac- 
quaintance of  Washington  Ir- 
ving, 860 

Montreal,  Washington  Irving's 
visits  to,  29,  123,  125 

Moore,  Thomas,  makes  the  ac- 
quaintance of  Washington  Ir- 
ving, 283;  a  merry  party  at 
Moore's  apartments,  287  ;  his 
return  to  England,  305  ;  his 
Lives  of  Sheridan  and  Byron, 
485;  Washington  Irving  assists 
him  in  getting  his  works  pub- 
lished in  America,  511  ;  do- 
mestic embarrassments,  664  ; 
his  death,  842 ;  Washington  Ir- 
ving's generous  defence  of  his 
memory,  885,  n ;  story  of  Moore 
and  Nugee,  ib. 

Moorish  Chronicles,  a  favourite 
project  with  Washington  Ir- 
ving, 484,  788 ;  only  partially 
carried  out,  484 

Moors,  regret  at  their  expulsion 
from  Spain,  454 

Morier,  Mr.,  his  acquaintance  with 
Washington  Irving,  339 

Morning  Chronicle,  an  American 
daily  paper,  Washington  Ir- 
ving's contributions  to,  21 

Morpeth,  Lord,  his  visit  to  Ame- 
rica, 650 

Mountjoy,  an  unfinished  narra- 
tive, 892 


Mount  Vernon,  visit  to,  856 
Munich,  its  many  advantages,  332 
Murray,  John,  the  publisher, 
\yashington  Irving's  acquaint- 
ance with,  215;  undertakes  the 
publication  of  the  '•  Sketch 
Book,"  264;  his  drawing-room, 
266  ;  publishes  the  "  History  of 
New  York,"  278 ;  libi-rally  in- 
creases his  payment  for  the 
"  Sketch  Book,"  278,  292 ;  pub- 
lishes "  Bracebridge  Hall,"  309; 
also  the  "  Tales  of  a  Traveller," 
389  ;  and  the  "  Life  of  Colum- 
bus," 428;  offers  Washington 
Irving  the  editorship  of  a  ma- 
gazine, and  employment  on  the 
"  Quarterly  Review,"  467,468; 
publishes  the  "Conquest  of  Gra- 
nada," 485  ;  declines  to  publish 
Bryant's  Poems,  543  ;  pub- 
lishes "Voyages  of  the  Com- 
panions of  Columbus,"  530 ; 
publishes  "  Abbotsford  and 
Newstead,"  589 ;  letter  on  the 
copyright  question,  833 
Music  and  dancing,  a  knowledge 
of,  acquired  by  stealth  by  Wash- 
ington Irving,  16 

N. 

Naples,  Washington  Irving's  visit 
to,  71 

Napoleon,  the  young,  at  the 
theatre,  335 

Narvaez,  General,  offers  an  escort 
to  the  Duchess  of  Victoria,  725 ; 
ball  at  his  hotel,  763  ;  his  posi- 
tion perilous,  766  ;  his  downfal, 
774 

Navarrete,  M.,  his  "  Voyage  of 
Columbus,"  411  ;  Washington 
Irving  accused  of  having  insuf- 
ficiently acknowledged  his  obli- 
gations to,  702  ;  reply,  706,  808 

Nelson,  Washington  Irviug's  re- 
marks on  the  fleet  under,  57 ; 
notice  of  his  death,  90 

Nelson,  Mr.,  his  Virginian  hospi- 
tality, 878 

Newspaper  attacks  on  Washington 
Irving,  398,  605,  607,  959 
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Newstead  Abbej-,  visit  to,  537 

Newton,  Stuart,  the  American 
engraver,  account  of,  236  ;  his 
account  of  the  banquet  to  Wash- 
ington Irving  at  New  York,  554 

New  York,  Washington  Irving 
born  at,  1 ;  description  of  the 
home  of  his  boyhood,  7  ;  society 
of,  in  1S06,  92  ;  apprehension 
of  an  attack  from  England.  180; 
public  dinner  to  Washington  Ir- 
ving at,  551;  the  great  fire  of 
1835,  595;  state  of  the  city  in 
1847,  794  ;  "History  of,"  '  See 
"  Knickerbocker." 

New  York  American,  Washing- 
ton Irving's  letter  in  the,  612 

Nice.  Washington  Irving  detained 
at,  on  account  of  his  passport, 
41 

Nicholson,  John,  a  sailor,  his 
letters,  195,  291;  his  liking  for 
Washington  Irving,  499  ;  his 
European  tour,  530 

Nine  Worthies,  the,  a  jovial  set 
of  early  acquaintances  of  Wash- 
ington Irving,  92 

Normandy,  excursion  in,  282 

North  American,  the  "Life  of 
Columbus"  reviewed  by  Everett 
in  the,  486 

Northumbrian  coast,  Washington 
Irving's  voyage  along  the,  218 

North- West  Fur  Company,  effect 
of  intercourse  with  its  clerks 
and  traders  on  Washington 
Irving,  29 

Norton,  Hon.  Mrs.,  known  to 
Washington  Irving,  944 

Nugee,  introduced  by  Mr.  Irving 
to  Tom  Moore,  885,  n. ;  anec- 
dotes of,  885,  886 

0. 

Odenwald,  scenery  of  the.  326 
O'Donnell,  General,  revolt  of,  687 
Ogden,  Mr.,  Washington  Irving's 

journey  with,  to  Oswegatchie, 

22,  30 
Ogden,  Henry,  mischance  to,  92  ; 

goes  to  China,  96 ;  becomes  a 

lawyer,  226 


Ogdensburg,  Washington  Irving's 
visits  to,  22,  30 

Ogilvie,  James,  his  lectures,  their 
effect  in  America,  213 

Oldstyle,  Jonathan,  a  nom  de 
plume  of  Washington  Irving.  21 

Oldstyle  Papers,  republished  with- 
out the  author's  consent,  22 

Olozaga,  M.,  his  dismissal  from 
office/734 

O'Neil,  Miss,  Washington  Irving's 
high  opinion  of,  198 

Opera,  Washington  Irving's  fond- 
ness for  the,  80,  799,  800 

Oregon  treaty,  proposal  for  com- 
memorating, 694 

Orkney,  settlement  of  the  Irvings 
in,  3  ;  visit  to  Shapinsha,  913 

Orleans,  Duke  of,  chosen  King  of 
the  French,  520 

Orme,  Mr.,  negotiation  of  Wash- 
ington Irving  with,  216 

Oswegatchie.     See  Ogdensburg 

P. 

Palermo,  Washington  Irving 
makes  the  voyage  from,  to 
Naples,  in  a  fruit  boat,  68;  risk 
incurred,  ib. 

Palmeria,  Baron,  his  hospitality  to 
Washington  Irving,  66 

Palmerston.  Lord,  his  character  as 
given  by  William  IV.,  533 

Palos,  journey  to,  463 ;  informa- 
tion about  Columbus  obtained, 
464 

Paris,  improvements  in,  under  the 
Empire,  83 ;  changes  in,  after 
the  Restoration,  274 :  after  the 
Revolution  of  1830,  520 

Paris,  Daniel,  brother-in-law  of 
Washington  Irving,  17 

Park  Theatre,  New  York,  opening 
address  by  Washington  Irving, 
116 

Passports,  Washington  Irving's 
involve  him  with  the  French 
police,  39,  42 

Pasta,  Madame,  notice  of,  373 

Paulding,  James  K.,  a  friend  of 
Washington  Irving,  14,  92  ; 
joins  him  in  bringing  out  "  Sal- 
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magundi,"  99 ;  contributes  to  the 
Analectic  Magazine,  172;  writes 
in  tlu-  American  Naval  Chro- 
nicle, 202;  advises  Washington 
Irving  to  disregard  "  the  squibs 
and  crackers  of  criticism,"  405  ; 
his  "Lion  of  the  West,"  529 

Payne,  John  Howard,  the  Ameri- 
can actor,  appears  at  Drury 
Lane,  205;  leaves  England,  287; 
his  life  in  Paris,  288;  he  and 
Washington  Irving  employed  in 
adapting  French  plays,  362 ;  his 
three-act  comedy,  527 

Peel,  Sir  Robert,  his  cordiality  to 
Washington  Irving,  663 

Pensive  Petronius,  a  sobriquet  of 
Mr.  Hoffman,  94 

Peters,  Dr.,  attends  on  Washing- 
ton Irving  in  his  last  illness, 
932,  966 

Petrie,  Mr.  George,  his  table  of 
the  Irving  pedigree,  4 

Philadelphia,  description  of  society 
at,  102  ;  the  people  much  given 
to  "  the  sin  of  punning,"  ib. 

Picaroons,  or  Mediterranean  pi- 
rates, adventure  with,  51 

Pierce,  President,  inauguration  of, 
863 

Pilgrim's  Progress,  reading  of,  the 
only  recreation  allowed  in  Wil- 
liam Irving's  family,  7 

Pindar  Cockloft,  a  sobriquet  of 
William  Irving,  99 

Pinzon,  Senor,  a  descendant  of 
the  companion  of  Columbus, 
4G4 

Plaindealer,  The,  Washington  Ir- 
ving attacked  in,  607 

Poland,  notice  of  the  Revolution 
of  1830  in,  531 

Political  faith,  Washington  Ir- 
ving's, 619 

Politics,  Washington  Irving's  aver- 
sion to,  49,  105,  58 j,  621 

Pourtales,  Count,  a  companion  of 
Washington  Irving  in  his  tour 
on  the  Prairies. 

Powell,  IVter,  his  mystification 
about  Washington  Irving's  por- 
trait, 280;  his  joint  housekeep- 
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ing  with  Leslie,  300;  his  return 
from  Italy,  523  ;  bis  comic 
powers,  550 

Prado,  the,  its  pleasant  groups, 
770 

Prague,  grand  religious  fete  at,  356 

Prairies,  Tour  on  the,  published, 
586;  well  received,  587 

Presbyterianism  of  the  sourest  sort 
enforced  by  William  Irving,  sen., 
8;  abandoned  by  his  children,  9 

Prescott,  Mr., correspondence  with 
Washington  Irving,  as  to  the 
Conquest  of  Mexico,  627,  629  ; 
on  international  copywright, 
637;  his  death,  942 

Preston,  W.  C.,  a  companion  of 
Washington  Irving,  his  indo- 
lent habits,  223  ;  as  Senator  of 
the  United  States  moves  the 
confirmation  of  Irving's  diplo- 
matic appointment,  652 

Prince,  Samuel,  executors  of,  6 

Private  theatricals  at  Dresden, 
347,  351 

Publishing  trade,  its  low  state  in 
1831,  537  ;  again  in  1858,  923 

Punning,  the  people  of  Philadel- 
phia said  to  be  much  given  to, 
102 

Putnam  brings  out  a  revised  edi- 
tion of  the  works  of  Washing- 
ton Irving,  804 ;  fresh  arrange- 
ment with,  922 

Q. 

Quarantine,  Washington  Irving's 
opinion  of,  54  • 

Quarterly  Review,  Washington 
Irving  declines  to  write  in  the, 
on  the  ground  of  its  hostility  to 
America,  468 ;  afterwards  writes 
two  articles,  520 ;  this  made  the 
ground  of  a  newspaper  attack 
in  America,  703 

R. 

Railway  near  Sunnyside,  a  griev- 
ance to  Washington  Irving,  801 

Randolph,  John,  foreman  of  the 
jiniMil  jury  on  the  trial  of 
Colonel  Burr,  109 ;  much  no- 
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ticed  in  England,  312;  American 
minister  at  St.  Petersburg,  523; 
his  strange  costume  when  pre- 
sented at  St.  James's,  ib. ;  his 
behaviour  there,  524 

Reform  Bill  of  1831,  notice  of, 
532 

Eenwick,  James,  a  youthful  pro- 
fessor, 164 

Renwick,  Mrs.,  history  of,  152 

Republican  institutions,  Washing- 
ton Irving's  opinion  of,  619 

Revised  edition  of  Washington 
Irving's  works,  unprecedented 
sale  of,  809 

Revolution  in  France,  of  1830, 
notice  of,  520 

Rich,  O.,  American  consul  at 
Madrid,  his  extensive  library, 
412 

Richelieu,  a  play,  unsuccessful, 
367 

Richmond,  Virginia,  Washington 
Irving's  visit  to,  107 ;  society 
there,  113 

Riesen  Gebirge,  excursion  to  the, 
354 

Robertson,  Mr.  James,  of  Kirk- 
wall,  on  the  Irving  pedigree,  3 

Rodman,  Mrs.,  poem  by,  70;  her 
death,  124 

Rogers,  the  poet,  his  cynical  cha- 
racter, 313,  383,  387;  anecdotes 
related  by  him,  379,  383,  730 ; 
letter  to,  and  from,  on  "  Bryant's 
Poems,"  544, 545;  meetings  with 
Washington  Irving,  663,  730 ; 
Dickens'  storj-  of,  912 

Romaine,  Benjamin,  an  early 
teacher  of  Washington  Irving, 
10 ;  his  partiality  for  his  pupil, 
ib. 

Roost,  the,  name  given  to  Wash- 
ington Irving's  cottage,  603; 
visit  of  Louis  Napoleon,  616; 
its  occupants,  625 ;  description 
of  the  neighbourhood,  638 

Rush,  Hon.  Richard,  letter  from, 
respecting  the  authorship  of  the 
"Sketch  Book,"  27 5 

Russell,  Lord  John,  Washington 
Irving  meets,  at  Paris,  291 


S. 

Sackett's  Harbour,  expected  attack 
on,  181 ;  Washington  Irving's 
mission,  ib. 

Salmagundi,  contributors  to,  99 ; 
i ts career, ib.;  discontinued,  119; 
various  estimates  of  it,  120 ;  re- 
printed in  London,  121 

Sampayo,  Dennis,  a  Portuguese, 
his  dramatic  powers,  177 

Sanders,  Anna,  grandmother  of 
Washington  Irving,  5 

Sanders,  John,  grandfather  of 
Washington  Irving,  5 

Sanders,  Sarah,  her  marriage  with 
William  Irving,  5.  See  Irving, 
Sarah,  mother  of  Washington 

Santa  Glaus,  Washington  Irving's 
early  belief  in,  how  disturbed, 
938 

Savage  life,  Washington  Irving's 
first  experience  of,  27  ;  jealousy, 
28;  exchange  of  names,  29; 
fresh  scenes  of,  571 

Saxon  royal  family,  342  ;  old  cere- 
monies kept  up  in  the  court, 
ib. 

Schaeffer's  Christus  Consolator, 
Washington  Irving's  admiration 
of,  807 

Scott,  Walter,  his  opinion  of  the 
"History  of  New  York,"  137; 
his  estimate  of  Campbell,  193 ; 
visited  by  Washington  Irving, 
220 ;  pleasant  family  picture, 
222  ;  his  opinion  'of  his  guest, 
224  ;  his  advice  as  to  publisher?, 
258 ;  his  kindly  help  with  the 
publication  of  the  "  Sketch 
Book,"  264 ;  Washington  Ir- 
ving's description  of  his  cha- 
racter, 266 ;  his  last  visit  to 
London,  534;  his  personal  ap- 
pearance, 936 

Secret  tribunals  of  Germany,  329, 
889 

Select  Reviews  edited  by  Wash- 
ington Irving,  169;  his  contri- 
butions, 170 

Serrano,  General,  base  conduct  of, 
726 

Seville,  Washington  Irving's  resi- 
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dence  at,  44G ;  removes  to  a 
lonely  cottage  outsit!  ethc  walls, 
.  476 

Sliattesbury,  Lady,  her  attentions 
to  Washington  Irving,  47 

Shaler,  Captain,  his  foreboding  as 
to  the  death  of  Washington  Ir- 
ving, 32 

Shapinsha,  one  of  the  Orkneys, 
house  in,  where  William  Irving, 
sen.,  was  born,  913 

Sicily,  tour  in,  62;  miseries  of 
the  peasantry,  63 

Siddons,  Mrs.,  remarks  on,  88; 
Washington  Irving's  interviews 
with  her,  89;  Peter  Irving's 
account  of  her,  175 

Sketch-Book,  MS.  of,  confided  to 
lire voort  for  publication  in  Ame- 
rica, 241  ;  its  favourable  re- 
ception there,  244  ;  partially  re- 
printed in  the  London  "Literary 
Gazette,"  254 ;  offered  by  Wash- 
ington Irving  to  Murray,  but 
declined,  ib. ;  published  at  the 
author's  risk,  260;  failure  of  the 
publisher,  264 ;  undertaken  by 
Murray,  ib. ;  its  authorship  as- 
cribed to  Sir  Walter  Scott,  27.5; 
reprinted  by  Murray,  278 

Sleepy  Hollow,  visit  to,  641 

Slidell,  Lieut.  Alexander,  fur- 
nishes a  paper  on  the  route 
of  Columbus,  413 

Sneyd,  Mr.,  travels  with  Wash- 
ington Irving  in  Spain,  503 ;  his 
brilliant  prospects,  507  ;  his 
death,  508 

Sontag,  Mdlle.,  at  Prague,  333; 
at  New  York,  851,  854 

South  Carolina,  nullifying  ordi- 
nance of,  573,  575 

Southern  Literary  Messenger, 
attack  on  Wasliington  Irving 
in,  702 

Southey,  his  encomiums  on  the 
Life  of  Columbus,  422 

Spain,  Washington  Irving's  des- 
patches on  the  atl'airs  of,  695 

Spanish  caballero  in  full  dress, 
440;  muleU'i'r.o,  -142;  robbers, 
442,  506,  731;  stories  of  the 


latter  generally  exaggerated, 
445 

Spanish  politics  and  history, 
sketch  of,  684 

Spanish  scenery,  general  character 
of,  506 

Sparks's  "  Washington's  Letters  " 
commended  by  Washington 
Irving,  461,  867 

Spectre  Bridegroom,  scene  of  the 
story,  321 

Spencer,  Lady,  visit  to,  313 

Steamboat  speculation,  Washing- 
ton Irving  engages  in,  to  serve 
his  brother  Peter,  272 

Steam-whistle,  its  effects  on  Wash- 
ington Irving,  820 

Stoffregen,  the  Russian,  his  delight 
with  the  climate  of  Spain,  and 
disgust  with  the  people,  432 

Storm,  Hall,  American  vice- 
consul  at  Genoa,  43 ;  Washing- 
ton Irving  takes  up  his  quarters 
with  him,  46  * 

Storrow,  Mrs.,  niece  of  Washing- 
ton Irving,  649 

Strange,  Sir  Kobert,  Memoirs 
of,  3 

Strasbourg,  visit  to,  331 

Strong,  Captain,  voyage  with, 
from  Genoa  to  Messina,  47 ;  his 
character,  50;  adventure  with 
pirates,  51  ;  his  horror  of 
Popery,  55 

Sunnyside,  Washington  Irving's 
home  so  styled,  purchase  of, 
591;  its  occupants,  625;  testa- 
mentary disposition,  981 

Sussex,  Duke  of,  his  inquiry  re- 
garding John  Randolph,  524;  at 
Newstead  Abbey,  540 

Switzerland,  visited  by  Washing- 
ton Irving,  80;  reminiscences 
of,  769 

Sydenham,  the  poet  Campbell's 
residence  at,  175 

Syracuse,  visit  to,  58  ;  the  Ear  of 
Dionysius,  59 

T. 

Table  d'hote  in  garrison  towns,  its 
pleasant  character,  323 
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Tableau  vivant  of  Murillo's  Virgin, 
426 ;  meeting  with  the  lady 
under  altered  circumstances,  697 

Tales  of  the  Alhambra  published, 
550 ;  publication  in  America, 
557  ;  translated  into  French,  ib. ; 
critical  opinions,  558 

Tales  of  a  Traveller  published 
by  Murray,  389 ;  also  in  Ame- 
rica, ib. ;  hostile  criticisms,  392 

Talleyrand,  remarks  on  the  cha- 
racter of,  521 

Talma,  Washington  Irving's  ac- 
quaintance with,  288;  his  per- 
formance of  Hamlet,  289  ;  his 
anecdote  of  an  English  banker, 
370 

Tarrytown,  visit  to,  565 ;  first 
idea  of  purchasing  Sunnyside, 
ib. 

Taylor,  General,  his  position  in 
Mexico,  777 ;  his  death  and 
character,  823 

«3'eba,  Count,  father  of  the  Empress 
Eugenie,  an  acquaintance  of 
Washington  Irving,  860 

Tezier,  Mr,  translates  "  Knicker- 
bocker" into  French,  150 

Thackeray  meets  Washington 
Irving  on  the  Baltimore  Kail- 
way,  854;  his  disregard  of  Bos- 
ton criticism,  ib. ;  well  received 
at  Washington,  858 

Theatre,  the,  frequented  by  stealth 
in  youth  by  Washington  Irving, 
15;  his  fondness  for  in  after 
life,  82,  87,  205 

Theatrical  matters,  remarks  on, 
87,  484 

Thomas,  Moses,  publisher  of  the 
"  Analectic  Magazine,"  172  ;  his 
failure,  183 ;  Washington  Ir- 
ving's new  arrangement  with 
him,  229 ;  kind  feeling  of  Wash- 
ton  Irving  towards  him,  241, 
307 ;  becomes  an  auctioneer, 
897  ;  letter  from,  899 

Thorn,  Colonel,  his  brilliant  fete, 
670 

Ticknor's  "  History  of  Spanish 
Literature,"  Washington  Ir- 
ving's remarks  on,  821 


Toledo,  Lake  Erie,  Washington 
Irving's  purchase  of  land  there, 
601 

Tompkins,  Governor,  Washington 
Irving  becomes  his  aide-de- 
camp, 180  ;  the  governor's  mis- 
hap, 187 

Tonneins,  Washington  Irving 
passed  off  as  an  English  pri- 
soner at,  36  ;  kindness  of  the 
French  women,  ib. ;  revisits  the 
place,  772 

Tour  on  the  Prairies  published, 
586  ;  well  received,  587 

Trappers  and  traders,  effects  of 
early  intercourse  with,  on 
Washington  Irving,  29 

Traveller,  Tales  of  a,  published 
by  Murray,  389 ;  also  in  Ame- 
rica, ib. ;  hostile  criticisms,  392 

Tripoli,  American  expedition 
against,  in  1805,  58 

Turkish  minister  in  Spain,  his 
appearance,  753 

Turner,  Mr.,  of  Lisbon,  27; 
rescues  Washington  Irving  from 
an  enraged  Indian,  28 

Tyler,  President,  appoints  Wash- 
ington Irving  minister  to  the 
Court  of  Spain,  652 


U. 

Udal  law  in  Orkney,  its  effect  on 

genealogy,  4 
Union,  Washington  Irving's  doubts 

of  the  stability  of  the,  574 
Ussc,  the  chateau  of,    described, 

390,  914 
Utica,  Washington  Irving's  visit 

to,  22 

y. 

Van  Bibber,  a  literary  pilgrim  to 
Sunnyside,  letter  of,  643 

Van  Buren,  Mr.,  American  mi- 
nister in  London,  533 ;  his  ap- 
pointment cancelled  by  the 
Senate.  548;  his  dignified  con- 
duct on  the  occasion,  ib. ;  be- 
comes President,  618;  offers 
Washington  Irving  the  post  of 
Secretary  of  the  Navy,  622 
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Vanderlyn,  an  American  artist, 
82,  33 

Van  Wart,  Henry,  brother-in-law 
of  Washington  Irving,  133;  his 
residence  near  Birmingham, 
192,  298;  bankruptcy,  900,  n. 

Verplanck,  G.  C.,  his  strictures 
on  the  "  History  of  New  York," 
138;  visit  to  Europe,  217;  his 
notice  of  No.  I.  of  the  "  Sketch 
Book,"  244 ;  bankruptcy,  900,  n. 

Vesuvius,  night  ascent  of,  71; 
perilous  situation  of  Washington 
Irving,  ib. 

Victoria,  Queen,  Washington  Ir- 
ving presented  to,  663 ;  fancy 
ball,  656 

Victoria,  Duchessof,  visit  of  Wash- 
ington Irving  to,  725 ;  her  noble 
demeanour,  ib. 

Vienna,  visit  to,  335 

Virginian  hospitality,  879 

Vomonte,  Washington  Irving's  In- 
dian name,  29 

Voyages  of  the  Companions  of 
Columbus  published,  530 

W. 

Wales,  excursion  in,  213 

Walton  House,  the  old,  in  New 
York,  5 

Washington,  President,  Washing- 
ton Irving  presented  to,  when  a 
child,  10 

Washington  family,  Washington 
Irving's  visit  to  the,  870 

Washington  and  Washington  Ir- 
ving confounded,  74 

Washington,  a  Life  of,  contem- 
plated in  1825,  but  not  then 
carried  out,  404 

Washington,  Life  of,  vol  i.  pub- 
lished, 892;  letter  from  Ban- 
croft, 895;  vol.  ii.,  901;  letter 
from  Prescott,  ib. ;  vol.  iii.,  907 ; 
vol.  iv.,  917;  vol.  v.,  947;  letter 
from  Bancroft,  948 


Washington,  capture  of,  ita  effect 
on  Americans,  180;  Washington 
Irving'a  reply  to  a  taunt  on  the 
subject,  181 

Webster,  Daniel,  suggests  Wash- 
ington Irving  as  Minister  to  the 
Court  of  Spain,  652;  his  success 
in  negotiating  the  Oregon  treaty, 
694 

Wellington,  Duke  of,  and  his  Ca- 
binet, 521 

West  Point  Board  of  Visitors, 
proposed  visit  of,  to  Washington 
Irving,  956 

Whig  principles,  certificate  of, 
given  to  William  Irving,  6 

White  Plains,  Washington  Ir- 
ving's visit  to  the  scene  of  the 
battle  of,  897. 

Wilkie,  the  painter,  joins  Wash- 
ton  Irving  in  a  tour  in  the  south 
of  Spain,  446;  they  see  many  of 
the  masterpieces  of  the  Spanish 
painters  together,  447,  449  ; 
Wilkie  paints  Irving's  portrait, 
447 ;  plays  "  Picture"  at  a  fancy 
ball,  941 

Wilkinson,  General  James,  his  en- 
counter with  Colonel  Burr,  110 

William  IV.,  notice  of,  5 1 8 ;  Wash- 
ington Irving's  conversation 
with,  533 

Williamson,  Catharine,  grand- 
mother of  Washington  Irving,  I 

Wilson,  Dr.,  Professor  at  Columbia 
College,  anecdote  of,  8 

Winthrop,  Mr.,  on  a  sketch  of 
Washington  Irving,  by  Wilkie, 
864 

Wisbaden  described,  320 ;  mode  of 
life  at,  321 

Wolfert's  Koost  published,  890; 
its  favourable  reception,  891 

Y. 

Young,  the  tragedian,  Washington 
Irving's  opinion  of,  198 
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ADDISON  S  Works.  Notes  of  Bishop 
Hard.  Short  Memoir.  Portrait,  and  8 
Plates  of  Medals.  6  vols. 

This  is    the  most  complete    edition  of 
Addison's  Works  issued. 

ALFIERI'S  Tragedies.  In  English 
Verse.  With  Notes,  Arguments,  and  In- 
troduction, by  E.  A.  Bowring,  C.B.  a  vols. 

AJVIERIC AN  POETRY.  —  See  Ptetry 
of  America. 

BACON'S    Moral    and    Historical 

Works,  including  Essays,  Apophthegms, 
Wisdom  of  the  Ancients,  New  Atlantis, 
Henry  VII.,  Henry  VIII. ,  Elizabeth, 
Henry  Prince  of  Wales,  History  of  Great 
Britain,  Julius  Caesar,  and  Augustus  Caesar. 
With  Critical  and  Biographical  Introduc- 
tion and  Notes  by  J.  Devey,  M.A.  Por- 
trait. 

See  also  Philosophical  Library 

BALLADS  AND  SONGS  of  the  Pea- 

santry  of  England,  from  Oral  Recitation, 
private  MSS.,  Broadsides,  &c.  Edit,  by 
R.  Bell. 

BEAUMONT      AND       FLETCHER. 

Selections.  With  Notes  and  Introduction 
by  Leigh  Hunt. 

BECKMANN  (J.)  History  of  Inven- 
tions, Discoveries,  and  Origins.  With 
Portraits  of  Beckmann  and  James  Watt. 

2  VOls. 

BELL  (Robert).  —See  Balladt,  Chaucer, 
Green. 

BOSWELL'8  Life  of  Johnson,  with 
the  TOUR  in  the  HEBRIDES  and 
JOHNSONIANA.  New  Edition,  with 
Notes  and  Appendices,  by  the  Rev.  A. 
Napier,  M.A.,  Trinity  College,  Cam- 
bridge^ Vicar  of  Holkham,  Editor  of  the 
Cambridge  Edition  of  the  '  Theological 
Works  of  Barrow.'  With  Frontispiece  to 
each  vol.  6  vols. 

BREMER'S      (Frederlka)      Works. 

Trans,  by  M.  Howitt.  Portrait.  4  vols. 


BRINK  (B.  T.)  Early  English  Litera- 
ture (to  Wiclif).  By  Bernhard  Ten  Briak. 
Trans,  by  Prof.  H.  M.  Kennedy. 

BRITISH  POETS,  from  Milton  to  Kirke 
White.  Cabinet  Edition.  With  Frontis- 
piece. 4  vols. 

BROWNE'S  (Sir  Thomas)  Works. 
Edit,  by  S.  Wilkin,  with  Dr.  Johnson  s 
Life  of  Browne.  Portrait.  3  vok. 

BURKE'S  Works.    6  vols. 

Speeches  on  the  Impeachment 

of  Warren  Hastings  ;  and  Letters.     2  rol- . 

Life.    By  J.  Prior.    Portrait. 

BURNS  (Robert).  Life  of.  By  J.  G. 
Lockhart,  D.C.L.  A  new  and  enlarged 
edition  With  Notes  and  Appendices  Iry 
W.  S.  Douglas.  Portrait. 

BUTLER'S  (Bp.)  Analogy  of  Reli- 
gion; Natural  and  Revealed,  to  the  Con- 
stitution and  Course  of  Nature  ;  with  Two 
Dissertations  on  Identity  and  Virtue,  and 
Fifteen  Sermons.  With  Introductions, 
Notes,  and  Memoir.  Portrait. 

CAMOEN'S  Lusiad,  or  the  Discovery 
of  India.  An  Epic  Poem.  Trans,  from 
the  Portuguese,  with  Dissertation,  His- 
torical Sketch,  and  Life,  by  W.  J.  Mickle. 
5th  edition. 

CARAFAS  (The}  of  Maddalonl. 
Naples  nnder  Spanish  Dominion.  Trams, 
by  Alfred  de  Reumont.  Portrait  of  Mas- 
saniello. 

CARREL.  The  Counter-Revolution 
in  England  for  the  Re-establishment  o< 
Popery  under  Charles  II.  and  James  II., 
by  Armand  Carrel  ;  with  Fox's  History  of 

James  II.  and  Lord  Lonsdale's  Memoir  of 
II.     Portrait  of  Carrel. 


CARRUTHERS.  —  See   Pofie,  in   Iltut- 
trated  Library. 


BOHITS  LIBRARIES. 


CART'S  Dante.  The  Vision  of  Hell, 
Purgatory,  and  Paiadise.  Trans,  by  Rev. 
H.  F.  Gary,  M.A.  With  Life,  Chronolo- 
gical View  of  his  Age,  Notes,  and  Index 
of  Proper  Names.  Pprtrajt. 

This  is  the  authentic  edition,  containing 
Mr.  Gary's  last  corrections,  with  additional 
notes. 

CELLINI  (Benvenuto).  Memoirs  of, 
by  himself.  With  Notes  of  G.  P.  Carpani. 
Trans,  by  T.  Roscoe.  Portrait. 

CERVANTES'  Galatea.  A  Pastoral 
Romance.  Trans,  by  G.  W.  J.  Gyll. 

Exemplary   Novels.     Trans,   by 

W.  K.  Kelly. 

Don    Quixote    de    la    Mancha. 

Motteux's  Translation  revised.  With  Lock- 
hart's  Life  and  Notes.     2  vols. 

CHAUCER'S  Poetical  Works.  With 
Poems  formerly  attributed  to  him.  With  a 
Memoir,  Introduction,  Notes,  and  a  Glos- 
sary, by  R.  Bell.  Improved  edition,  with 
Preliminary  Essay  by  Rev.  W.  W.  Skeat, 
M.A.  Portrait.  4  vols. 

CLASSIC  TALES,  containing  Rasselas, 
Vicar  of  Wakefield,  Gulliver's  Travels,  and 
The  Sentimental  Journey. 

COLERIDGE'S  (S.  T.)  Friend.  A  Series 

of  Essays  on  Morals,  Politics,  and  Reli- 
gion. Portrait. 

Aids  to  Reflection.    Confessions 

of  an  Inquiring  Spirit ;  and  Essays  on 
Faith  and  the  Common  Prayer-book.  New 
Edition,  revised. 


—  Table-Talk   and    Omnlana. 
T.  Ashe,  B.A. 


By 


Lectures     on     Shakspere     and 

other  Poets.    Edit,  by  T.  Ashe,  B.A. 

Containing  the  lectures  taken  down  in 
1811-12  by  J.  P.  Collier,  and  those  de- 
livered at  Bristol  in  1813. 

Blographia   Literaria;   or,  Bio- 
graphical  Sketches  of  my  Literary  Life 
and   Opinions;  with  Two   Lay  Sermons. 

Miscellanies,    .Esthetic    and 

Literary  ;  to  which  is  added,  THE  THEORY 
OF    LIFE.      Collected  and    arranged    by 
T.  Ashe,  B.A. 

COMMUXES.—See  Philip. 

CONDE'S  History  of  the  Dominion 

of  the  Arabs  in  Spain.  Trans,  by  Mrs. 
Foster.  Portrait  of  Abderahmen  ben 
Moavia.  3  vols. 

CO  WPER'S  Complete  Works,  Poems, 

Correspondence,  and  Translations.  Edit, 
with  Memoir  by  R.  Sou  they.  45  En- 
gravings. 8  vols. 


COXE'S   Memoirs   of  the  Duke  of 

Marlborough.  With  his  original  Corre- 
spondence, from  family  records  at  Blen- 
heim. Revised  edition.  Portraits.  3  vols. 
*»*  An  Atlas  of  the  plans  of  Marl- 
borough's  campaigns,  410.  los.  6d. 

History  of  the  House  of  Austria. 

From  the  Foundation  of  the  Monarchy  by 
Rhodolph  of  Hapsburgh  to  the  Death  of 
Leopold  II.,  1218-1792.  By  Archdn.  Coxe. 
With  Continuation  from  the  Accession  of 
Francis  I.  to  the  Revolution  of  184.1 
4  Portraits.  4  vols. 

CUNNINGHAM'S  Lives  of  the  most 

Eminent  British  Painters.  With  Notes 
and  16  fresh  Lives  by  Mrs.  Heaton.  3  vols 

DEFOE'S  Novels  and  Miscellaneous 

Works.  With  Prefaces  and  Notes,  in- 
cluding those  attributed  to  Sir  W.  Scott. 
Portrait.  7  vols. 

DE  LOLME'S  Constitution  of  Eng- 
land, in  which  it  is  compared  both  with  the 
Republican  form  of  Government  and  the 
other  Monarchies  of  Eurepe.  Edit.,  with 
Life  and  Notes,  by  J.  Macgregor,  M.P. 

DUNLOP'S  History  of  Fiction.  With 
Introduction  and  Supplement  adapting  the 
work  to  present  requirements.  By  Henry 
Wilson.  2  vols.,  55.  each. 

ELZE'S  Shakespeare.— See  Shakespeare 

EMERSON'S  Works.  3  vols.  Most 
complete  edition  published. 

Vol.  I.— Essays,  Lectures,  and  Poems. 

Vol.  II.— English  Traits,  Nature,  and 
Conduct  of  Life. 

Vol.  III. — Society  and  Solitude — Letters 
and  Social  Aims — Miscellaneous  Papers 
(hitherto  uncollected) — May- Day,  &c. 

FOSTER'S  (John)  Life  and  Corre- 
spondence. Edit,  by  J.  E.  Ryland.  Por- 
trait. 2  vols. 

Lectures  at  Broadmead  Chapel. 

Edit,  by  J.  E.  Ryland.     a  vols. 

Critical    Essays  contributed  to 

the  '  Eclectic  Review.1  Edit,  by  J.  E. 
Ryland.  2  vols. 

Essays :  On  Decision  of  Charac- 
ter; on  a  Man's  writing  Memoirs  of  Him- 
self;  on  the  epithet  Romantic ;  on  the 
aversion  of  Men  of  Taste  to  Evangelical 
Religion. 

Essays  on  the  Evils  of  Popular 

Ignorance,  and  a  Discourse  on  the  Propa- 
gation of  Christianity  in  India. 

Essay  on  the  Improvement  of 

Time,  with  Notes  of  Sermons  and  other 
Pieces.  N.  S. 

Fosteriana :  selected  from  periodical 

papers,  edit,  by  H.  G.  Bohn. 


STANDARD  LIBRARY. 


FOX  (lit.  Hon.  C.  J.)—Stt  Carrtl. 

GIBBON'S  Decline  and  Fall  of  the 

Roman  Empire.  Complete  and  unabridged, 
with  variorum  Notes ;  including  those  of 
Guizot,  Wenck,  Niebuhr,  Hugo,  Neander, 
and  others.  7  vols.  a  Maps  and  Portrait. 

GOETHE'S  Works.  Trans,  into  English 
by  E.  A.  Bowring,  C.B.,  Anna  Swanwiclc, 
Sir  Walter  Scott,  &c.  &c.  13  vols. 

Vols.  I.  and III. — Autobiography  and  An- 
nals. Portrait. 

Vol.  III.— Faust.    Complete. 

Vol.  IV.— Novels  and  Tales  :  containing 
Elective  Affinities,  Sorrows  of  Werther, 
The  German  Emigrants,  The  Good  Wo- 
men, and  a  Npuvelette. 

Vol.  V. — Wilhelm  Meister's  Apprentice- 
ship. 

Vol.  VI. — Conversations  with  Eckerman 
and  Soret. 

Vol.  VII.— Poems  and  Ballads  in  theori- 

6'nal     Metres,  including    Hermann    and 
orothea. 

Vol.  VIII.— Gotz  von  Berlichingen,  Tor- 
quato  Tasso,  Egmont,  Iphigenia,  Clavigo, 
Wayward  Lover,  and  Fellow  Culprits. 

Vol.  IX.  —  Wilhelm  Meister's  Travels. 
Complete  Edition. 

Vol.  X.  —  Tour  in  Italy.  Two  Parts. 
And  Second  Residence  in  Rome. 

Vol.  XL— Miscellaneous  Travels,  Letters 
from  Switzerland,  Campaign  in  France, 
Siege  of  Mainz,  and  Rhine  Tour. 

Vol.  XII. — Early  and  Miscellaneous 
Letters,  including  Letters  to  his  Mother, 
with  Biography  and  Notes. 

Vol  .XIII . — Correspondence  with  Zelter. 

Vol.  XIV.  Reineke  Fox,  West-Eastern 
Divan  and  Achilleid.  Translated  in 
original  metres  by  A.  Rogers. 

Correspondence  with    Schiller. 

2  vols. — See  Schiller, 

GOLDSMITH'S  Works.    5  vols. 

Vol.  I.— Life,Vicarof  Wakefield, Essays, 
and  Letters. 

Vol.  II.— Poems,  Plays,  Bee,  Cock  Lane 
Ghost. 

Vol.  III.— The  Citizen  of  the  World, 
Polite  Learning  in  Europe. 

Vol.  IV. — Biographies,  Criticisms,  Later 
Essays. 

Vol.  V.  — Prefaces,  Natural  History, 
Letters,  Goody  Two-Shoes,  Index. 

GREENE,  M  ARLOW,  and  BEN 
JONSON  (Poems  of).  With  Notes  and 
Memoirs  by  R.  Bell. 

GREGORY'S  (Dr.)  The  Evidences, 
Doctrines,  and  Duties  of  the  Christian  Re- 
ligion. 

GRIMM'S  Household  Tales.  With  the 
Original  Notes.  Trans,  by  Mrs.  A.  Hunt. 
Introduction  by  Andrew  Lang,  M.A.  a 
vols. 


GUIZOT'S  HUtory  of  Representative 
Government  in  Europe.  Trans,  by  A.  R. 
Scoble. 

English  Revolution  of  1040.  From 

the  Accession  of  Charles  I.  to  his  Death. 
Trans,  by  W.  Hazlitt.     Portrait. 

History  of  Civilisation.    From  the 

Roman  Kmpire  to  the  French  Revolution. 
Trans,  by  W.  Hazlitt.     Portraits.    3  vols. 

HALL'S  (Rev.  Robert)  Works  and 
Remains.  Memoir  by  Dr.  Gregory  and 
Essay  bv  J.  Foster.  Portrait. 

HAUFF'S  Tales.  The  Caravan— The 
Sheikh  of  Alexandria  —  The  Inn  in  the 
Spessart.  Translated  by  Prof.  S.  Mendel. 

HAWTHORNE'S  Tales.    3  vols. 

Vol.  I.— Twice-told  Tales,  and  the  Snow 
Image. 

Vol.  II.— Scarlet  Letter,  and  the  House 
with  Seven  Gables. 

Vol.  III. —Transformation,  and  Blithe- 
dale  Romance. 

H AZLITT'S  (W.)  Works.   7  vols. 
Table-Talk. 

The  Literature   of  the  Age   of 

Elizabeth  and  Characters  of  Shakespeare's 
Plays. 

English  Poets  and  English  Comic 

Writers. 

The  Plain  Speaker.    Opinions  on 

Books,  Men,  and  Things. 

Round    Table.      Conversations  _  of 

James  Northcote,  R.A.  ;   Characteristics. 

Sketches  and  Essays,  and  Winter- 
slow. 

Spirit    Of   the    Age:    or,   Contem- 
porary  Portraits.      New  Edition,  by  W. 
Carew  Hazlitt. 

HEINE'S  Poems.  Translated  in  the 
original  Metres,  with  Life  by  E.  A.  Bow- 
ring,  C.B. 

Travel-Pictures.    The  Tour  in  the 

Harz,  Nprderney,  and  Book  of  Ideas,  to- 

f  ether  with  the  Romantic  School.     Trans, 
y  F.  Storr.     With  Maps  and  Appendices. 

HOFFMANN'S  Works.  The  Serapioo 
Brethren.  Vol.  I.  Trans,  by  Lt.-Col. 
Ewing.  [Vol.  It.  in  tkt  f>ress. 

HOOPER'S  (G.)  Waterloo  :  The 
Downfall  of  the  First  Napoleon  :  a  His- 
tory of  the  Campaign  of  1815.  By  George 
Hopper.  With  Maps  and  Plans.  New 
Edition,  revised. 


BOHWS  LIBRARIES. 


HUGO'S  (Victor)  Dramatic  Works; 

Hernani  —  RuyBlas  —  TheKing's  Diversion. 
Translated  by  Mrs.  Newton  Crosland  and 
F.  L.  Slous. 

-  Poems,  chiefly  Lyrical.     Collected  by 
H.  L.  Williams. 

HUNGARY  :   its  History  and  Revo- 

ration,  with  Memoir  of  Kossuth.    Portrait. 

HUTCHINSON    (Colonel).    Memoirs 

•fc  By  his  Widow,  with  her  Autobio- 
graphy, and  the  Siege  of  Lathom  House. 
Portrait. 

IRVTNGr'S  (Washington)  Complete 
Works.  15  vols. 

-  Life  and  Letters.    By  his  Nephew, 
Pierre  E.    Irving.     With    Index   and    a 
Portrait.     2  vols. 

JAMES'S  (G.  P.  R.)  Life  of  Richard 

Coeur  de  Lion.  Portraits  of  Richard  and 
Philip  Augustus.  2  vols. 

-  Louis  XIV.    Portraits.     2  vols. 

JAMESON  (Mrs.)  Shakespeare's 
Heroines.  Characteristics  of  Women.  By 
Mrs.  Jameson. 


JEAN 


RifhUr. 


JOHNSON'S    Lives    of    the    Poets. 

Edited  by  R.  Napier.  [/«  the  press. 

JONSON  (Ben).  Poems  of,—  See  Greene. 

JOSEPHUS  (Flavius),  The  Works  of. 
Whiston's  Translation.  Revised  by  Rev. 
A.  R.  Shilleto,  M.A.  With  Topographical 
and  Geographical  Notes  by  Colonel  Sir 
C.  W.  Wilson,  K.C.B.  Vols.  i  to  3  con- 
taining Life  of  Josephus'  and  the  Anti- 
quities of  the  Jews.  ljusf  published. 

Vols.  IV.  and  V.  containing  the  Jewish 
War,  &c.  [Immediately. 

JUNIUS'S  Letters.  With  Woodfall's 
Notes.  An  Essay  on  the  Authorship.  Fac- 
similes of  Handwriting.  2  vols. 

LA  FONTAINE'S  Fables.  In  English 
Verse,  with  Essay  on  the  Fabulists.  By 
Elizur  Wright.  ' 

LAMARTTNE'S  The  Girondists,  or 
Personal  Memoirs  of  the  Patriots  01  the 
French  Revolution.  Trans,  by  H.  T. 
Ryde.  Portraits  of  Robespierre,  Madame 
Roland,  and  Charlotte  Corday.  3  vols. 

-  The    Restoration   of  Monarchy 
in   France  (a  Sequel  to  The  Girondists). 
5  Portraits.    4  vols. 

-  The  French  Revolution  of  1848. 

Portraits. 

LAMB'S  (Charles)  Ella  and  Eliana. 
Complete  Edition.  Portrait. 


LAMB'S  (Charles)  Specimens  of 
English  Dramatic  Poets  of  the  time  of 
Elizabeth.  Notes,  with  the  Extracts  from 
the  Garrick  Plays. 

Talfonrd's   Letters  of  Charles 

Lamb.      New    Edition,    by    W.    Carew 
Hazlitt.     2  vols. 

LANZI'S   History   of  Painting   in 

Italy,  from  the  Period  of  the  Revival  of 
the  Fine  Arts  to  the  End  of  the  i8th 
Century.  With  Memoir  of  the  Author. 
Portraits  of  Raffaelle,  Titian,  and  Cor- 
reggio,  after  the  Artists  themselves.  Trans, 
by  T.  Roscoe.  3  vols. 

LAPPENBERG  S  England  under  the 
Anglo-Saxon  Kings.  Trans,  by  B.  Thorpe, 
F.S.A.  2  vols. 

LESSING'S  Dramatic  Works.  Com- 
plete. By  E.  Bell,  M.A.  With  Memoir 
by  H.  Zimmern.  Portrait.  2  vols. 

Laokoon,  Dramatic  Notes,  and 

Representation  of  Death  by  the  Ancients. 
Frontispiece. 

LOCKE'S  Philosophical  Works,  con- 
taining Human  Understanding,  with  Bishop 
of  Worcester,  Malebranche's  Opinions,  Na- 
tural Philosophy,  Reading  and  Study. 
With  Preliminary  Discourse,  Analysis,  and 
Notes,  by  J.  A.  St.  John.  Portrait.  2  vols. 

Life  and  Letters,  with  Extracts  from 

his  Common-place  Books.  By  Lord  King. 

LOCKHART  ( J.  Q.)—See  Burnt. 
LONSDALE  (Lord).— See  Carrtl. 

LUTHER'S  Table-Talk.  Trans,  by  W. 
Hazlitt.  With  Life  by  A.  Chalmers,  and 
LUTHER'S  CATECHISM.  Portrait  after 
Cranach. 

Autobiography. — See  Michtlet. 

MACHIAVELLTS  History  of  Flo- 
rence, THE  PRINCE,  Savonarola,  Historical 
Tracts,  and  Memoir.  Portrait. 

MARLOWE.    Poems  of.— See  Greem. 

MARTTNEATTS  (Harriet)  History 
of  England  (including  History  of  the  Peace) 
from  1800-1846.  5  vols. 

MENZEL'S   History   of  Germany, 

from  he  Earliest  Period  to  the  Crimean 
War.  Portraits.  3  vols. 

MICHELET'S  Autobiography  of 
Luther  Trans,  by  W.  Hazlitt.  With 
Notes. 

The  French   Revolution   to  the 

Flight  of  the  King  in  1791.     AT.  .£. 

MIGNET'S  The  French  Revolution, 

from  1789  to  1814.    Portrait  of  Napoleon. 


STANDARD  LIBRARY. 


MILTON'S  Prone  Works.  With  Pre- 
face, Preliminary  Remarks  by  J.  A.  St. 
John,  and  Index.  5  vols. 

Poetical  WorkB.  With  120  Wood 

Engravings.  2  vols. 

Vol.  I. — Parailise  Lost,  complete,  with 
Memoir,  Notes,  and  Index. 

Vol.11.  I'.ii.uli  '•  Regained,  -i"d  other 
Poems,  with  Verbal  Index  to  all  the  Poems. 

MITFORD'S  (Miss)  Our  Village. 
Sketches  of  Rural  Character  and  Scenery. 

a  Engravings,     a  vols. 

MOLIERE'S    Dramatic    Works.     Ij 

English  Prose,  by  C.  H.  Wall.  With  a 
Life  and  a  Portrait.  3  vols. 

'  It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  we  have 
here  probably  as  gjood  a  translation  of 
Molicre  as  can  be  given." — Academy. 

MONTAGU.  Letters  and  Works  of 
I.ady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu.  Lord 
Whamcliffe's  Third  Edition.  Edited  by 
W.  Moy  Thomas.  With  steel  plates,  a 
vols.  jr.  each. 

MONTESQUIEU'S  Spirit  of  Laws. 
Revised  Edition,  with  D'Alembert's  Analy- 
sis, Notes,  and  Memoir.  2  vols. 

NEANDER   (Dr.  A.)    History  of  the 

Christian  Religion  and  Church.  Trans,  by 
J .  Torrey.  With  Short  Memoir.  10  vols. 

Life  of  Jeans  Christ,  in  its  His- 
torical Connexion  and  Development. 

The   Planting  and  Training  of 

the  Christian  Church  by  the  Apostles. 
With  the  Antignosticus,  or  Spirit  of  Ter- 
tullian.  Trans,  by  J.  E.  Ryland.  2  vols. 

Lectures  on  the  History  of 

Christian  Dogmas.  Trans,  by  J.  E.  Ry- 
land. 2  vols. 

Memorials  of  Christian  Life  in 

the  Early  and  Middle  Ages ;  including 
Light  in  Dark  Places.  Trans,  by  J.  E. 
Ryland. 

OCKLEY  (S.)  History  of  the  Sara- 
cens and  their  Conquests  in  Syria,  Persia, 
and  Egypt.  Comprising  the  Lives  of 
Mohammed  and  his  Successors  to  the 
Death  of  Abdalmelik,  the  Eleventh  Caliph. 
By  Simon  Ockley,  B.D.,  Prof,  of  Arabic 
in  Univ.  of  Cambridge.  Portrait  of  Mo- 
hammed. 

PASCAL'S  Thoughts.  Translated  from 
tlic  Text  of  M.  Auguste  Molinier  by 
('.  Kegan  Paul.  3rd  edition. 

PERCY'S  Rcllquos  of  Ancient  Eng- 
lish Poetry,  consisting  of  Ballads,  Songs, 
and  other  Pieces  of  our  earlier  Poets,  with 
some  few  of  later  date.  With  Essay  on 
Ancient  Minstrels,  and  Glossary,  a  vols. 


PHILIP  DE  GOMMINE8.  Memoirs 
of.  Containing  the  Histories  of  Loots  XI. 
and  Charles  VIII.,  and  Charles  the  Bold, 
Duke  of  Burgundy.  With  the  History  of 
Louis  XL,  by  J.  de  Troyes.  With  a  Life 
and  Notes  by  A.  R.  Scoble.  Portrait*. 
a  vols. 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVES.  Newly  Trans- 
lated, with  Notes  and  Life,  by  A 
Stewart,  M.A.,  late  Fellow  of  Trinity 
College,  Cambridge,  and  G.  Long,  M.A. 
4  vols. 

POETRY  OF  AMERICA.  Selections 
from  One  Hundred  Poets,  from  1776  to 
1876.  With  Introductory  Review,  and 
Specimens  of  Negro  Melody,  by  W.  J. 
Lmton.  Portrait  of  W.  Whitman. 

RACINE'S  (Jean)  Dramatic  Works. 
A  metrical  English  version,  with  Bio- 
graphical notice.  By  R.  Bruce  Boswdl, 
M.A.,  Oxon.  Vol.  I. 

Contents  :  — The  Thebald  —  Alexander 
the  Great — Andromache— The  Litigants — 
Britannicus —  Berenice. 

RANEE  (L.)    History  of  the  Popes, 

their  Church  and  State,  and  their  Conflicts 
with  Protestantism  in  the  i6th  and  ijth 
Centuries.  Trans,  by  E.  Foster.  Portraits 
of  Julius  II.  (after  Raphael),  Innocent  X. 
(after  Velasquez),  and  Clement  VII.  (after 
Titian).  3  vols. 

History  of  Servia.    Trans,  by  Mrs. 

Ken-.  To  which  is  added,  The  Slave  Pro- 
vinces of  Turkey,  by  Cyprien  Robert. 

History  of  the  Latin  and  Ten- 
tonic  Nations.  1494-1514.  Trans,  by 
P.  A.  Ash  worth,  translator  of  Dr.  Gneists 
'  History  of  the  English  Constitution.' 

REUMONT  (Alfred  de) — See  Cara/at. 

REYNOLDS' (Sir  J.)  Literary  Works. 

With  Memoir  and  Remarks  by  H.  W. 
Beech v.  2  vols. 

RICHTER  (Jean  Paul).  Levana, 
a  Treatise  on  Education  ;  together  with  the 
Autobiography,  and  a  short  Memoir. 

Flower,  Fruit,  and  Thorn  Pieces, 

or  the  Wedded  Life,  Death,  and  Marriage 

of  Siebenkaes.  Translated  by  Alex.  Ewing. 

The  only  complete  English  translation. 

ROSCOE'S  (W.)  Life  of  Leo  Xy  with 
Notes,  Historical  Documents,  and  Disser- 
tation on  Lucretia  Borgia.  3  Portraits. 
a  vols. 

Lorenzo  de'  Medici,  called  'The 

Magnificent,'  with  Copyright  Notes, 
Poems,  Letters,  &c-  With  Memoir  of 
Roscoe  and  Portrait  of  Lorenzo. 

RUSSIA,  History  of,  from  the 
earliest  Period  to  the  Crimean  War.  By 
W.  K.  Kelly.  3  Portraits,  a  vols. 


BOHWS  LIBRARIES. 


SCHILLER'S  Works.    7  vols. 

Vol.  I.— History  of  the  Thirty  Years'War. 
Rev.  A.  J.  W.  Morrison,  M.A.  Portrait. 

Vol.  II. — History  of  the  Revolt  in  the 
Netherlands,  the  Trials  of  Counts  Egmont 
and  Horn,  the  Siege  of  Antwerp,  and  the 
Disturbance  of  France  preceding  the  Reign 
of  Henry  IV.  Translated  by  Rev.  A.  J.  W. 
Morrison  and  L.  Dora  Schmitz. 

Vol.  III.— Don  Carlos.  R.  D.  Boylan 
— Mary  Stuart.  Hellish  —  Maid  of  Or- 
leans. Anna  Swanwick — Bride  of  Mes- 
sina. A.  Lodge,  M.A.  Together  with  the 
Use  of  the  Chorus  in  Tragedy  (a  short 
Essay).  Engravings. 

These  Dramas  are  all  translated  in  metre. 

Vol.  IV. — Robbers — Fiesco — Love  and 
Intriguer-Demetrius — Ghost  Seer — Sport 
of  Divinity. 

The  Dramas  in  this  volume  are  in  prose. 

Vol.  V.— Poems.     E.  A.  Bowring,  C.B. 

Vol.  VI.— Essays,  jEsthetical  and  Philo- 
sophical, including  the  Dissertation  on  the 
Connexion  between  the  Animal  and  Spiri- 
tual in  Man. 

Vol.  VII.  — Wallenstein's  Camp.  J. 
Churchill.  —  Piccolomini  and  Death  of 
Wallenstein.  S.  T.  Coleridge.— William 
Tell.  Sir  Theodore  Martin,  K.C.B.,  LL.D. 
SCHILLER  and  GOETHE.  Corre- 
spondence between,  from  A.D.  1794-1805. 
With  Short  Notes  by  L.  Dora  Schmitz. 
2  vols. 

SCHLEGEL'S  (F.)  Lectures  on  the 
Philosophy  of  Life  and  the  Philosophy  of 
Language.  By  A.  J.  W.  Morrison. 

The  History  of  Literature,  Ancient 

and  Modern. 

—  The  Philosophy  of  History.  With 
Memoir  and  Portrait. 

Modern  History,  with  the  Lectures 

entitled   Caesar  and  Alexander,  and  The 
Beginning  of  our  History.     By  L.  Purcel 
and  R.  H.  Whitelock. 

—  JEsthetic    and    Miscellaneous 
Works,   containing    Letters  on    Christian 
Art,   Essay  on   Gothic  Architecture,  Re- 
marks on  the  Romance  Poetry  of  the  Mid- 
dle Ages,  on  Shakspeare,  the  Limits  of  the 
Beautiful,  and  on  the  Language  and  Wis- 
dom of  the  Indians.     By  E.  J.  Millington. 

SCHLEGEL  (A.  W.  Dramatic  Art 
and  Literature.  By  J.  Black.  With  Me- 
moir by  A.  J.  W.  Morrison.  Portrait. 

SCHUMANN  (Robert),  His  Life  and 
Works.  By  A.  Reissmann.  Trans,  by 
A.  L.  Alger. 

Early  Letters.  Translated  by  May 

Herbert. 

SHAKESPEARE'S  Dramatic  Art. 
The  History  and  Character  of  Shakspeare's 
Plays.  By  Dr.  H.  Ulrici.  Trans,  by  L. 
Dora  Schmitz.  2  vols. 

SHAKESPEARE  (William).  A 
Literary  Biography  by  Karl  Elze,  Ph.D., 
LL.D.  Translated  by  L.  Dora  Schmitz.  5$. 


SHERIDAN'S  Dramatic  Works.  With 
Memoir  Portrait  (after  Reynolds). 

SKEAT  (Rev.  W.  W.)—  See  Chaucer. 

SISMONDI'S  History  of  the  Litera- 
ture of  the  South  of  Europe.  With  Notes 
and  Memoir  by  T.  Roscoe.  Portraits  of 
Sismondi  and  Dante.  2  vols. 

The  specimens  of  early  French,  Italian, 
Spanish,  and  Portugese  Poetry,  in  English 
Verse,  by  Gary  and  others. 

SMITH'S  (Adam)  The  Wealth  of 
Nations.  An  Inquiry  into  the  Nature  and 
Causes  of.  Reprinted  from  the  Sixth 
Edition.  With  an  Introduction  by  Ernest 
Belfort  Bax.  2  vols. 

SMITH'S  (Adam)  Theory  of  Moral 
Sentiments  ;  with  Essay  on  the  First  For- 
mation of  Languages,  and  Critical  Memoir 
by  Dugald  Stewart. 

SMYTH'S  (Professor)  Lectures  on 
Modern  History;  from  the  Irruption  of  the 
Northern  Nations  to  the  close  of  the  Ameri- 
can Revolution.  2  vols. 

Lectures  on  the  French  Revolu- 
tion. With  Index.  2  vols. 

SOUTHEY — See  Causer,  Wesley,  and 
(Illustrated  Library)  Nelson. 

STURM'S  Morning  Cornrnunings 
with  God,  or  Devotional  Meditations  for 
Every  Day.  Trans,  by  W.  Johnstone,  M.A. 

SULLY.  Memoirs  of  the  Duke  of, 
Prime  Minister  to  Henry  the  Great.  With 
Notes  and  Historical  Introduction.  4  Por- 
traits. 4  vols. 

TAYLOR'S  (Bishop  Jeremy)  Holy 
Living  and  Dying,  with  Prayers,  contain- 
ing the  Whole  Duty  of  a  Christian  and  the 
parts  of  Devotion  fitted  to  all  Occasions. 
Portrait. 

THIERRY'S  Conquest  of  England  by 
the  Normans ;  its  Causes,  and  its  Conse- 
quences in  England  and  the  Continent. 
By  W.  Hazlitt.  With  short  Memoir.  2  Por- 
traits. 2  vols. 

TROYE'S  (Jean  de).  —  Set  Philip  de 
Commines. 

ULRICI  (Dr.)— See  Shakespeare. 

VASARI.  Lives  of  the  most  Eminent 
Painters,  Sculptors,  and  Architects.  By 
Mrs.  J.  Foster,  with  selected  Notes.  Por- 
trait. 6  vols.,  Vol.  VI.  being  an  additional 
Volume  of  Notes  by  J.  P.  Richter. 

WERNER'S  Templars  in  Cyprus. 
Trans,  by  E.  A.  M.  Lewis. 

WESLEY,  the  Life  of.  and  the  Rise 
and  Progress  of  Methodism.  By  Robert 
Southey.  Portrait.  5*. 

WHEATLEY.  A  Rational  Illustra- 
tion of  the  Book  of  Common  Prayer,  being 
the  Substance  of  everything  Liturgical  in 
all  former  Ritualist  Commentators  upon  the 
subject.  Frontispiece. 

YOUNG  (Arthur)  Travels  in  France. 
Edited  by  Miss  Betham  Edwards.  With 
a  Portrait. 


HISTORICAL  AND  PHILOSOPHICAL  LIBRARIES. 


HISTORICAL    LIBRARY. 

22  Volumes  at  $j.  each.     (5*.  icw.  per  set.) 


EVELYN'S  Diary  and  Correspond- 
dence,  with  the  Private  Correspondence  of 
Charles  I  and  Sir  Edward  Nicholas,  and 
between  Sir  Edward  Hyde  (Earl  of  Claren- 
don) and  Sir  Richard  Browne.  Edited  from 
the  Original  MSS.  by  W.  Bray,  F.A.S. 
4  vols.  N.  S.  45  Engravings  (after  Van- 
dyke, Lely,  Kneller,  and  Jamieson,  &c.). 

N.B. — This  edition  contains  130  letters 
from  Evelyn  and  his  wife,  contained  in  no 
other  edition. 

PEPYS'  Diary  and  Correspondence. 

With  Life  and  Notes,  by  Lord  Braybrooke. 
4  vols.  N.  S.  With  Appendix  containing 
additional  Letters,  an  Index,  and  31  En- 
avings  (after  Vandyke,  Sir  P.  Lely, 
11  em  Kneller,  &c.). 


JESSE'S    Memoirs    of  the  Court  of 

England  under  the  Stuarts,  including  the 
Protectorate.  3  vols.  With  Index  and  42 
Portraits  (after  Vandyke,  Lely,  &c.). 

Memoirs  of  the  Pretender*  and 

their  Adherents.  7  Portraits. 

NU GENT'S  (Lord)  Memorials  of 
Hampden,  his  Party  and  Times.  With 
Memoir.  la  Portraits  (after  Vandyke 
and  others). 

STRICKLAND'S  (Agues)  Lives  of  the 

8ueens     of  England    from    the    Norman 
onquest.      From    authentic    Documents, 
public  and  private.     6  Portraits.    6  vols. 
N.  S. 

Life   of  Mary   Queen    of  Scots. 

2  Portraits,    a  vols. 

Lives  of  the  Tudor  and  Stuart 

Princesses.    With  2  Portraits. 


PHILOSOPHICAL   LIBRARY. 

17  Vols.  at  $s.  each,  excepting  those  marked  otherwise.     (3/.  igs.fer  set.) 


BACON'S  Novum  Organum  and  Ad- 
vancement of  Learning.  With  Notes  by 
J.  Devey,  M.A. 

BAX.     A  Handbook  of  the  History 

of  Philosophy,  for  the  use  of  Students. 
By  E.  Belfort  Bax,  Editor  of  Kant's 
'  Prolegomena.'  $s. 

COMTE'S  Philosophy  of  the  Sciences. 
An  Exposition  of  the  Principles  of  the 
Cours  de  Philosophic  Positive.  By  G.  H. 
Lewes,  Author  of '  The  Life  of  Goethe.' 

DRAPER  (Dr.  J.  W.)    A  History  of 

the  Intellectual  Development  of  Europe. 
2  vols. 

HEGEL'S  Philosophy  of  History.  By 
J.  Sibree,  M.A. 

KANT'S   Critique   of  Pure  Reason. 

By  J.  M.  D.  Meiklejohn. 
Prolegomena  and  Metaphysical 

Foundations  of  Natural  Science,  with  Bio- 
graphy and  Memoir  by  E.  Belfort  Bax. 
Portrait. 


LOGIC,  or  the  Science  of  Inference. 

A  Popular  Manual.     By  J.  Devey. 

MILLER  (Professor).  History  Philo- 
sophically Illustrated,  from  the  Fall  of  the 
Roman  Empire  to  the  French  Revolution. 
With  Memoir.  4  vols.  y.  6tt.  each. 

SCHOPENHAUER  on  the   Fourfold 

Root  of  the  Principle  of  Sufficient  Reason, 
anil  on  the  Will  in  Nature.  Trans,  from 
the  German. 

SPINOZA'S  Chief  'Works.  Trans,  with 
Introduction  by  R.  H.  M.  Elwes.  2  vols. 

Vol.   I.— Tractatus  Theologico-PoKticus 
— Political  Treatise. 

Vol.   II. —  Improvement  of  the  Under- 
standing— Ethics — Letters. 

TENNEMANN'S  Manual  of  the  His- 
tory of  Philosophy.  Trans,  by  Rev.  A. 
Johnson,  M.A. 


BOHATS  LIBRARIES. 


THEOLOGICAL    LIBRARY. 

15  Vols.  at  $s.  each,  excepting  those  marked  otherwise.     (3/.  13*.  6d.per  set.) 


BT.TTRK.     Introduction   to    the   Old 

Testament.  By  Friedrich  Bleek.  Trans, 
under  the  supervision  of  Rev.  E.  Venables, 
Residentiary  Canon  of  Lincoln.  2  vols. 

CHILLJNGWORTH'S    Religion    of 

Protestants,     y.  6d. 

EUSEBITJS.     Ecclesiastical  History 

of  Eusebius  Pamphilius,  Bishop  of  Caesarea. 
Trans,  by  Rev.  C.  F.  Cruse,  M.A.  With 
Notes,  Life,  and  Chronological  Tables. 

EVAGRTUS.  History  of  the  Church. 
— -See  Theodoret. 

HARD  WICK.  History  of  the  Articles 
of  Religion  ;  to  which  is  added  a  Series  of 
Documents  from  A.D.  1536  to  A.D.  1615. 
Ed.  by  Rev.  F.  Proctor. 

HENRY'S  (Matthew)  Exposition  of 

the  Book  of  Psalms.    Numerous  Woodcuts. 

PEARSON  (John,  D.D.)    Exposition 

of  the  Creed.  Edit,  by  E.  Walford,  M.A. 
With  Notes,  Analysis,  and  Indexes. 


PHH.O-JUDJEUS,    'Works    of.      The 

Contemporary  of  Josephus.  Trans,  by 
C.  D.  Yonge.  4  vols. 

PHILOSTORGIUS.    Ecclesiastical 

History  of. — See  Sozomen, 

SOCRATES'  Ecclesiastical  History. 

Comprising  a  History  of  the  Church  from 
Constantine,  A.D.  305,  to  the  38th  year  of 
Theodosius  II.  With  Short  Account  of 
the  Author,  and  selected  Notes. 

SOZOMEN'S  Ecclesiastical  History. 
A.D.  324-440.  With  Notes,  Prefatory  R_e- 
marks  by  Valesius,  and  Short  Memoir. 
Together  with  the  ECCLESIASTICAL  His 
TORY  OF  PHILOSTORGIUS,  as  epitomised  by 
Photius.  Trans,  by  Rev.  E.  Walford,  M.A. 
With  Notes  and  brief  Life. 

THEODORET  and  EVAGRIUS.  His- 
lories  of  the  Church  from  A.D.  332  to  the 
Death  of  Theodore  of  Mopsuestia,  A.D. 
427  ;  and  from  A.D.  431  to  A.D.  544.  With 
Memoirs. 

WIESELER'S  (Karl)  Chronological 

Synopsis  of  the  Four  Gospels.  Trans,  by 
Rev.  Canon  Venables. 


ANTIQUARIAN    LIBRARY. 

35  Vols.  at  5-r.  each.     (8/.  i$s.  per  set.) 


ANGLO-SAXON   CHRONICLE.  —  See 

Bede. 
ASSER'S  Life  of  Alfred — See  Six  O.  E. 

Chronicles. 

BETJE'S  (Venerable)  Ecclesiastical 
History  of  England.  Together  with  the 
ANGLO-SAXON  CHRONICLE.  With  Notes, 
Short  Life,  Analysis,  and  Map.  Edit,  by 
J.  A.  Giles,  D.C.L. 

BOETHIUS'S  Consolation  of  Philo- 
sophy. King  Alfred's  Anglo:Saxon  Ver- 
sion of.  With  an  English  Translation  on 
opposite  pages,  Notes,  Introduction,  and 
Glossary,  by  Rev.  S.  Fox,  M.A.  To 
which  is  added  the  Anglo-Saxon  Version  of 
the  METRES  OF  BO_ETHIUS,  with  a  free 
Translation  by  Martin  F.  Tupper,  D.C.L. 

BRAND'S     Popular    Antiquities    of 

England,  Scotland,  and  Ireland.  Illus- 
trating the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  and  Pro- 
vincial Customs,  Ceremonies,  and  Super- 
stitions. By  Sir  Henry  Ellis,  K.H.,  F.R.S. 
Frontispiece.  3  vols. 


CHRONICLES    of  the    CRUSADES. 

Contemporary  Narratives  of  Richard  Coeur 
de  Lion,  by  Richard  of  Devizes  and  Geof- 
frey de  Vmsauf ;  and  of  the  Crusade  at 
Saint  Louis,  by  Lord  Johu  de  Joinville. 
With  Short  Notes.  Illuminated  Frontis- 
piece from  an  old  MS. 

DYER'S  (T.  F.  T.)    British  Popular 

Customs,  Present  and  Past.  An  Account 
of  the  various  Games  and  Customs  asso- 
ciated with  different  Days  of  the  Year  in 
the  British  Isles,  arranged  according  to  the 
Calendar.  By  the  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 
Dyer,  M.A. 

EARLY  TRAVELS  IN  PALESTINE. 

Comprising  the  Narratives  of  Arculf, 
Wilhbald,  Bernard,  Saewulf,  Sigurd,  Ben- 
jamin of  Tudela,  Sir  John  Maundeville, 
De  la  Brocquiere,  and  Maundrell ;  all  un- 
abridged. With  Introduction  and  Notes 
by  Thomas  Wright.  Map  of  Jerusalem. 


ANTIQUARIAN  LIBRARY. 


it 


ELLIS  (G.)  Specimen*  of  Early  En- 
glish Metrical  Romance*,  relating  to 
Arthur,  Merlin,  Guy  of  Warwick,  Richard 
Cccur  de  Lion,  Charlemagne,  Roland,  &c. 
&c.  With  Historical  Introduction  by  J.O. 
Halliwell,  F.R.S.  Illuminated  Frontis- 
piece from  an  old  MS. 

ETHEL WERD,     Chronicle   of.  — See 

Six  O,  E.  Chronicles. 

FLORENCE    OF    WORCESTER'S 

Chronicle,  with  the  Two  Continuations  : 
comprising  Annals  of  English  History 
from  the  Departure  of  the  Romans  to  the 
Reign  of  Edward  I.  Trans.,  with  Notes, 
by  Thomas  Forester,  M.A. 

GEOFFREY    OF    MONMOUTH. 

Chronicle  of.— See  Six  O.  E.  Chroniclts. 

GESTA    ROMANORUM,    or    Enter- 

t. lining  Moral  Stories  invented  by  the 
Monks.  Trans,  with  Notes  by  tke  Rev. 
Charles  Swan.  Edit,  by  W.  Hooper,  M  .A. 

GILD  AS.    Chronicle  of.— See  Six  O.  E. 

Chronicles, 

GIRALDUS  CAMBRENSIS'  Histori- 
cal Works.  Containing  Topography  of 
Ireland,  and  History  of  the  Conquest  of 
Ireland,  by  Th.  Forester,  MA.  Itinerary 
through  Wales,  and  Description  of  Wales, 
by  Sir  R.  Colt  Hoare. 

HENRY    OF    HUNTINGDON'S    His- 

tory  of  the  English,  from  the  Roman  In- 
vasion to  the  Accession  of  Henry  II.  ; 
with  the  Acts  of  King  Stephen,  and  the 
Letter  to  Walter.  By  T.  Forester,  M.A. 
Frontispiece  from  au  old  MS. 

INGULPH'S  Chronicles  of  the  Abbey 
of  Croyland,  with  the  CONTINUATION  by 
Peter  of  Blois  and  others.  Trans,  with 
Notes  by  H.  T.  Riley,  B.A. 

KEIGHTLEY'S  (Thomas)  Fairy  My- 
thology, illustrative  of  the  Romance  and 
Superstition  of  Various  Countries.  Frontis- 
piece bv  Cruikshank. 

LEPSIUS'S  Letters  from  Egypt, 
Ethiopia,  and  the  Peninsula  of  Sinai ;  to 
which  are  added,  Extracts  from  his 
Chronology  of  the  Egyptians,  with  refer- 
ence to  the  Exodus  of  the  Israelites.  By 
L.  and  J.  B.  Horner.  Maps  and  Coloured 
View  of  Mount  Barkal. 

MALLET'S  Northern  Antiquities,  or 

an  Historical  Account  of  the  Manners, 
Customs,  Religions,  and  Literature  of  the 
Ancient  Scandinavians.  Trans,  by  Bishop 
Percy.  With  Translation  of  the  PROSE 
EDDA,  and  Notes  by  J.  A.  Blackwell. 
Also  an  Abstract  of  the  '  Eyrbyggia  Saga  ' 
by  Sir  Walter  Scott.  With  Glossary 
and  Coloured  Frontispiece. 


MARCO  POLO'S  Travels;  with  Notes 
and  Introduction.  Edit,  by  T.  Wright. 

MATTHEW  PARIS'S  English  His- 
tory, from  1235  to  1973.  By  Rev.  J.  A. 
Giles,  D.C.L.  With  Frontispiece.  3  volt. — 
See  alto  Roger  of  Wctuiover. 

MATTHEW    OF    WESTMINSTER'S 

Flowers  of  History,  especially  such  as  re- 
late to  the  affairs  of  Britain,  from  the  be- 
ginning of  the  World  to  A.D.  1307.  By 
C.  D.  Yonge.  2  vols. 

NENNTDS.  Chronicle  of.— See  Si* 
O.  E.  Chronicle*. 

ORDERICUS  VTTALIS'  Ecclesiastical 
History  of  England  and  Normandy.  With 
Notes,  Introduction  of  Gnizot,  and  the 
Critical  Notice  of  M.  Delille,  by  T. 
Forester,  M.A.  To  which  is  adder!  the 
CHRONICLE  or  St.  EVKOULT.  With  Gene- 
ral and  Chronological  Indexes.  4  vols. 

FAULTS  (Dr.  R.)  Life  of  Alfred  the 
Great.  To  which  is  appended  Alfred's 
ANGLO-SAXON  VERSION  OF  OROSIUS.  With 
literal  Translation  inter  paged,  Notes,  and 
an  ANGLO-SAXON  GRAMMAR  and  Glossary, 
by  B.  Thorpe,  Esq.  Frontispiece. 

RICHARD    OF    CIRENCESTER. 

Chronicle  of. — See  Six  O.  E.  Chronicles. 

ROGER  DE  HOVEDEITS  Annals  of 
English  History,  comprising  the  History 
of  England  and  of  other  Countries  of  Eu- 
rope from  A.D.  732  to  A.D.  1201.  With 
Notes  by  H.  T.  Riley,  B.A.  2  vols. 

ROGER  OF  WENDOVER'S  Flowers 
of  History,  comprising  the  History  of 
England  from  the  Descent  of  the  Saxons  to 
A.D.  1235,  formerly  ascribed  to  Matthew 
Paris.  With  Notes  and  Index  by  J.  A. 
Giles,  D.C.L.  2  vols. 

SIX  OLD  ENGLISH  CHRONICLES  : 

viz.,  Asser's  Life  of  Alfred  and  the  Chroni 
cles  of  Ethelwerd,  Gildas,  Nennius,  Geof- 
frey of  Monmouth,  and  Richard  of  Ctren- 
cester.  Edit.,  with  Notes,  by  J.  A.  Giles. 
D.CL.  Portrait  ol  Alfred. 

WILLIAM     OF     MALMESBURY'S 

Chronicle  of  the  Kings  of  England,  from 
the  Earliest  Period  to  King  Stephen.  By 
Rev.  J.  Sharpe.  With  Notes  by  J.  A. 
Giles,  D.C  U  Frontispiece. 

YULE-TIDE  STORIES.  A  Collection 
of  Scandinavian  and  North-German  Popu- 
lar Talei  and  Traditions,  from  the  Swedish, 
Danish,  and  German.  Edit,  by  B.  Thorpe. 


BOHtTS  LIBRARIES. 


ILLUSTRATED    LIBRARY. 

84  Vols.  at  $s.  each,  excepting  those  marked  otherwise.     (20/.  18.;.  6d.  per  set.) 

ALLEN'S   (Joseph,  R.N.)  Battles  of 

the  British  Navy.  Revised  edition,  with 
Indexes  of  Names  and  Events,  and  57  Por- 
traits and  Flans.  2  vols. 

ANDERSEN'S   Danish  Fairy  Tales. 

By  Caroline  Peachey.  With  Short  Life 
and  120  Wood  Engravings. 

ARIOSTO'S  Orlando  Furioso.  In 
English  Verse  by  W.  S.  Rose.  With  Notes 
and  Short  Memoir.  Portrait  after  Titian, 
and  24  Steel  Engravings.  2  vols. 

BECHSTEIN'S  Cage   and   Chamber 

Birds  :  their  Natural  History,  Habits,  &c. 
Together  with  SWEET'S  BRITISH  WAR- 
BLERS. 43  Coloured  Plates  and  Woodcuts. 

BONOMI'S  Nineveh  and  its  Palaces. 

The  Discoveries  of  Bptta  and  Layard 
applied  to  the  Elucidation  of  Holy  Writ. 


applied  to  the  i-iucidation  i 
7  Plates  and  294  Woodcuts. 

BUTLER'S  Hudibras,  with  Variorum 
Notes  and  Biography.  Portrait  and  28 
lUustrations. 

CATTERMOLE'S  Evenings  at  Had- 

don  Hall.  Romantic  Tales  of  the  Olden 
Times.  With  24  Steel  Engravings  after 
Cattermole. 

CHINA,  Pictorial,  Descriptive,  and 

Historical,  with  some  account  of  Ava  and 
the  Burmese,  Siam,  and  Anam.  Map,  and 
nearly  100  Illustrations. 

CRAIK'S  (G.  L.)  Pursuit  of  Know- 
ledge under  Difficulties.  Illustrated  by 
Anecdotes  and  Memoirs.  Numerous  Wood- 
cut Portraits. 

OR U 1KSH ANK'S  Three  Courses  and 
a  Dessert ;  comprising  three  Sets  of  Tales, 
West  Country,  Irish,  and  Legal ;  and  a 
Melange.  With  50  Illustrations  by  Cruik- 
shank. 

Punch  and  Judy.  The  Dialogue  of 

the  Puppet  Show ;  an  Account  of  its  Origin, 
&c.  *4  Illustrations  and  Coloured  Plates 
by  Cruikshank. 

DIDRON'S   Christian   Iconography; 

"    History  of  Christian  Art  in  the  Middle 


Stokes.  2  vols.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Vol.  I.  The  History  of  the  Nimbus,  the 
Aureole,  and  the  Glory_ ;  Representations 
af  the  Persons  of  the  Trinity. 

VoL  II.  The  Trinity;  Angels;  Devils; 
The  Soul ;  The  Christian  Scheme.  Appen- 
dices. 


DANTE,  in  English  Verse,  by  I.  C.  Wright, 
M.A.  With  Introduction  and  Memoir. 
Portrait  and  34  Steel  Engravings  after 
Flaxman. 

DYER  (Dr.  T.  H.)  Pompeii :  its  Build- 
ings and  Antiquities.  An  Account  of  the 
City,  with  full  Description  of  the  Remains 
and  Recent  Excavations,  and  an  Itinerary 
for  Visitors.  By  T.  H.  Dyer,  LL.D. 
Nearly  300  Wood  Engravings,  Map,  and 
Plan,  js .  6d. 

Rome:    History   of  the    City,   with 

Introduction  on  recent  Excavations.  8 
Engravings,  Frontispiece,  and  2  Maps. 

GI.L    BLAS.     The   Adventures   of. 

From  the  French  of  Lesage  by  Smollett. 
24  Engravings  after  Smirke,  and  10  Etch- 
ings by  Cruikshank.  612  pages.  6s. 

GRIMM'S  Gammer  Grethel;  or,  Ger- 
man Fairy  Tales  and  Popular  Stories, 
containing  42  Fairy  Tales.  By  Edgar 
Taylor.  Numerous  Woodcuts  after  Cruik- 
shank and  Ludwig  Grimm.  3*.  dd. 

HOLBEIN'S    Dance    of    Death   and 

Bible  Cuts.  Upwards  of  150  Subjects,  en- 
graved in  facsimile,  with  Introduction  and 
Descriptions  by  the  late  Francis  Douce 
and  Dr.  Dibdin. 

HOWITTS  (Mary)  Pictorial  Galen- 

dar  of  the  Seasons  ;  embodying  AIKIN'S 
CALENDAR  OF  NATURE.  Upwards  of  100 
Woodcuts. 

INDIA,  Pictorial,  Descriptive,  and 

His:orical,  from  the  Earliest  Times.  100 
Engravings  on  Wood  and  Map. 

JESSE'S   Anecdotes    of  Dogs.    With 

40  Woodcuts  after  Harvey,  Bewick,  and 
others ;  and  34  Steel  Engravings  after 
Cooper  and  Landseer. 

KING'S  (C.  W.)    Natural  History  of 

Gems  or  Decorative  Stones.  Illustra- 
tions. 6s. 

Natural    History    of    Precious 

Stones  and  Metals.     Illustrations.     6s. 

KITTO'S  Scripture  Lands.  Described 
in  a  series  of  Historical,  Geographical, 
and  Topographical  Sketches.  42  coloured 
Maps. 

KRUMMACHER'S  Parables.  40  lllus- 
trations. 

LINDSAY'S  (Lord)  Letters  on  Egypt. 

Edom,  and  the  Holy  Land.  36  Wood 
Engravings  and  2  Maps. 


ILLUSTRATED  LIBRARY. 


LODGE'S  Portraits  of  ninHtrious 
Personages  of  Great  Britain,  with  Bio- 
gnphical  and  Historical  Memoirs.  240 
Portraits  engraved  on  Steel,  with  the 
respective  Biographies  unabridged.  Com- 
ple'.e  in  8  vols. 

LONGFELLOW'S    Poetical    "Work*, 

including  his  Translations  and  Notes.  24 
full-page  Woodcuts  by  Birket  Foster  and 
others,  and  a  Portrait. 

Without  the  Illustrations,  y,  6d. 

Prose  Works.     With  16   full-page 

Woodcuts  by  Birket  Foster  and  others. 

LOUDON'S  (Mrs.)  Entertaining  Na- 
turalist. Popular  Descriptions,  Tales,  and 
Anecdotes,  of  more  than  500  Animals. 
Numerous  Woodcuts. 

MARRY  ATS   (Capt.,  R.N.)    Master. 

man  Ready  ;  or,  the  Wreck  of  the  Pacific. 

(Written    for    Young    People.)    With    93 

Woodcuts.     3S.  6d. 
Mission;    or,  Scenes  in  Africa. 

(Written  for  Young  People.)     Illustrated 

by  Gilbert  and  Dalziel.     3*.  (>d. 

Pirate  and  Three  Cutters.   (Writ- 
ten for  Young  People.)    With  a  Memoir. 
8  Steel  Engravings  after  Clarkson  Stan- 
field,  R.A.     3j.  6d. 

Privateersman.    Adventures  by  Sea 

and    Land    One     Hundred    Years    Ago. 
(Written  for  Young  People.)     8  Steel  En- 
gravings.    3*.  fnl. 

Settlers  in  Canada.    (Written  for 

Young  People.)    10  Engravings  by  Gilbert 
and  Dalziel.     3.1.  ftd. 

Poor    Jack.     (Written    for    Young 

People.)    With  16  Illustrations  after  Clark- 
son  Stanfield,  R.A.     y.  6d. 

Midshipman  Easy.  With  8  full- 
page  Illustrations.  Small  post  8vo.  3.5.  6d. 

Peter  Simple.   With  8  full-page  Illus- 
trations.    Small  post  8vo.  3*.  6d. 

MAXWELL'S  Victories  of  Welling- 
ton and  the  British  Armies.  Frontispiece 
and  4  Portraits. 

MICHAEL  ANQELO  and  RAPHAEL, 

Their  Lives  and  Works.     By  Duppa  and 

guatremere   de    Quincy.       Portraits    and 
ngravings,  including  the  Last  Judgment, 
and  Cartoons. 

MILLER'S  History  of  the  Anglo- 
Saxons,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the 
Norman  Conquest.  Portrait  of  Alfred,  Map 
of  Saxon  Britain,  and  12  Steel  Engravings. 

MUDIE'S  History  of  British  Birds. 
Revised  by  W.  C.  L.  Martin.  52  Figures  of 
Birds  and  7  coloured  Plates  of  Eggs. 

2   VOls. 


NAVAL  and  MILITARY  HEROES 
of  Great  Britain  ;  a  Record  of  British 
Valour  on  every  Day  in  the  year,  from 
William  the  Conqueror  to  the  Battle  of 
Inkennann.  liy  Major  Johns,  R.M.,  and 
Lieut.  P.  H.  Nicolas,  R.M.  Indexes.  24 
Portraits  after  Holbein,  Reynolds,  Ac.  6*. 

NICOLINT8  History  of  the  Jesuits  : 
their  Origin,  Progress,  Doctrines,  and  De- 
signs. 8  Portraits. 

PETRARCH'S    Sonnets,    Triumphs, 

and  other  Poems,  in  English  Verse.  Witk 
Life  by  Thomas  Campbell.  Portrait  and 
15  Steel  Engravings. 

PICKERING'S  History  of  the  Races 

of  Man,  and  their  Geographical  Distribu- 
tion ;  with  AN  ANALYTICAL  SYNOPSIS  or 
THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OP  MAN.  By  Dr. 
Hall.  Map  of  the  World  and  12  coloured 
Plates 

PICTORIAL     HANDBOOK     OF 

Modern  Geography  on  a  Popular  Plan. 
Compiled  from  the  best  Authorities,  English 
and  Foreign,  by  H.  G.  Bohn.  150  Wood- 
cuts and  51  coloured  Maps. 

Without  the  Maps,  3*.  6tt. 

POPE'S  Poetical  Works,  including 
Translations.  Edit.,  with  Notes,  by  R. 
Carruthers.  a  vols. 

Homer's    Iliad,    with    Introduction 

and   Notes   by  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 
With  Flaxman's  Designs. 

Homer's  Odyssey,  with  the  BATTLE 

OF   FROGS  AND   MICE,   Hymns,    &c.,  by 
other  translators  including  Chapman.     In- 
troduction and   Notes  by   I.   S.  Watson, 
M.A.    With  Flaxman's  Designs. 

Life,   including  many  of  his   Letters. 

By  R,  Carruthers.  Numerous  Illustrations. 

POTTERY    AND    PORCELAIN,    and 

other  objects  of  Vertu.  Comprising  an 
Illustrated  Catalogue  of  the  Bental  Col- 
lection, with  the  prices  and  names  of  the 
Possessors.  Also  an  Introductory  Lecture 
on  Pottery  and  Porcelain,  and  an  Engraved 
List  of  all  Marks  and  Monograms.  By 
H.  G.  Bohn.  Numerous  Woodcuts. 

With  coloured  Illustrations,  10*.  ftd. 

PROTJTS  (Father)  Reliques.  Edited 
by  Rev.  F.  Mahony.  Copyright  edition. 
with  the  Author's  last  corrections  and 
additions.  21  Etchings  by  D.  Maclise, 
R.A.  Nearly  600  pages. 

RECREATIONS  IN  SHOOTING.  With 
some  Account  of  the  Game  found  in  the 
British  Isles,  and  Directions  for  the  Manage- 
ment of  Dog  and  Gun.  By  '  Craven.'  62 
Woodcuts  and  9  Steel  Engravings  after 
A.  Cooper,  R.A. 


BOHWS  LIBRARIES. 


RENNIE.  Insect  Architecture.  Re- 
vised by  Rev.  J  G.  Wood,  M.A.  186 
Woodcuts. 

ROBINSON  CRUSOE.  With  Memoir  of 
Defoe,  12  Steel  Engravings  and  74  Wood- 
cuts after  Stothard  and  Harvey. 

Without  the  Engravings,  3*.  6d. 

ROME  IN  THE  NINETEENTH  CEN- 
tury.  An  Account  in  1817  of  the  Ruins  ;f 
the  Ancient  City,  and  Monuments  of  Modern 
Times.  By  C.  A.  Eaton.  34  Steel  En- 
gravings. 2  vols. 

SHARPE  (S.)  The  History  of  Egypt, 
from  the  Earliest  Times  till  the  Conquest 
by  the  Arabs,  A.D.  640.  2  Maps  and  up- 
wards of  400  Woodcuts.  2  vols. 

SOUTHEY'S    Life    of  Nelson.    With 

Additional  Notes,  Facsimiles  of  Nelson's 
Writing,  Portraits,  Plans,  and  50  Engrav- 
ings, after  Birket  Foster,  &c. 

STARLING'S  (Mies)  Noble  Deeds  of 

Women;  or,  Examples  of  Female  Courage, 
Fortitude,  and  Virtue.  With  14  Steel  Por- 
traits. 

STUART  and  REVETT'S  Antiquities 

of  Athens,  and  other  Monuments  of  Greece  ; 
with  Glossary  of  Terms  used  in  Grecian 
Architecture.  71  Steel  Plates  and  numerous 
Woodcuts. 

SWEET'S  British  Warblers,  y.— See 

Bechstein. 

TALES  OF  THE  GENII;  or,  the 
Delightful  Lessons  of  Horam,  the  Son  of 
Asmar.  Trans,  by  Sir  C.  Morreli.  Numer- 
ous Woodcuts. 


TASSO'S  Jerusalem  Delivered.  In 
English  Spenserian  Verse,  with  Life,  by 
J.  H.  WiflTen.  With  8  Engravings  and  24 
Woodcuts. 


, 

ooing,    ang,     owng,    wimming,  &c. 
44  Engravings  and  numerous  Woodcuts. 

WALTON'S  Complete  Angler,  or  the 

Contemplative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak 
Walton  and  Charles  Cotton.  With  Me- 
moirs and  Notes  by  E.  Jesse.  Also  an 
Account  of  Fishing  Stations,  Tackle,  &c., 
by  H.  G.  Bohn.  Portrait  and  203  Wood- 
cuts, and  26  Engravings  on  Steel. 

-  Lives  of  Donne,  Wotton,  Hooker, 
&c.,  with  Notes.      A  New  Edition,  re- 
vised by  A.   H.  Bullen,  with  a  Memoir 
of  Izaak  Walton  by  William  Dowling.     6 
Portraits,   6  Autograph    Signatures,    &c. 

WELLINGTON,  Life  of.  From  the 
Materials  of  Maxwell.  18  Steel  En- 
gravings. 

-  Victories  of.—  See  Mcucwett. 

WESTROFP  (H.  M.)  A  Handbook  of 

Archaeology,  Egyptian,  Greek,  Etruscan, 
Roman.  By  H.  M.  Westropp.  Numerous 
Illustrations. 

WHITE'S  Natural  History  of  Sel- 
borne,  with  Observations  on  various  Parts 
of  Nature,  and  the  Naturalists'  Calendar. 
Sir  W.  Jardine.  Edit.,  with  Notes  and 
Memoir,  by  E.  Jesse.  40  Portraits  and 
coloured  Plates. 


CLASSICAL   LIBRARY. 

TRANSLATIONS  FROM  THE  GREEK  AND  LATIN. 


103  Vols.  at  5-r.  each,  excepting  those  marked  otherwise.     (2$l.  4*.  6J.  per  set,) 

ANTONTNUS  (M.  Aurelius),  The 
Thoughts  of.  Translated  literally,  wkh 
Notes,  Biographical  Sketch,  and  Essay  on 
the  Philosophy,  by  George  Long,  M.A. 
y.fxt. 

APCLLONIUS  RHODIUS.  '  The  Ar- 
g":iautica."  Translated  by  E.  P.Coleridge. 

Al  'JLEIUS,  The  Works  of.  Com- 
prising the  Golden  Ass,  God  of  Socrates, 
Florida,  and  Discourse  of  Magic.  With 
a  Metrical  Version  of  Cupid  and  Psyche, 
and  Mrs.  Tighe's  Psyche.  Frontis 


JESCUYLUS,  The  Dramas  of.  In 
English  Verse  by  Anna  Swanwick.  4th 
edition. 

The  Tragedies  of.    In  Prose,  with 

Notes  and  Introduction,  by  T.  A.  Buckley, 
B.A.     Portrait,     y.  6d. 


AMMIANUS  MARCELLmUS.  His- 
tory of  Rome  during  the  Reigns  of  Con- 
stantius,  Julian,  Jovianus,Valentinian,  and 
Valens,  by  C.  D.  Yonge,  B.A.  Double 
volume,  js.  6d. 


piece. 


CLASSICAL  LIBRARY. 


ARISTOPHANES'  Comedies.  Trans., 
with  Notes  and  Extracts  from  Frere's  ana 
other  Metrical  Versions,  by  W.  J.  Hiclcie. 
Portrait,  a  vols. 

ARISTOTLE'S  Nicomacheon  Ethic*. 
Trans.,  with  Notes,  Analytical  Introduc- 
tion, and  Questions  for  Students,  by  Yen. 
Arclidn.  Browne. 

Politics  and  Economic*.    Trans., 

with  Notes,  Analyses,  and  Index,  by  E. 
Walford,  M.A.,  and  an  Essay  and  Life  by 
Dr.  Gillies. 

—  Metaphysics.     Trans.,  with  Notes, 
Analysis,  and  Examination  Questions,  by 
Rev.  John  H.  M'Mahon,  M.A. 

—  History  of  Animals.  In  Ten  Books. 
Trans.,    with    Notes  and    Index,  by    R. 
Cresswell,  M.A. 

Organon ;  or,  Logical  Treatises,  and 

the  Introduction  of  Porphjrry.    With  Notes, 
Analysis,  and    Introduction,  by   Rev.  O. 
F.  Owen,  M.A.     a  vols.    y.  6a.  each. 

Rhetoric  and  Poetics.  Trans. ,  with 

Hobbes'  Analysis,  Exam.  Questions,  and 
Notes,  by  T.  Buckley,  B.A.  Portrait. 

ATHENJEUS.  The  Delpnosophlsts ; 
or,  the  Banquet  of  the  Learned.  By  C.  D. 
Yonge,  B.A.  With  an  Appendix  of  Poeti- 
cal Fragments.  3  vols. 

ATLAS   of  Classical  Geography,    aa 

large  Coloured  Maps.  With  a  complete 
Index.  Imp.  8vo.  7*.  6d. 

BION.— Sef  Theocritus. 

C.E8AR.  Commentaries  on  the 
Gallic  and  Civil  Wars,  with  the  Supple- 
mentary Books  attributed  to  Hirtius,  in- 
cluding the  complete  Alexandrian,  African, 
and  Spanish  Wars.  Trans,  with  Notes. 
Portrait. 

CATULLUS,  Tibullns,  and  the  Vigil 

of  Venus.  Trans,  with  Notes  and  Bio- 
graphical Introduction.  To  which  are 
added,  Metrical  Versions  by  Lamb, 
Grainger,  and  others.  Frontispiece. 

CICERO'S  Orations.  Trans,  by  C.  D. 
Yonge,  B.A.  4  vols. 

On  Oratory  and  Orators.    With 

I^etters  to  Ouintus  and  Brutus.  Trans., 
with  Notes,  by  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 

On  the  Nature  of  the  Gods,  Divi- 
nation, Fate,  Laws,  a  Republic,  Consul- 
ship. Trans.,  with  Notes,  by  C.  D.  Yonge, 
B.A. 

Academics,  De  Finibus,  and  Tuscu- 

lan  Questions.     By  C.  D.  Yonge,  B.A. 
With   Sketch  of  the  Greek   Philosophers 
mentioned  by  Cicero. 


CICERO'S 

Offices:    or,     Moral     Duties.      Cato 

Major,  an  Essay  on  Old  Age ;  LaeHos,  an 
Essay  on    Friendship ;    Scipio's    Dream ; 
Paradoxes;   Letter  to  Quintus  on  Magis- 
trate*.   Trans.,  with  Notes,  by  C.  R.  Ed- 
monds.    Portrait,     \i.  6d. 

DEMOSTHENES'    Orations.     Trans.. 

with  Notes,  Arguments,  a  Chronological 
Abstract,  and  Appendices,  by  C.  Kann 
Kennedy.  5  vols. 

DICTIONARY  of  LATIN  and  GREEK 

Quotations  ;  including  Proverbs,  M^»im«( 
Mottoes,  Law  Terms  and  Phrases.  With 
the  Quantities  marked,  and  English  Trans- 
lations. With  Index  Verborum  (623  pages). 

Index  Verborum  to  the  above,  with  the 

Quantities  and  Accents  marked  (56  pages), 
(Imp  cloth,     ix. 

DIOGENES   LAERTIUS.    Lives  and 

Opinions  of  the  Ancient  Philosophers. 
Trans.,  with  Notes,  by  C.  D.  Yonge,  I!. A. 

EPICTETUS.     The    Discourses    of. 

With  the  Encheiridion  and  Fragments. 
With  Notes,  Life,  and  View  of  his  Philo- 
sophy, by  George  Long,  M.A. 

EURIPIDES.  Trans.,  with  Notes  and  In- 
troduction, by  T.  A.  Buckley,  B.A.  Por- 
trait, a  vols. 

GREEK  ANTHOLOGY.  In  English 
Prose  by  G.  Surges,  M.A.  With  Metrical 
Versions  by  Bland,  Merivale,  Lord  Den- 
man,  &c. 

GREEK  ROMANCES  of  Hellqdoras, 

Longus,  and  Achilles  Tatius;  viz.,  The 
Adventures  of  Theagenes  and  Chariclea ; 
Amours  of  Daphnis  and  Chloe  ;  and  Loves 
of  Clitopho  and  Leucippe.  Trans.,  with 
Notes,  by  Rev  R.  Smith,  M.A. 

HERODOTUS.  Literally  trans,  by  Rev. 
Henry  Gary,  M.A.  Portrait. 

HE  SI  OD,    CALLIMACHUS,    and 

Theognis.  In  Prose,  with  Notes  and 
Biographical  Notices  by  Rev.  J.  Banks, 
M.A.  Together  with  the  Metrical  Ver- 
sions of  Hesiod,  by  Elton;  Callimachus, 
by  Tytler ;  and  Theognis,  by  Frere. 

HOMER'S  Iliad.  In  English  Prose,  with 
Notes  by  T.  A.  Buckley,  B.A.  Portrait. 

Odyssey,     Hymns,     Epigrams,     and 

Battle  of  the  Frogs  and  Mice.     In  English 
Prose,  with  Notes  and  Memoir  by  T.  A. 
Buckley,  B.A. 

HORACE.  In  Prose  by  Smart,  with  Notes 
selected  by  T.  A.  Buckley,  B.A.  Por- 
trait, v-  6J. 

JULIAN  THE  EMPEROR.  By  the 
Rev.  C.  W.  King,  M.A. 
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BOHN'S  LIBRARIES. 


JUSTIN,   CORNELIUS  NEPOS,  and 

Eutropius.  Trans.,  with  Notes,  by  Rev. 
J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 

JUVENAL,      PERSIUS,     SULPICIA, 

and  Lucilius.  In  Prose,  with  Notes, 
Chronological  Tables,  Arguments,  by  L. 
Evans,  M.A.  To  which  is  added  the  Me- 
trical Version  of  Juvenal  and  Persius  by 
Gifford.  Frontispiece. 

LIVY.  The  History  of  Rome.  Trans, 
by  Dr.  Spillan  and  others.  4  vols.  Por- 
trait. 

LUCAN'S  Pharsalia.  In  Prose,  with 
Notes  by  H.  T.  Riley. 

i.UCIAN'8  Dialogues  of  the  Gods, 

of  the  Sea  Gods,  and  of  the  Dead.  Trans, 
by  Howard  Williams,  M.A. 

LUCRETIUS.  In  Prose,  with  Notes  and 
Biographical  Introduction  by  Rev.  J.  S. 
Watson,  M.A.  To  which  is  added  the 
Metrical  Version  by  J.  M.  Good. 

MARTIAL'S  Epigrams,  complete.  In 
Prose,  with  Verse  Translations  selected 
from  English  Poets,  and  other  sources. 
Dble.  vol.  (670  pages),  js.  6d. 

MOSCHUS.— See  Theocritus. 
OVID'S    Works,    complete.     In    Prose, 
with  Notes  and  Introduction.    3  vols. 

PAUSANIAS'  Description  of  Greece. 

Translated  into  Engjish,  with  Notes  and 
Index.  By  Arthur  Richard  Shilleto,  M.  A., 
sometime  Scholar  of  Trinity  College,  Cam- 
bridge. 2  vols. 

PHALARIS.  Bentley's  Dissertations 
upon  the  Epistles  of  Phalaris,  Themisto- 
cles,  Socrates,  Euripides,  and  the  Fables 
of  JEsop.  With  Introduction  and  Notes 
by  Prof.  W.  Wagner,  Ph.D. 

PINDAR.  In  Prose,  with  Introduction 
and  Notes  by  Dawspn  W.  Turner.  To- 
gether with  the  Metrical  Version  by  Abra- 
ham Moore.  Portrait. 

PLATO'S  Works.  Trans.,  with  Intro- 
duction and  Notes.  6  vols. 

Dialogues.  A  Summary  and  Analysis 

of.  With  Analytical  Index  to  the  Greek 
text  of  modern  editions  and  to  the  above 
translations,  by  A.  Day,  LL.D. 

PLAUTUS'S  Comedies.  In  Prose,  with 
Notes  and  Index  by  H.  T.  Riley,  B.A. 

2  VOls. 

FLINT'S  Natural  History.  Trans., 
with  Notes,  by  J.  Bostock,  M.D.,  F.R.S., 
and  H.  T.  Riley,  B.A.  6  vols. 

PLINY.  The  Letters  of  Pliny  the 
Younger.  Mehnoth's  Translation,  revised, 
with  Notes  and  short  Life,  by  Rev.  F.  C. 
T.  Bosanquet,  M.A. 


PLUTARCH'S  Morals.  Theosophieal 
Essays.  Trans,  by  C.  W.  King,  M.A. 

Ethical  Essays.     Trans,   by  A.  R. 

Shilleto,  M.A. 

Lives.    Seepage  7. 

PROPERTIUS,  The  Elegies  of.  With 
Notes,  Literally  translated  by  the  Rev.  P. 
J.  F.  Gantillon.  M.A.,  with  metrical  ver- 
sions of  Select  Elegies  by  Nott  and  Elton. 
y.  6d. 

QUTNTILIAN'S  Institutes  of  Oratory. 
Trans.,  with  Notes  and  Biographical 
Notice,  by  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 

2  VOls. 

SALLUST,  FLORUS,  and  VELLEIUS 

Paterculus.  Trans.,  with  Notes  and  Bio- 
graphical Notices,  by  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 

SENECA  DE  BENEFICHS.  Newly 
translated  by  Aubrey  Stewart,  M.A. 
y.  txl. 

SENECA'S  Minor  Essays.  Translated 
by  A.  Stewart,  M.A. 

SOPHOCLES.    The  Tragedies  of.    In 

Prose,  with  Notes,  Arguments,  and  Intro- 
duction. Portrait. 

STRABO'S  Geography.  Trans.,  with 
Notes,  by  W.  Falconer,  M.A.,  and  H.  C. 
Hamilton.  Copious  Index,  giving  Ancient 
and  Modern  Names.  3  vols. 

SUETONIUS'   Lives   of  the   Twelve 

Cassars  and  Lives  of  the  Grammarians. 
The  Translation  of  Thomson,  revised,  with 
Notes,  by  T.  Forester. 

TACITUS.     The  Works  of.     Trans., 

with  Notes,     a  vols. 

TERENCE  and  PH2EDRUS.  In  Eng- 
lish Prose,  with  Notes  and  Arguments,  by 
H.  T.  Riley,  B.A.  To  which  is  added 
Smart's  Metrical  Version  of  Phsedrus. 
With  Frontispiece. 

THEOCRITUS,     BION,    MOSCHUS, 

and  Tyrtseus.  In  Prose,  with  Notes  and 
Arguments,  by  Rev.  J.  Banks,  M.A.  To 
which  are  appended  the  METRICAL  VER- 
SIONS of  Chapman.  Portrait  of  Theocritus. 

THUCYDIDES.    The  Peloponnesian 

War.  Trans.,  with  Notes,  by  Rev.  H. 
Dale.  Portrait,  a  vols.  y.  (id.  each. 

TYRT.EUS.— See  Theocritus. 

VTRGDL.  The  Works  of.  In  Prose, 
with  Notes  by  Davidson.  Revised,  with 
additional  Notes  and  Biographical  Notice, 
by  T.  A.  Buckley,  B.A.  Portrait,  y.  6d. 

XENOPHON'S  Works.  Trans.,  with 
Notes,  by  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A.,  and  others. 
Portrait.  In  3  vols. 


COLLEGIATE  SERIES  AND  SCIENTIFIC  LIBRARY. 


COLLEGIATE     SERIES. 

10  Vols.  at  5^.  each.     (2!.  las.  per  set.) 


DANTE.  The  Inferno.  Prose  Trans., 
with  the  Text  of  the  Original  on  the  same 
page,  and  Explanatory  Notes,  by  John 
A.  Carlyle,  M.D.  Portrait. 

The  Pur  gator  io.  Prose  Trans.,  with 

the  Original  on  the  same  page,  and  Ex- 
planatory Notes,  by  W.  S.  Dugdale. 

NEW  TESTAMENT  (The)  In  Greek. 

Griesbach's  Text,  with  the  Readings  of 
Mill  and  Scholz  at  the  foot  of  the  page,  and 
Parallel  References  in  the  margin.  Also  a 
Critical  Introduction  and  Chronological 
Tables.  Two  Fac-similes  of  Greek  Manu- 
scripts. 650  pages.  3*.  6d. 

or  bound  up  with  a  Greek  and  English 

Lexicon  to  the  New  Testament  (250  pages 
additional,  making  in  all  goo).  5*. 

The  Lexicon    may  be  had  separately, 
price  -a. 

DOBJREE'S  Adversaria.  (Notes  on  the 
Greek  and  Latin  Classics.)  Edited  by  the 
late  Prof.  Wagner.  2  vols. 


DONALDSON  (Dr.)    The  Theatre  of 

the  Greeks.  With  Supplementary  TreaUM 
on  the  Language,  Metres,  and  Prosody  «f 
the  Greek  Dramatists.  Numerous  Illus- 
trations and  3  Plans.  By  J.  W.  Donald- 
son, D.D. 

KEIGHTLE  Y'S  (Thomas)  Mythology 
of  Ancient  Greece  and  Italy.  Revised  by 
Leonhard  Schmitz,  Ph.D.,  LL.D.  u 
Plates. 

HERODOTUS,  Notes  on.  Original 
and  Selected  from  the  best  Commentators. 
By  D.  W.  Turner,  M.A.  Coloured  Map. 

Analysis  and  Summary  of,  with 

a  Synchronistical  Table  of  Events — Tables 
of  Weights,  Measures,  Money,  and  Dis- 
tances—  an  Outline  of  the  History  and 
Geography— and  the  Dates  completed  from 
Gaisford,  Baehr,  &c.  By  J.  T.  Wheeler. 

THUCYDIDES.     An    Analysis    and 

Summary  of.  With  Chronological  Table 
of  Events,  &c.,  by  J.  T.  Wheeler. 


SCIENTIFIC   LIBRARY. 

51  Vols.  at  5-r.  each,  excepting  those  marked  otherwise.     (I3/.  gs.  6J.  per  set.) 

AOASSIZ    and   GOULD.    Outline  of 

Comparative  Physiology  touching  the 
Structure  and  Development  of  the  Races 
of  Animals  living  and  extinct.  For  Schools 
and  Colleges.  Enlarged  by  Dr.  Wright. 
With  Index  and  300  Illustrative  Woodcuts. 

BO  I.  LEY'S    Manual    of   Technical 

Analysis;  a  Guide  for  the  Testing  and 
Valuation  of  the  various  Natural  and 
Artificial  Substances  employed  in  the  Arts 
and  Domestic  Economy,  founded  on  the 
work  of  Dr.  Bolley.  Edit,  by  Dr.  Paul. 
100  Woodcuts. 


BRIDGEWATER  TREATISES. 

— —  Bell  (Sir  Charles)  on  the  Hand ; 
its  Mechanism  and  Vital  Endowments,  as 
evincing  Design.  Preceded  by  an  Account 
of  the  Author  s  Discoveries  in  the  Nervous 
System  by  A.  Shaw.  Numerous  Woodcuts. 

Kirby  on   the  History,  Habits, 

and  Instincts  of  Animals.    With  Notes  by 
T.  Rymer  Jones.     100  Woodcuts.     2  vols. 

—  Whewell's  Astronomy  and 
General  Physics,  considered  with  reference 
to  Natural  Theology.  Portrait  of  the  Earl 
of  Bridgewater.  y.  6d. 


BRIDGEWATER    TREATISES.— 

Continued. 
—  Chalmers  on  the  Adaptation  of 

External  Nature  to  the  Moral  and  Intel- 
lectual Constitution  of  Man.  With  Memoir 
by  Rev.  Dr.  Gumming.  Portrait. 

Front's  Treatise  on  Chemistry, 

Meteorology,  and  the  Function  of  Diges- 
tion, with  reference  to  Natural  Theology. 
Edit,  by  Dr.  J.  W.  Griffith.  2  Maps. 

Buckland's  Geology  and  Miner- 
alogy. With  Additions  by  Prof.  Owen, 
Prof.  Phillips,  and  R.  Brown.  Memoir  of 
Buckland.  Portrait.  2  vols.  15*.  Vol.  I. 
Text.  Vol.  II.  90  large  plates  with  letter- 
press. 

Roget's  Animal   and  Vegetable 

Physiology.     463  Woodcuts.     2  vols.     6s. 
each. 

Kidd  on  the  Adaptation  of  Ex- 
ternal Nature  to  the  Physical  Condition  of 
Man.     3*.  6d. 

CARPENTER'S  (Dr.  W.  B.)  Zoology, 
A  Systematic  View  of  the  Structure,  Ha- 
bits, Instincts,  and  Uses  of  the  principal 
Families  of  the  Animal  Kingdom,  and  of 
the  chief  Forms  of  Fossil  Remains.  Re- 
vised by  W.  S.  Dallas,  F.L.S.  Numerous 
Woodcuts.  2  vols.  6s.  each. 
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BO  HATS  LIBRARIES. 


CARPENTER'S 

Mechanical  Philosophy.  Astro- 
nomy, and  Horology.  A  Popular  Expo- 
sition. 181  Woodcuts. 

—  Vegetable  Physiology  and  Sys- 
tematic Botany.     A  complete  Introduction 
to  the  Knowledge  of  Plants.     Revised  by 
E.     Lankester,    M.D.,     &c.       Numerous 
Woodcuts.     Cs. 

—  Animal  Physiology.    Revised  Edi- 
tion.   300  Woodcuts.    6* . 

CHEVRETJL  on  Colour.  Containing 
the  Principles  of  Harmony  and  Contrast 
of  Colours,  and  their  Application  to  the 
Arts ;  including  Painting,  Decoration, 
Tapestries,  Carpets,  Mosaics,  Glazing, 
Staining,  Calico  Printing,  Letterpress 
Printing,  Map  Colouring,  Dress,  Land- 
scape and  Flower  Gardening,  &c.  Trans, 
by  C.  Martel.  Several  Plates. 

With  an  additional  series  of  16  Plates 

in  Colours,  7.5.  (>d. 

ENNEMOSER'S    History  of  Magic. 

Trans,  by  W.  Howitt.  With  an  Appendix 
of  the  most  remarkable  and  best  authenti- 
cated Stories  of  Apparitions,  Dreams, 
Second  Sight,  Table-Turning,  and  Spirit- 
Rapping,  &c.  2  vols. 

HIND'S  Introduction  to  Astronomy. 

With  Vocabulary  of  the  Terms  in  present. 
use.  Numerous  Woodcuts.  3*.  6d. 

HOGG'S  ( Jabez)  Elements  of  Experi- 
mental and  Natural  Philosophy.  Being 
an  Easy  Introduction  to  the  Study  of 
Mechanics,  Pneumatics,  Hydrostatics, 
Hydraulics,  Acoustics,  Optics,  Caloric, 
Electricity,  Voltaism,  and  Magnetism. 
400  Woodcuts. 

HUMBOLDT'S  Cosmos;   or,  Sketch 

of  a  Physical  Description  of  the  Universe. 
Trans,  by  E.  C.  Ott6,  B.  H.  Paul,  and 
W.  S.  Dallas,  F.L.S.  Portrait.  5  vols. 
3$.  6d.  each,  excepting  vol.  v.,  55. 

Personal  Narrative  of  his  Travels 

in  America  during  the  years  1799-1804. 
Trans.,  with  Notes,  by  T.  Ross.  3  vols. 

Views  of  Nature ;  or,  Contem- 
plations of  the  Sublime  Phenomena  of 
Creation,  with  Scientific  Illustrations. 
Trans,  by  E.  C.  Otte. 

HUNT'S  (Robert)  Poetry  of  Science ; 

or,  Studies  of  the  Physical  Phenomena  of 
Nature.  By  Robert  Hunt,  Professor  at 
the  School  of  Mines. 

JOYCE'S    Scientific    Dialogues.     A 

Familiar  Introduction  to  the  Arts  and 
Sciences.  For  Schools  and  Young  People. 
Numerous  Woodcuts. 

JOYCE'S  Introduction  to  the  Arts 

and  Sciences,  for  Schools  and  Young 
People.  Divided  into  Lessons  with  Ex- 
amination Questions.  Woodcuts.  3*.  6d. 


JUKES-BROWNE'S  Student's  Hand- 
book of  Physical  Geology.  By  A.  J. 
Jukes-Browne,  of  the  Geological  Survey  of 
England.  With  numerous  Diagrams  and 
Illustrations,  6s. 

The   Student's     Handbook    of 

Historical  Geology.      By  A.    J.    Jukes- 
Brown,    B.A.,    F.G.S.,   of  the  Geological 
Survey  of  England    and    Wales.      With 
numerous  Diagrams  and  Illustrations.    6s. 

The    Building    of    the    British 

Islands.    A  Study  In  Geographical  Evolu- 
tion.    By  A     J.   Jukes-Browne,    F.G.S. 
7S.  6d. 

KNIGHT'S  (Charles)  Knowledge  is 
Power.  A  Popular  Manual  of  Political 
Economy. 

LILLY.  Introduction  to  Astrology. 
With  a  Grammar  of  Astrology  and  Tables 
for  calculating  Nativities,  by  Zadkiel. 

MANTELL'S  (Dr.)  Geological  Ex- 
cursions through  the  Isle  of  Wight  and 
along  the  Dorset  Coast.  Numerous  Wood- 
cuts and  Geological  Map. 

— —  Petrifactions  and  their  Teach- 
ings. Handbook  to  the  Organic  Remains 
in  the  British  Museum.  Numerous  Wood- 
cuts. 6s. 

Wonders  of  Geology ;  or,  a 

Familiar  Exposition  of  Geological  Pheno- 
mena. A  coloured  Geological  Map  of 
England,  Plates,  and  200  Woodcuts.  2- 
vols.  7*.  6d.  each. 

SCHOUW'S  Earth,  Plants,  and  Man. 
Popular  Pictures  of  Nature.  And  Ko- 
bell's  Sketches  from  the  Mineral  Kingdom. 
Trans,  by  A.  Henfrey,  F.R.S.  Coloured 
Map  of  the  Geography  of  Plants. 

SMITH'S  (Pye)  Geology  and  Scrip- 
ture ;  or,  the  Relation  between  the  Scriptures 
and  Geological  Science.  With  Memoir. 

STANLEY'S  Classified  Synopsis  of 
the  Principal  Painters  of  the  Dutch  and 
Flemish  Schools,  including  an  Account  of 
some  of  the  early  German  Masters.  By 
George  Stanley. 

STAUNTON'S  Chess  Works.  —  See 
page  21. 

STOCKHARDT'S  Experimental 
Chemistry.  A  Handbook  for  the  Study 
of  the  Science  by  simple  Experiments. 
Edit,  by  C.  W.  Heaton,  F.C.S.  Nu- 
merous Woodcuts. 

ORE'S  (Dr.  A.)  Cotton  Manufacture 
of  Great  Britain,  systematically  investi- 
gated ;  with  an  Introductory  View  of  its 
Comparative  State  in  Foreign  Countries. 
Revised  by  P.  L.  Simmonds.  150  Illus- 
trations. 2  vols. 

Philosophy    of    Manufactures, 

or  an  Exposition  of  the  Scientific,  Moral, 
and  Commercial  Economy  of  the  Factory 
System  of  Great    Britain.      Revised    by 
P.    L.    Simmonds.      Numerous    Figures. 
800  pages.     71.  6d. 


REFERENCE  LIBRARY. 


ECONOMICS  AND   FINANCE. 

GILB  ART'S  History,  Principle*,  and  Practice  of  Banking.    Revised  to  1881  W 
A.  S.  Michie,  of  the  Royal  Bank  of  Scotland.    Portrait  of  GUbart.    a  vols.     101.    V.S. 


REFERENCE   LIBRARY. 

30  Volumes  at  Various  Prices.    (<)'.  ^s.  per  set.) 


BLAIR'S     Chronological     Tables. 

Comprehending  the  Chronology  and  His- 
tory of  the  World,  from  the  Earliest  Times 
to  the  Russian  Treaty  of  Peace,  April  1856. 
By  J.  W.  Rosse.  800  pages.  IDT. 

Index    Of    Dates.      Comprehending 

the  principal  Facts  in  the  Chronology  and 
History  of  the  World,  from  the  Earliest  to 
the  Present,  alphabetically  arranged;  being 
a  complete  Index  to  the  foregoing.  By 
J.  W.  Rosse.  2  vols.  5*.  each. 

BOHN'S  Dictionary  of  Quotations 
from  the  English  Poets.  4th  and  cheaper 
Edition.  6s. 

BOND'S  Handy-book  of  Rules  and 
Tables  for  Verifying  Dates  with  the  Chris- 
tian Era.  4th  Edition. 

BUCHANAN'S  Dictionary  of  Science 

and  Technical  Terms  used  in  Philosophy, 
Literature,  Professions,  Commerce,  Arts, 
and  Trades.  By  W.  H.  Buchanan,  with 
Supplement.  Edited  by  Jas.  A.  Smith.  6s. 

CHRONICLES  OF  THE  TOMBS.     A 

Select  Collection  of  Epitaphs,  with  Essay 
on  Epitaphs  and  Observations  on  Sepul- 
chral Antiquities.  By  T.  J.  Pettigrew, 
F.R.S.,  F.S.A.  5*. 

CLARK'S  (Hugh)  Introduction  to 
Heraldry.  Revised  by  J.  R.  Planch*.  5*. 
950  Illustrations. 

With  tht  Illustrations  coloured,  \y. 

COINS,  Manual  of. — See  Humphreys. 

COOPER'S  Biographical  Dictionary. 
Containing  concise  notices  of  upwards  of 
15,000  eminent  persons  of  all  ages  and 
countries.  2  vols.  51.  each. 

DATES,  Index  of.— -See  Blair. 

DICTIONARY  of  Obsolete  and  Pro- 

vincial  English.  Containing  Words  from 
English  Writers  previous  to  the  ioth 
Century.  By  Thomas  Wright,  M.A.. 
F.S.A.,  &c.  a  vols.  5*.  each. 

EPIGRAMMATISTS  (The).  A  Selec- 
tion from  the  Epigrammatic  Literature  »f 
Ancient,  Mediaeval,  and  Modern  Times. 
With  Introduction,  Notes,  Observations, 
Illustrations,  an  Appendix  on  Works  con- 
nected with  Epigrammatic  Literature, 
by  Rev.  H.  Dodd,  M.A.  6*. 


GAMES,  Handbook  of.  Coi 
Treatises  on  above  40  Games  of 
Skill,  and  Manna.  Dexterity,  including 
Whist,  Billiards,  &c.  Edit,  by  Henry  G. 
Bohn.  Numerous  Diagrams.  $/. 

HENFREY'S  Guide  to  English 
Coins.  Revised  Edition,  by  C.  F.  Keary 
M.A.,  F.S.A.  With  an  Historical  Intro- 
duction. 6>. 

HUMPHREYS'  Coin  Collectors' 
Manual.  An  Historical  Account  of  the 
Progress  of  Coinage  from  the  Earliest 
Time,  by  H.  N.  Humphreys.  140  lUns- 
trations.  2  vols.  5*.  each. 

LOWNDES'  Bibliographer's  Manual 
of  English  Literature.     Containing  an  Ac- 
count of  Rare  and  Curious   Books  pub- 
lished in  or  relating  to  Great  Britain  and 
Ireland,  from  the    Invention  of  Printing, 
with    Biographical    Notices    and    Prices, 
by  W.  T.  Lowndes.     Parts  I  .-X.  (A  to  T 
y.  6d.  each.     Part  XI.  (Appendix  Vol.; 
5*.      Or    the    ii    parts  in    4    vols.,  ha. 
morocco,  2/.  as. 

MEDICINE,  Handbook  of  Domestic, 
Popularly  Arranged.  By  Dr.  H.  Davies. 
700  pages,  sj. 

NOTED  NAMES  OT  FICTION. 
Dictionary  of.  Including  also  Familiar 
Pseudonyms,  Surnames  bestowed  on  Emi- 
nent Men,  &c.  By  W.  A.  Wheeler,  M.A.  y. 

POLITICAL     CYCLOPEDIA.       A 

Dictionary  of  Political,  Constitutional, 
Statistical,  and  Forensic  Knowledge  ; 
forming  a  Work  of  Reference  on  subjects 
of  Civil  Administration,  Political  Economy. 
Finance,  Commerce,  Laws,  and  Social 
Relations.  4  vols.  y.  6d.  each. 

PROVERBS,    Handbook    of.        Con- 
taining an  entire  Republication  of  Ray's 
Collection,  with  Additions  from   F.  : 
Languages      and       Sayings,      Sentences, 
Maxims,  and  Phrases.     «. 

A  Polyglot  Of  Foreign.  Com- 
prising French,  Italian,  German,  Dutch, 
Spanish,  Portuguese,  and  Danish.  With 
English  Translations,  ss. 

SYNONYMS  and    ANTONYMS;    or, 

Kindred  Words  and  their  Opposite*.  Col- 
lected and  Contrasted  by  Yen.  C.  J. 
Smith,  M.A.  5*. 

WRIGHT  (Th.)— See  Di:tion»ry. 
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BONN'S  LIBRARIES. 


NOVELISTS'    LIBRARY. 

13  Volumes  at  $s.  6d.  each,  excepting  those  marked  otherwise.    (2!.  Ss.  6d.  per  set.) 


BJoRNSON'S  Arne  and  the  Fisher 

Lassie.     Translated  from  the  Norse  with 
an  Introduction  by  W.  H.  Low,  M.A. 

BURNEY'S  Evelina ;  or,  a  Young 
Lady's  Entrance  into  the  World.  By  F. 
Burney  (Mme.  D'Arblay).  With  Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  A.  R.  Ellis,  Author 
of '  Sylvestra,'  &c. 

Cecilia.  With  Introduction  and 

Notes  by  A.  R.  Ellis.  2  vols. 

DE    STAEL.      Corinne   or    Italy. 

By   Madame    de    Stael.      Translated    by 
Emily  Baldwin  and  Paulina  Driver. 


EBERS'  Egyptian  Princess. 
by  Emma  Buchheim. 


Trans. 


FIELDING'S    Joseph   Andrews  and 

his  Friend  Mr.  Abraham  Adams.  With 
Roscoe's  Biography.  Cruikshank 's  Illus- 
trations. 

Amelia.  Roscoe's  Edition,  revised. 

Cruikshank 's  Illustrations,  y. 

History  of  Tom  Jones,  a  Found- 
ling. Roscoe's  Edition.  Cntikshank's 
Illustrations,  i  vols. 

GROSSI'S  Marco  Visconti.  Trans. 
by  A.  F.  D. 

MANZONI.  The  Betrothed :  being 
a  Translation  of  '  I  Promessi  Sposi. 
Numerous  Woodcuts,  i  vol.  5*. 

STOWE  (Mrs.  H.  B.)  Uncle  Tom's 
Cabin  ;  or,  Life  among  the  Lowly.  8  full- 
page  Illustrations. 


ARTISTS'    LIBRARY. 

9  Volumes  at  Various  Prices.     (21.  Ss.  6d.  per  set.) 


BELL  (Sir  Charles).  The  Anatomy 
and  Philosophy  of  Expression,  as  Con- 
nected with  the  Fine  Arts.  55 . 

DEMMIN.  History  of  Arms  and 
Armour  from  the  Earliest  Period.  By 
Auguste  Demmin.  Trans,  by  C.  C. 
Black,  M.A.,  Assistant  Keeper,  S.  K. 
Museum.  1900  Illustrations,  ^s.  6tf. 

FATRHOLT'S  Costume  in  England. 
Third  Edition.  Enlarged  and  R«vised  by 
the  Hon.  H.  A.  Dillon,  F.S.A  With 
more  than  700  Engravings,  2  vols.  5.5. 
each. 

Vol.  I.  History.     Vol.  II.  Glossary. 

FLAXMAN.    Lectures  on  Sculpture. 

With  iHrce  AdurKsses  to  the  R.A.  by  Sir 
R.  We»tmacoit.  R.A.,  and  Memoir  o 
Flaxman.  Portrait  and  53  Plates.  6s.  N.S. 


HEATON'S    Concise    History    of 

Painting.  New  Edition,  revised  by 
W.  Cosmo  Monkhouse.  5*. 

LECTURES    ON    PAINTING    by   the 

Royal  Academicians,  Barry,  Opie,  Fuseli. 
With  Introductory  Essay  and  Notes  by 
R.  Wornum.  Portrait  of  Fuseli. 

LEONARDO    DA   VINCI'S   Treatise 

on  Painting.  Trans,  by  J.  F.  Rigaud,  R.A. 
With  a  Life  and  an  Account  of  his  Works 
by  J.  W.  Brown.  Numerous  Plates,  jr. 

PLANCHE'S  History  of  British 
Costume,  from  the  Earliest  Time  to  the 
loth  Century.  By  J.  R.  Planch6.  400 
Illustrations.  $s. 


LIBRARY    OF    SPORTS   AND   GAMES. 

7   Volumes  at  5.5-.  each.    (\l.  15*.  ptr  set.) 


BOHN'S     Handbooks    of    Athletic 
Sports.     In  4  vols.  [/*  the  press. 

Tol.  I.— Cricket,  by  Hon.  and  Rev.  E. 
Lyttelton  ;  Lawn  Tennis,  fey  H.W.  Wilber- 
force  ;  Tennis  and  Rackets,  by  Julian 
Marshall;  Golf,  by  W.  T.  Linskill ;  Cy- 
cling, by  H.  H.  Griffin. 

Vol.  II.— Rowing  and  Sculling,  by  W. 
B.  Woodgate  ;  Sailing,  by  E.  F.  Knight ; 
Swimming,  by  Martin  Cobbett. 

Vol.  III.— Athletics,  by  H.  H.  Griffin  ; 
Rugby  Football,  by  Harry  Vassall  ;  Asso- 
ciation Football,  by  C.  W.  Alcock  ;  Skating, 
by  Douglas  Adams ;  Lacrosse,  by  E.  T. 
Sachs  ;  Hockey,  by  F.  S.  Cresswell. 

Vol.  IV.— Boxing,  by  R.  G.  Allanson- 
Winn  ;  Single  Stick  and  Sword  Exercise, 
by  R.  G.  Allanson-Winn  and  C.  Phillipps 
Wolley :  Gymnastics,  by  A.  F.  Jenkin  ; 
Wrestling,  by  Walter  Armstrong  ;  Fencing, 
by  H.  A.  Colmore  Dunn. 

BOHN'S  Handbooks  of  Games.    New 

Edition.     2  volumes. 

Vol.  I.  TABLE  GAMES.  5*. 
Contents  :  — Billiards,  with  Pool,  Pyra- 
mids, and  Snooker,  by  Major-Gen.  A.  W. 
Drayson,  F.R.A.S.,  with  a  preface  by 
W.  J.  Peall— Bagatelle,  by  '  Berkeley  '— 
Chess,  by  R.  F.  Green— Draughts,  Back- 
gammon, Dominoes,  Solitaire,  Reversi, 
Go  Bang,  Rouge  et  noir,  Roulette,  E.O., 
Hazard,  Faro,  by  '  Berkeley.' 

Vol.  II.  CARD  GAMES.    [/«  the  press. 

Contents  :— Whist,  by  Dr.  William  Pole, 

F.R.S.,   Author  of   'The   Philosophy  of 


Whist,  etc.'— Solo  Whin,  Piquet,  Ecarte, 
Euchre,  Poker,  Loo,  Vingt-et-un,  Napo- 
leon, Newmarket,  Rouge  et  Noir,  Pope 
Joan,  Speculation,  etc.  etc.,  by  '  Berkeley. 

CHESS  CONGRESS  of  1862.  A  col- 
lection of  the  games  played.  Edited  by 
J.  Lowenthal.  New  edition,  5*. 

MORPHY'S  Games  of  Chess,  being 

the  Matches  and  best  Games  played  by  the 
American  Champion,  with  explanatory  and 
analytical  Notes  by  J.  Lowenthal.  With 
short  Memoir  aad  Portrait  of  M  orphy. 

STAUNTON'S  Chess-Player's  Hand- 
book. A  Popular  and  Scientific  Intro- 
duction to  the  Game,  with  numerous  Dia- 
grams and  Coloured  Frontispiece. 

—  Chess  Praxis.  A  Supplement  to  the 
Chess-player's  Handbook.  Containing  the 
most  important  modern  Improvements  in 
the  Openings  ;  Code  of  Chess  Laws  ;  and 
a  Selection  of  Morphy's  Games.  Annotated. 
636  pages.  Diagrams. 

Chess-Player's    Companion. 

Comprising  a  Treatise  on  Odds,  Collection 
of  Match  Games,  including  the  French 
Match  with  M.  St.  Amant,  and  a  Selection 
of  Original  Problems.  Diagrams  and  Co- 
loured Frontispiece. 

Chess    Tournament     of    1851. 

A  Collection  of  Games  played  at  this  cele- 
brated assemblage.  With  Introduction 
and  Notes.  Numerous  Diagrams. 


BOHN'S  CHEAP  SERIES. 

Prite  is.  each. 

A  Series  «f  Complete  Stories  or  Essays,  mostly  reprinted  from   Vok.  in 

Bohrfs  Libraries,  and  neatly  bound  in  stiff  paper  cover,  -with 

cut  edges,  suitable  for  Rail-way  Reading. 


AS  CHAM  (Roger).  Scholemaster. 
By  Professor  Mayor. 

CARPENTER  (Dr.  W.  B.J.  Physi- 
ology of  Temperance  and  Total  Abstinence. 

EMERSON.  England  and  English 
Characteristics.  Lectures  on  the  Race, 
Ability,  Manners,  Truth,  Character, 
Wealth,  Religion.  &c.  &c. 

Nature  :  An  Essay.     To  which  are 

added  Orations,  Lectures,  and  Addresses. 

Representative  Men  :  Seven  Lec- 
tures on  PLATO,  SWEDEN  BORG,  MON- 
TAIGNE, SHAKESPEARE,  NAPOLEON,  and 
GOETHE. 

Twenty  Essays  on  Various  Sub- 
jects. 
The  Conduct  of  Life. 

FRANKLIN  (Benjamin).  Autobio- 
graphy. Edited  by  J.  Sparks. 

HAWTHORNE  (Nathaniel).  Twice- 
told  Tales.  Two  Vols.  in  One. 

Snow  Image,  and  Other  Tales. 

Scarlet  Letter. 

House  with  the  Seven  Gables. 

Transformation  ;   or   the    Marble 

Fawn.     Two  Parts. 

HAZLITT  (W.).  Table-talk:  Essays 
on  Men  and  Manners.  Three  Parts. 

Plain  Speaker  :  Opinions  on  Books, 

Men,  and  Things.     Three  Parts. 

Lectures  on  the  English  Comic 

Writers. 

Lectures  on  the  English  Poets. 

Lectures  on  the  Characters  of 

Shakespeare's  Plays. 

Lectures  on   the  Literature  of 

the  Age  of  Elizabeth,  chiefly  Dramatic. 


IRVING    (Washington). 

Successors  of  Mohammed. 


Lives    of 


—  Life  of  Goldsmith. 

—  Sketch-book. 

—  Tales  of  a  Traveller. 

—  Tour  on  the  Prairies. 

—  Conquests     of     Granada 

Spain.     Two  Parts. 


and 


Life  and  Voyages  of  Columbus. 

Two  Parts. 

Companions  of  Columbus :  Their 

Voyages  and  Discoveries. 

— -  Adventures  of  Captain  Bonne 

ville  in  the  Rocky  Mountains  and  the  Far 
West. 

Knickerbocker's  History  of  New 

York,  from  the  beginning  of  the  World  to 
the  End  of  the  Dutch  Dynasty. 

Tales  of  the  Alhambra. 

Conquest  of  Florida  under  Her- 

nando  de  Soto. 

Abbotsford  &  Newstead  Abbey. 

Salmagundi  ;  or,  The  Whim- Whams 

and  Opinions  of  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF, 
Esq. 

Bracebridge  Hall;    or,   The  Hu- 
mourists. 

Astoria  ;  or,  Anecdotes  of  an  Enter- 
prise beyond  the  Rocky  Mountains. 

Wolfert's  Roost,  and  other  Tales. 


LAMB   (Charles). 

With  a  Portrait. 


Essays    of  Elm. 


—  Last  Essays  of  Elia. 

Eliana.    With  Biographical  Sketch. 

MARRYAT  (Captain).  Pirate  and 
the  Three  Cutters.  With  a  Memoir  of 
the  Author. 


The  only  authorised  Edition;  no  others  published  in  England  contain 

the  Derivations  and  Etymological  Notes  of  Dr.  Mahn,  who 

devoted  several  years  to  this  portion  of  the  Work. 

WEBSTER'S     DICTIONARY 

OF   THE    ENGLISH    LANGUAGE. 

Thoroughly  revised  and  improved  byCHAUNCKY  A.  GOODRICH,  D.D.,  LL.D., 
and  NOAH  PORTER,  D.D.,  of  Yale  College. 


THE    GUINEA    DICTIONARY. 

New  Edition  [1880],  with  a  Supplement  of  upwards  of  4600  New  Words  and 

Meanings. 
1628  Pages.     3000  Illustrations. 

The  features  of  this  volume,  which  render  it  perhaps  the  most  useful 
Dictionary  for  general  reference  extant,  as  it  is  undoubtedly  one  of  the  cheapest 
books  ever  published,  are  as  follows  : — 

1.  COMPLETENESS. — It  contains  114,000  words. 

2.  ACCURACY  OF  DEFINITION. 

3.  SCIENTIFIC  AND  TECHNICAL  TERMS. 

4.  ETYMOLOGY. 

5.  THE  ORTHOGRAPHY  is  based,  as  far  as  possible,  on  Fixed  Principles. 

6.  PRONUNCIATION. 

7.  THE  ILLUSTRATIVE  CITATIONS. 

8.  THE  SYNONYMS. 

9.  THE  ILLUSTRATIONS,  which  exceed  3000. 

Cloth,  2is. ;  half-bound  in  calf,  30?.  ;  calf  or  half  russia,  311.  &/. ;  russia,  zl. 


With  New  Biographical  Appendix,  containing  over  9700  Names. 

THE   COMPLETE    DICTIONARY 

Contains,  in  addition  to  the  above  matter,  several  valuable  Literary  Appendices, 
and  70  extra  pages  of  Illustrations,  grouped  and  classified. 

I  vol.  1919  pages,  cloth,  31*.  (d. 

'  Certainly  the  best  practical  English  Dictionary  extant ' — Quarterly  Review,  1873. 
Prospectuses,  with  Specimen  Pages,  sent  post  free  on  application. 


To  be  obtained  through  all  Booksellers. 


Bohn's  Select  Library  of  Standard  Works. 
»•••»» 

Price  is.  in  paper  covers,  and  is.  6d.  in  cloth. 

1.  BACON'S  ESSAYS.  •  With  Introduction  and  Notes. 

2.  LESSING'S  LAOKOON.     Beasley's  Translation,  revised,  with  Intro- 

duction, Notes,  &c.,  by  Edward  Bell,  M.A. 

3.  DANTE'S  INFERNO.    Translated,  with  Notes,  by  Rev.  H.  F.  Gary. 

4.  GOETHE'S   FAUST.     Part  I.     Translated,   with   Introduction,   by 

Anna  Swanwick. 

5.  GOETHE'S   BOYHOOD.     Being    Part    I.    of   the    Autobiography. 

Translated  by  J.  Oxenford. 

6.  SCHILLER'S  MARY  STUART  and  THE  MAID  OF  ORLEANS.  Trans- 

lated by  J.  Mellish  and  Anna  Swanwick. 

7.  THE  QUEEN'S  ENGLISH.    By  the  late  Dean  Alford. 

8.  LIFE  AND  LABOURS  OF  THE  LATE  THOMAS  BRASSEY.     By  Sir 

A.  Helps,  K.C.B. 

9.  PLATO'S  DIALOGUE'S:  The  Apology — Crito — Phaedo — Protagoras. 

With  Introductions. 

10.  MOLIERE'S  PLAYS  :  The  Miser— Tartuffe— The  Shopkeeper  turned 

Gentleman.     With  brief  Memoir. 

11.  GOETHE'S  REINEKE  Fox,  in  English  Hexameters.    By  A.  Rogers. 

12.  OLIVER  GOLDSMITH'S  PLAYS. 

13.  LESSING'S  PLAYS  :  Nathan  the  Wise — Minna  von  Barnhelm. 

14.  PLAUTUS'S  COMEDIES:  Trinummus  —  Menaechmi  —  Aulularia  — 

Captivi. 

15.  WATERLOO  DAYS.    3y  C.  A.  Eaton.    With  Preface  and  Notes  by 

Edward  Bell. 

16.  DEMOSTHENES— ON    THE    CROWN.      Translated   by    C.    Rann 

Kennedy. 

17.  THE  VICAR  OF  WAKEFIELD. 

18.  OLIVER  CROMWELL.    By  Dr.  Reinhold  Pauli. 

19.  THE  PERFECT  LIFE.     By  Dr.  Channing.     Edited  by  his  nephew, 

Rev.  W.  H.  Channing. 

20.  LADIES  IN  PARLIAMENT,  HORACE  AT  ATHENS   and  other  pieces, 

by  Sir  George  Otto  Trevelyan,  Bart. 

21.  DEFOE'S  THE  PLAGUE  IN  LONDON. 

22.  IRVING'S  LIFE  OF  MAHOMET. 

23.  HORACE'S  ODES,  by  various  hands.  [Out  of  print. 

24.  BURKE'S  ESSAY  ON  '  THE   SUBLIME  AND  BEAUTIFUL.'     With 

Short  Memoir. 

25.  HAUFF'S  CARAVAN. 

26.  SHERIDAN'S  PLAYS. 

27.  DANTE'S  PURGATORIO.    Translated  by  Gary. 

28.  HARVEY'S  TREATISE  ON  THE  CIRCULATION  OF  THE  BLOOD. 

29.  CICERO'S  FRIENDSHIP  AND  OLD  AGE. 

Others  in  preparation. 


LONDON:  GEORGE  BELL  AND  SONS. 


London  :  Printed  by  STRANGKWAYS  &  SONS,  Tower  Street,  Cambridge  Circus,  W.C. 
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